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PREFACE 


F or tins Anthology I have tried to range over the 
whole field of Itngljsh Verse from the beginning, or 
from the I’hirtccnth Century to this closing year of 
the Nii^etcenth, and to choose the best. Nor have I sought 
in these Islands only, but wheresoever the Muse has followed 
the tongiu which among living tongues she most delights 
to honour. To bring home and render so great a spoil com- 
pendiouslv has been my capital difficulty. It is for the 
reader to judge if I ha\c so managed it as to serve those 
who already love poetry and to implant that love in some 
young minds not \et initiated. 

My sclieme is simple. I have arranged the poets as 
nearly as possible in order of birth, with such groupings of 
anonymous pieces as seemed cf)n\enient. For convenience, 
too, as w'ell as to a\oid a dl^pute-ro} al, I have gathered the 
most of the Ballads into the middle of the Scventeentii 
Century; wlicrc they fill a languid mter\al between two 
w’inds of inspiration — the Italian dung down with Milton 
and the French following at the heels of the restored 
Royalists, For convenience, again, I have set mtself certain 
rules of spelling. In the \ery earliest poems inflection and 
spelling arc structural, and to modernize is to destroy. But 
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as old inflections iadc into modern the old spelling; hcconics 
less and less vital, and has been brought (not, I hope, too 
abruptly) into line witli that sanctioned by use and familial. 
To do this seemed wiser than to discourage many readers for 
the sake of diverting others by a scent of antiquity which — 
to be essential — should breathe of something rarer than an 
odd arrangement of type. But tliere are scliolars wliom I 
cannot expect to agree with me; and to conciliate them I ha\ e 
excepted Spenser and Milton from the rule. 

Glosses of archaic and otherwise difhcult woids are given 
at the foot of the page : but the text has not been disfigured 
with reference-marks. And rather tlian make the book 
unwieldy I have eschewed notes — reluctantly when some 
obscure passage or allusion seemed to ask for a timely woid ; 
with more equanimity when the temptation was to cntici/e 
or ‘ appreciate,’ P'or the function of the antluilogist includes 
criticizing in silence. 

Care has been taken with the text^. But I have sometimes 
thought It consistent with the aim of the book to prefer the 
more beautiful to the better attesied reading. I have often 
excised weak or superfluous stanzas when mu tJiat excision 
would improve; and have not hesitated to extraet a lew 
stanzas from a long poem wlien persuaded th.it tin) could 
stand aloru as a lyrit. d’he apoloe) hn -luii exptriments 
can only he in their sen i ei-^ but tlic i isl i'- one wliieh, in 
my judgement, the ant!iol(tgisi ('ueht t » take .\ tew small 
corrections have been made, but only when the) wei„ e|iiitc 
obvious. 
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The numbers chosen are cither lyrical or epigrammatic. 
Indeed I am mistaken if a single epigram included fails to 
preserve at least some faint thrill of the emotion through 
which it liad to pass before the Muse’s lips let it fall, with 
however exquisite deliberation. But the lyrical spirit is 
volatile and notoriously hard to bind with definitions; and 
seems to grow wilder with the years. With the anthologist — 
as w'lth the fisherman who knows the fish at the end of his 
sea-line— the gift, if he have it, comc' by sense, improved 
by piaetice. I'he definition, if he be clever enough to frame 
one, comes by after-thought. 1 don’t know that it helps, 
and am sure that it may ea'^ily mislead. 

Ha\ing set my heart on choosing the best, I resolved not 
to be dissuaded b\ common objections against anthologies — 
that they repeat one another until the proverb 815 rjTplsTaK-aAa 
Icjses all application — or perturbed if my judgement should 
often agiee with that of good critics. The best is the best, 
though a hundred judges liave declared it so ; nor had it 
been any feat to 'earch out and insert the second-rate merely 
because it happened to be recondite. To be sure, a man 
must come to mch a task as mine haunted by his youth and 
the fa\ouiires he loved in days when he had much enthusiasm 
but little reading. 

A decjtti import 

l-urkN in the legend told me infant \ear-i 
'linn Ina upon that truth wc lice to learn 

Few o{ my contemporaries ».an erase — or would wish to 
erase — the dye their minds took from the late Mr. Palgrace’s 
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Golden Treasury : and he who has returned to it again and 
again with an affection born of companionship on many 
journeys must remember not only what the Golden Tteasury 
includes, but the moment when this or tha poem appealed to 
him, and even how it lies on the page. To Mr. Bullen’s 
Lyrus from the Elizabethan Son^ Books and his other treasuries 
I own a more advised debt. Nor am I free of obligation to 
anthologies even more recent — to Archbishop Trench’s House- 
hold Book of Poetry, Mr. Locker-Lampson’s Lyra Ele^an- 
tianm, Mr. Miles’ Poets and Poetry oj the Centuiy, 
Mr. Beeching's Paradise of English Poetry, Mr. Henley’s 
English Lyrics, Mrs. Sharp’s Lyra Celtica, Mr. Yeats’ Book 
of Irish Verse, and Mr. Churton Collins’ Treasury of Minor 
British Poetry ; though my rule has been to consult these 
after making my own choice. Yet 1 can chum that the help 
derived from them — though gratefully owned — bears but a 
trifling proportion to the labour, special and desultory, which 
lias gone to the making of ni) book. 

For the anthologist’s is not quite the dilettante business 
for which it is too often and ignorant!) derided. I sa) tlii'-, 
and immediately repent; since my wish is that the leader 
should in his own pleasure quite forget the editor’s labour, 
which too has been pleasant : that, standing aside, I may 
beliete this book has made the Muses’ access easier wlien, 
in the right hour, they come to him to uplift or to console — 

okAt^to? fiXv eywye fiivoifii Key cs KaXeryrojy 

Sap(Trj(ia<; MotVatirt crui' ofieTepannv iKOt/xai' 
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My thanks arc here tendered to those who have helped me 
with permission to include recent poems: to Mr. A. C, Benson, 
Mr. Laurence Binyon, Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, Mr. Robert 
Bridges, Mr. John Davidson, Mr. Austin Dobson, Mr. 
Aubrey de Vere, Mr. Edmund Gosse, Mr. Bret liarte, 
Mr. W. E. Henley, Mrs. Katharine Tynan Hinlson, 
TvTr. W. D IIo\^clls, Dr. Douglas Hyde, Mr Rudyard 
Kipling, IMr. Andrew Lang, Mr. Richard Le Galiicnne, 
Mr. George Meredith, Mrs. Mcyncll, Mr. T. Sturge Moore, 
Mr Henr) Newbolt, Mr. Gilbert Parker, Mr. T. W Rolle- 
ston, Mr. George Ru'^sell (‘A. E.’), IMrs. Clement S! orter 
(Dora S’gerson), Mr. Swinburne, Mr. Francis Thompson, 
Dr. Todhunter, l\'Ir. William Watson, Mr. Watts-Dunton, 
Mis W'oods, and Mr. W. B. Yeats ; to the Earl of Crewe for 
a poem by the late Lord Houghton; to Lady Ferguson, 
Mrs. Allingham, Mrs. A. hi. Clough, Mrs. Lockt.r-Lampson, 
Mrs. Cf". entry Patmore ; to the Lady Bettv Balfour and the 
I .ad} \hctona Bu.vton for poems by the late Earl of Lytton and 
the Hon. Roden Noel ; to the executors of Messrs. Frederic 
d'ennyson (Captain Tennyson and Mr. C. Ker). Charles 
Tcnnvson Turner (Sir Franklin Lushington). Edward Fitz- 
Gerald (Mr Mdis Y’right), William Bell Scott (Mr-. Sydn^v 
Mor^e .ind IMi-^ Eo} d of Penkill Ca tie, who has added 
to h<.r kindness by allowing me to include an unpublished 
‘ Si^'u r ‘ Iw her sivtetnth-centur} ancestor, Mark Alexander 
Bo\d), William PJiilpot (Mr Hamlet S. Philpot), W ilLam 
Morrib (Ml. S. C CoTerell), William Barnes, and R. L. 
Siccenson; to the Re\. li. C. Beeching for two poem- 
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from his own works, and leave to use his redaction of 
Quia Amorc Languco ; to Messrs. Macmillan for confirming 
permission for the extracts from FitzGerald, Christina Rossetti, 
and T. E. Brown, and particularly for allowing me to insert 
the latest emendations in Lord Tennyson’s non-copv right 
poems; to the proprietors of Mr. and Mrs. Biowning’s 
copyrights and to Messrs, Smith, Elder &i Co. for a similar 
fa\ our, also for a copyright poem by Mrs, BroiMiing ; to 
l\Ir. George Allen for extracts from Ruskiii and the author 
of lonica ; to Messrs. G. Bell Sons for poems by Thomas 
Ashe; to Messrs. Chatco & Wmdus for poems bv Arthur 
O'Shaughnessy and Dr. George MacDonald, and for um- 
firraing I\Ir. Bret llarte’s permission ; to Mr. Elkin M.i thews 
for a poem by Mr. Bliss Carman; to IVIr. Joint Lane 
for two poems by William Bright)' Rands ; to the Society 
for Promoting Christian Knowledge for two extracts from 
Chnstina Rossetti's I'erscs ; and to Mr. Bertram Dobell, who 
allows me not only to select irom James 'I'homson but to use 
a poem of Traherne's, a sew enteenth-century singer rcdis- 
cotered by him. d'o mention all wlio in other wuns have 
furthered me is not possible in this short Prelace, which, 
however, must not ..onclude without a w'ord of special thanks 
to Dr. W. Robertson Nieoll for many suggestions and ■'onu 
pains kindly Ix^'tow'ed, and to Buifessor F. ’^'ork Povvelh wlio'-c 
help .Old wise eounstl ha\(. been as gtneioU"!) given us the}' 
vVere eagerly sought, adding me to the number of those many 
who have found his learning to be his friends' good fortune. 

A.T.QX:. 
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/ Cuckoo Song 

C. 1 250 

CUMER is icumen in, 

Lhude sing cuccu ' 

Groweth sed, and bloweth med. 

And springth the wude nu — 

Sing cuccu I 


Awe bleteth after lomb, 
Lhouth after calve cu ; 
BuKuc sterteth, bucke vcrteth, 
M irie sing cuccv ' 


Cl. ecu, cuccu, well singes thu, cuccu; 

Ne swike thu naver nu ; 

Sing cuccu, nu, sing cuccu, 

Sing cuccu, sing cuccu, nul 


IhudcJ loud, 
swike] cea&t*. 


awe] ewe. lhouth] loweth, 
£ 


5\r;.-th] leaps. 
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2 . Alison 

jD YTUENE Mershe ant Averil 

Wlien spray biginneth to spring, 
The lutel foul hath hire wyl 
On hyre lud to synge: 

Ich libbe in love-Ionginge 
For semlokest of alle thynge. 

He may me blisse biinge, 

Icham in hire bandoun. 

An hendy hap ichabbe y-hen% 

Jehot from hevene it is me sen^f,, 

From alle wymmen my love is lent 
Ant lyht on Alisoun. 

On heu hire her is fayr ynoh, 

Hire browe broune, hire eye blake ; 
With lossom cheie he on me loh ; 

With middel smal ant wel y-make ; 
Bote he me wolle to hire take 
For to buen hiie owen make, 

Long to lyven icliulle forsake 
Ant feye fallen adoun. 

An hendy hap, etc. 

Nihtes when I wende and wake, 
For-thi myn wonges waxeth won; 


c 1300 


on hyre lud] in her language. ich hbbe] I live. semlokest] 
seemliest. he] she. bandoun] thraldom. hendy] gracious, 
y-hent] seized, enjoyed, ichot] I wot. lyht] alighted, 

hue her] her hair. lossom] lovesome loh] laughed, 

bote he] unless she. make] mate. feye] like to die. nihtes] 
at night wende] turn. for-thi] on that account wonges 
waxeth v\ on] cheeks grow wan. 
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Levedi, al for thine sake 
Longinge is y-lent me on. 

In woiJd his non so wyter mon 
Tliat al hire bounte telle con ; 

Hire swyre is whittore than the swon, 
Ant feyrest may in toune. 

An hendy hap, etc. 

Icham for wowyng al for- wake, 

Wery so water in wore ; 

Lest any reve me my make 
Ichabbe y-yerned yore. 

Betere is tholien whyle sore 
Tlien mourncn evermore. 

Gey nest under gore, 

Herkne to my roun — ■ 

An hendy hap, etc. 


Spring-tide 

c. 1300 

T ENTEN ys come with loNe to toune, 

^ With blosmen ant with briddes roune, 

That al tliis blisse bryngetb ; 

Dayes-eyes in this dales. 

Notes suete of nyhtegales, 

V ch foul song singeth ; 

2. levedi] lady, y-lent me on] arrived to me. so wyter mon] *0 
wise a man. swyre] neck. may] maid. for-wake] worn out 
with vigils. so water in wore] as water in a weir. reve] rob. 
>-yerned yore] long been distressed. tholien] to endure. geyncat 
under gore] comehest under woman's apparel. roun] tale, lay. 
j to toune] in its turn. 
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The threstlecoc him threteth oa, 

Away is huere wynter wo, 

When woderove springeth ; 

This foules singeth ferly fele, 

Ant wlyteth on huere winter wele. 

That al the wode ryngeth 

The rose raylcth hire rode, 

The leves on the lyhte wode 
Waxen al with wille ; 

The mone mandeth hire bleo, 

The lilie is lossom to seo, 

The fenyl ant the fille ; 

Wowes this wilde drakes, 

Miles murgeth huere makes ; 

Ase strem that striketh stille, 

Mody meneth ; so doth mo 
(Ichot ycham on of tho) 

For loue that likes ille. 

The mone mandeth hire lyht, 

So doth the semly sonne brylit, 

Wjien briddes singeth brcme ; 

Deawes donketh the dounes, 

Deores with hueie derne rounes 
Domes forte deme ; 

him threteth oo] is aye chiding them. huere] their. woderove] 
woodruff. ferly fele] marvellous many. wl}teth] whistle, or 

look. rayleth hire rode] clothes herself in led. mandeth hire 
bleo] sends forth her light. lossom to seo] lovesome to see. fille] 
thyme. wowes] woo. miles] males. murgeth] make merry, 
makes] mates. striketli] flows, trickles. inody meneth] t^ 

moody man makes moan. so doth mo] so do many. on of thoj 
one of them. breme] lustily. deawes] dews. donketh] make 
dank. deores] dears, lovers. huere deme rounes] their secret 
talcs. domes forte demej for to give (decide) their decisions. 
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Wormes woweth under cloude, 
Wymmen waxeth wounder proude 
So wel hit wol hem seme, 

Yef me shal wonte wille of on, 
This wunne weole y wole forgon 
Ant wyht in wode be fleme. 


4. Blow, Northern IVind 

c. 1300 

T CHOT a burde in boure bryht, 

That fully semly is on syht, 

Menskful maiden of myht ; 

Feir ant fre to fonde; 

]n al this wurhiichc won 
A burde of blod ant of bon, 

Never yete y nuste non 
Lussomore in londe. 

Blou northerne wynd ! 

Send thou me my suetyng ! 

Blou northerne wynd ! blou, blou, blou I 

With lokkes lefliche ant longe, 

^Vith frount ant face feir to fonge. 

With murthes monie mote heo monge, 

That brid so breme in boure. 


3 clonde] clod. wunne wcole] wealth of joy. y wole forgon] 
I will forgo. wyht] wight. fleme] banished. 

4 . Ichot] I know. burde] maiden. menskful] worshipful, 
fei'] fair. fonde] take, prove. wurhiichc] noble. won] 

''-adtitude. y nuste] 1 knew not. lussomore in londe] lovelier 
on earth. suetyng] sweetheart- lefliche] lovely. fonge] 

take between hands. murthes] mirths, joys. mote heo mongej 

nr ay she mingle. brid] bird, breme] full of life. 
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With lossom eye grete ant gode, 

With biowen blysfol under hode, 

He that reste him on the Rode, 

That leflych lyf honoure. 

Blou northerne wynd, etc. 

Hire lure lumes liht 
Ase a launterne a nyht, 

Hire bleo blykyeth so bryht. 

So feyr heo is ant fyn. 

A suetly swyre heo hath to holde, 

With armes shuldre ase mon wolde, 

Ant fingres feyre forte folde, 

God wolde hue were myn ! 

Blou noitherne wynd, etc. 

Heo is coral of godnessc, 

Heo is ruble of ryhtfulnesse, 

Heo is cristal of clannesse, 

Ant baner of bcalte. 

Heo is lilie of largesse, 

Heo is parvenke of prouesse, 

Heo is solsecle of suetnessc, 

Ant lady of lealte. 

For hire love y carke ant care, 

For hire love y droupne ant daic, 

For hire love my blisse is bare 
Ant al ich waxe won, 

Rode] the Cross. lure] face. lumes] beams. bleo] colour, 
tuetly swyre] darling neck. forte] for to hue, heol she. 

clannesse] cleanness, purity. parvenke] periwinkle. solsecle] 
sunflower. won] wan. 
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For hire love in slep y slake, 

For hire love al nyht ich wake, 

For hire love mournynge y make 
More then eny mon. 

Blou northerne wynd ! 

Send thou rae my suetyng ! 

Blou northerne wynd ! blou, blou, blou ! 


f. This World' s Joy 

c. 1300 

Vl^YNTER wakeneth al my care, 

^ Nou this leves waxeth bare; 

Ofte I sike ant mourne sare 
When hit cometh in my thoht 
Of this worldes joie, hou hit goth al to noht, 

Nou hit is, and nou hit nys, 

Al so hit ner nere, ywys ; 

That moni mon seitlu so*^h hit ys : 

Al goth bote Codes wille : 

Alle we shule deye, thah us like ylle. 

Al that gren me graueth grene 
Nou hit faleweth albydene : 

Jesu, help that hit be sene 
Ant shild us from helle! 

For y not whider y shal, ne hou longc her duelle. 

/. this leves] these leaves. sike] sigh. nys] is not. al so hit 
ner nere] as though it had never been. sothj sooth bote] but, 
except thah] though. faleweth] fadeth albydene] altogether, 
f not whider] 1 know not whither. her dnclle] here dwell. 
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6, A Hymn to the Virgin 

c. 1300 

/^F on that is so fayr and bright 
Velut marts Stella^ 

Brighter than the day is light, 

Parens et puella . 

Ic crie to the, thou see to me, 

Levedy, preye thi Sone for me, 

Tam pia^ 

That ic mote come to thee 
Maria, 

A 1 this world was for-lore 
Eva peccatrici^ 

Tyl our Lord was y-bore 

De te gencirict. 

With ave it went away 

Thuster nyth and comz the day 
Salutis ; 

T''ie Welle spiingeth ut of the, 

Viriutis. 

Levedy, flour of alle thing, 

Rosa sine spina, 

Thu here Jhesu, hevene king, 

Gratia divtna : 

Of alle thu ber’st the pris, 

Levedy, quene of paradys 
Electa : 

Mayde milde, moder es 
Effecta. 

oi/j one Itvedy] lady, thuster] dark pns] rn/e. 
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/• OJ a rose, a lovely rose. 

Of a rose is al myn song. 

c. i|5o 

T ESTENYT, lordynges, both elde and jynge, 

^ How this rose began to sprynge ; 

Swych a rose to myn lykynge 

In al this word ne knowe I non. 

The Aungil came fro hevene tour, 

To grete Marye with gret honour, 

And seyde sche xuJd here the flour 
That xulde breke the fyndes bond. 

The flour sprong in heye Bedlem, 

That is bothe bryht and schen: 

The rose is Mary hevene qwyn, 

Out of here bosum the blosme spjong. 

The ferste braunche is ful of myht, 

That sprang on Cyrstemesse nyht, 

The sterre schon over Bedlem br}lit 
That is bothe brod and long. 

The secunde braunche sprong to helle, 

The fendys power doun to felle : 

Therein myht non sowle dwelle ; 

Blyssid be the time the rose sprong ! 

The thredde braunche is good and swote, 

It sprang to hevene crop and rote. 

Therein to dwellyn and ben our bote ; 

Every day it schewit in prystes bond, 

lestenyt] listen, word] world, xuld] should, schen] betotifai. 
hevene qwyn] heaven’s queen. bote] salvation. 

33 
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Prey we to here with j^ret honour, 

Che that bar the blyssid flowr, 

Che be our helpe and our socour 

And schyd us fro the fyndes bond 


ROBERT MANNYNG OF RRUNNE 

8, T raise of JV omen 

1960-1340 

"NT O thyng ys to man so dcre 
^ * As wonimanys love in gode manere. 

A gode womman is mannys blys, 

There Iter love right and stedfast ys. 

There ys no solas under hevene 
Of alle that a man may nevene 
That shulde a man so moche glew 
As a gode womman that loveth true. 

Ne derer is none in Goddis hurde 
Than a chaste womman with lovely worde. 


JOHN BARBOUR 

p. Freedom 

d 

A I Fredome is a noble thing 1 
±\. . Fredome mayse man to liajf liking; 
Fredome all solace to man giffis, 

He livis at ese that frcly hvis ! 

A noble hart may haif nane ese, 

Na ellys nocht that may him plese, 

nevene] name. glcw] gladden. hurde] hock, 
liberty. na ellys nocht] nor aught else. 
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Gif fredome fail’th ; for fre liking 
Is yharnit ouer all othir thing. 

Na he that ay has livit fre 
May nocht knaw well the properte, 

The anger, na the wretchit doom 
That is couplit to foul thraldome. 

But gif he had assayit it, 

Then all perquer he suld it wit; 

And suld think fredome mar to prise 
Than all the gold in warld that is. 

Thus contrar thingis evermar 
Disco weringis of the tothir are. 

GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

to. The Love Unfeigned 

1340 ’-1400 

YONGE fiesshe folkes, he or she, 

In which that lore up groweth with y«ur age, 
Repevreth hoom from worldly vanitee, 

And of your herte up-casteth the visage 
To thilke god that after his image 
Yow made, and thinketh al nis but a fayre 
This world, that passeth sone as floores fayre. 

And loveth him, the which that right for love 
Upon a cros, our soules for to beye, 

F li st starf, and roos, and sit in hevene a-bove ; 

For he nil falsen no wight, dar I seye, 

That wol his herte al hoolly on him leye. 

And sin he best to love is, and most meke. 

What nedeth feyned loves for to seke? 

p. yharnit] yearned for. perquer] thoroughly, by heart 
to. repeyreth] repair ye. staxf] died. 
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He may answere, and seye this or that*; 

I do no fors, I speke right as I mene. 

Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat, 

I never thenk to ben in his prison lene. 

Love hath my name y-strike out of his sclat, 
And lie is strike out of my bokes dene 
F or ever-mo ; ther is non other mene. 

Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat, 

I never thenk to ben in his prison lene ; 
Sin I am free, I counte him not a bene. 


THOMAS HOCCLEVE 

IS. Lamm for Chaucer 

A LLAS! my worthy maister honorable, 

** ^ This londes verray tresour and richesse ! 
Dethe by tliy dethe hath harm ineparabJe 
Unto us done: hir vengeable duresse 
Despoiled hath this lond of the suetnesse 
Of rethoryk ; for unto Tulhus 
Was never man so like amonges us. 

Also who was heyr in philosofye 
To Aristotle in our tunge but thou ? 

Tile stepjies of Virgile in poesye 
Thou folwedest eke, men wote wel ynow. 

That combre-worlde that my maistei slow — 

Wolde 1 slayn were! — Dethe was to hastyf 
To renne on thee and reve thee tliy lyf . . , 

12 sclat] slate. tj heyr] heur. coiiibrc-worldt] 

encumhercr of earth. slow] slew. 
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She might han tarried hir vengeance a whylc 
Til that some man had egal to thee be; 

Nay, let be that ! she knew wel that this yie 
May never man bring forthe like to thee, 

And her office nedes do mote she : 

God bade hir do so, I truste for the beste; 

O maister, maister, God thy soule restel 

JOHN LYDGATE 

t^. Vox ultima Cruets 

1370 M447 

"^ARY no longer; toward thyn heritage 
^ Haste on thy way, and be of right good chere. 
Go ech day onward on thy pilgrimage ; 

Thynk how short time thou shah abyde here. 

Thy place is bigg’d above the sterres clere, 

None erthly paleys wrought in so statly wyse. 

Come on, my frend, my brother most entere I 
For thee I offied my blood in sacrylice. 

KING JAMES I OF SCOTLAND 

/y. Spring Song of the Birds 

VJ^ORSCHIPPE ye that loveris bene this May, 

For of your blisse the Kalendis are begonne. 

And sing with us. Away, Winter, away ! 

Cum, Somer, cum, the suete sesoiin and sonne ! 

Awake for schame ! that have your hevynnis wonne. 
And amorously lift up your hedis all, 

Tliank L ufe that list you to his merci call ! 

14 . bigg’d] built. paleys] palace. ij. suete] sweet 

Lufe] Love 


*3 



ROBERT HENRYSON 


76. Robin and 

1425-1500 

OOBIN sat on gude green hill, 

Kepand a flock of fe: 

Mirry Makyn said him till 
* Robin, thou rew on me : 

I haif thee luvit, loud and still, 

Thir yeiris twa or tiire ; 

My dule in dern bot gif thou dill, 

Doutless but dreid 1 de.’ 

Robin answerit ‘ By the Rude 
Na thing of luve I knaw, 

But keipis my sheip undir yon wud : 

Lo, quhair they raik on raw. 

Quhat has marrit thee in thy mude 
Makyn to me thou shaw; 

Or quhat is luve, or to be lude? 

Fain wad I leir that law.* 

‘At luvis lair gif thou will leir 
Tak thair ane A B C ; 

Be hcynd, courtass, and fair of feir, 

Wyse, hardy, and free: 

So that no danger do thee deir 
Quhat dule in dern thou dre ; 

Pieiss thee with pain at all poweir 
Be patient and previe.’ 

ktj- and] keeping. fe] sheep, cattle. him till] to him. 

dule in dern] sorrow in secret. dill] soothe. but dreid] without 
dread, 1. e. there is no fear or doubt. raik on raw] lange in 

TOW ludc] loved. leir] learn. lair] lore, heynd] gentle. 
<cir] demeanour. deir] daunt. dre] endure. jireiss] endeavour. 
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Robin answerit hir agane, 

‘I wat not quhat is lufe; 

But I haif mervel in certaine 
Quhat maids thee this wanrufe: 

The weddir is fair, and I am fain ; 

My sheep gois haill aboif; 

And we wald pley us in this plane, 

They wald us baith reproif/ 

' Robin, tak tent unto my tale, 

And wirk all as I reid, 

And thou sail haif my heart all haill, 

Eik and my maiden-heid : 

Sen God sendis bute for baill. 

And for murnyng remeid, 

In dern with thee bot gif I dale 
Dowtles I am bot deid.’ 

‘ Makyn, to-morn this ilka tyde 
And ye will meit me heir, 

Peraventure my sheip may gang besyde 
Quhyle we haif Jiggit full ncir ; 

But mawgre haif I, and I byde, 

Fra they begin to steir; 

Quhat lyis on heart I will nocht hyd; 

Makyn, then niak gude clieir.’ 

‘ Robin, thou reivis me roiff and rest ; 

I luve bot thee allane.’ 

* Makyn, adieu ! the sone gois west, 

The day is neir-hand gane.’ 

unrest. haill] healthy, whole. aboif] above, np 
\ under. and] an, if. tak tent] give heed. bute for baill] 
’cinedy for hurt. bot gif] but if, unless. mawgre] ill-will 

of his master), rcivis] robbest. roiff] quiet. 
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‘Robin, in dule I am so drest 
That luve will be my bane/ 

‘Gae luve, Makyne, quhair-evir thow list, 

For lemman I luve nane/ 

‘ Robin, I stand in sic a styll, 

I sicht and that full sair/ 

‘ Mikyn, I haif been here this quliyle; 

At hame God gif I weir.’ 

‘My huny, Robin, talk ane quhyll 
Gif thow will do na mair.’ 

‘Makyn, sum uthir man begyle, 

For hamewart I will fair.’ 

Robin on his wayis went 
As light as leif of tre; 

Makyn murnit in hir intent, 

And trowd him nevir to se. 

Robin brayd attour the bent : 

Then Makyn cryit on hie, 

‘ Now may thow sing, for I am schent 1 
Quhat alis lufe at me ? ’ 

M.ikyn went hame withowttin fail, 

Full wery eftir cowth weip; 

Then Robin in a ful fair daill 
Assembht all his scheip. 

Be that sum part of Makynis aill 
Out-throw his hairt cowd creip ; 

He fallowit hir fast thair till assaill, 

And till her tuke gude keij). 

drest] beset lemman] mistress. sicht] sigh. in hir 
intent] m her inwnrd thought. brayd] strode. bent] coarse 
grass. schent] destroyed. ahs] ails, be that] by the time 
that till to. tuke keip] paid attention. 
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‘Abyd, abyd, thow fair Makyne, 

A v/ord for ony thing; 

For all my hive, it sail be thyne, 
Withowttin departing. 

All haill thy hairt for till half myae 
Is all my cuvating; 

My scheip to-morn, quhyle houris nyne, 
Will neid of no kepmg.* 

‘ Robin, thow hes hard soung and say, 
In gestis and storeis auld, 

The man that will nocht quhen he may 
Sail haif nocht quhen he wald. 

I pray to Jesu every day, 

Mot eik thair cairis cauld 

That first preisbis with thee to plaj 
Be firth, forrest, or fauld.’ 

‘Makyn, the nicht is soft and dry, 

Tile weddir is warme and fair, 

And the grene woid rycht neir us by 
To walk attour all quhair: 

Thair nia na janglour us espy, 

That is to lufe contrair ; 

Thairin, Mak\ne, baith ye and I, 
Unsene we nia repan.’ 

‘ Robin, that w'arld is all away. 

And quyt brocht till ane end : 

And nevir agane thereto, perfay. 

Sail it be as thow wend ; 


hard] heard. gestis] romances mot eik] may add tO. 

be] by. janglour] talebearer, wend] weened. 
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For of my pane thow maid it play ; 

And all in vane I spend : 

As thow hes done, sa sail I say, 
“Murne on; I think to mend.’" 

‘Makyn, the howp of all my heill, 

My hairt on thee is sett; 

And evirmair to thee be leill 
Quhill I may leif but lett; 

Never to faill as utheris feill, 

Quhat grace that evir I gett.’ 

‘ Robin, with tliee I will nocht dei'l ; 
Adieu I for thus we mett.* 

Makyn went hame blyth anneuche 
Attour the holttis hair; 

Robin murnit, and Makyn leuche; 

Scho sang, he sichit sair : 

And so left him baith wo and wreuch, 
In dolour and in cair, 

Kepand his bird under a huclie 
Amangis the boltis hair. 


77 . The Bludy Serb 

* I '‘HIS hinder yeir I hard be tald 
^ Thair was a worthy King ; 

Dukis, Erlis and Barronis bald, 

He had at his bidding. 

i6. howp] hope. but lett] without hindraiice aiiuc .. 
enough. holtis hair] grey woodlands leutbej Iri’fh 

wreuch] peevish. huchej hcuch, cliff. 

/y. hinder yeix] last year. 
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The Lord was ancean and aid, 

And sexty yeiris cowth ring ; 

He had a dochter fair to fald, 

A lusty Lady ying. 

Off all fairheid scho bur the. flour, 
And eik hir faderis air; 

Off lusty laitis and he honour, 
Meik, bot and debonair: 

Sclio wynnit in a bigly hour, 

On fold wes nane so fair, 

Princis luvit hir paramour 
In cuntreis our allquhair. 

Thair dwelt a lyt besyde the King 
A foull Gyand of ane; 

Stollin he has the Lady ying. 
Away with hir is gane, 

And kest her in his dungering 
Quhair licht scho micht se nane ; 

Hungir and cauld and grit thristing 
Scho fand into hir waine. 


He wes the laithliest on to luk 
That on the grund mycht gang : 

His nailis wes lyk ane hellis cruk, 

Thair with fyve quarteris lang ; 

ring] reign. fald] enfold. ymg] young. fairheid] beauty, 
airj heir. laitis] manners. scho wynnit] she dwelt. bigly] 

well-built. fold] earth. paramour] lovmgly. our allquhair] all 
the world over. a lyt besyde] a little, (i.e. close) beside. of ane] 
as any. kest] cast. dungering] dungeon. into hir waine] in 
her lodging. hellis cruk] hell-claw. 
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Thair wes nane that he ourtuk, 

In rycht or yit in wrang, 

Bot all in schondir he thanie schuk, 

The Gj'and wes so Strang. 

He lield the Lady day and nycht 
Within his deep dungeoun, 

He wald nocht gif of hir a sicht 
For gold nor yit ransoun — 

Bot gif the King mycht get a knycht, 

To fecht with his persoun, 

To fecht with him beth day and nycht, 

Quhill ane wer dungin doun. 

The King gart seik baith fer and neir, 

Beth be se and land, 

Off ony knycht gif he mycht heir 
Wald fecht with that Gyand : 

A worthy Prince, that had no peir, 

Hes tane the deid on hand 
For the luve of the Lady cleir, 

And held full trew cunnand. 

That Pimce come prowdly to the toun 
Of that Gyand to heir. 

And fawcht with him, his awin perj^oun, 

And tuke him presoneir, 

And kest him in his awin dungeoun 
A 1 lane withouten feir, 

With hungir, cauld, and confusioun, 

As full weill worthy weir. 

qnhill] until. dungin donn] beaten down. his awin pmonn] 
himself. withouten feirj without companion, 
aa 
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Syne brak the hour, had hame the bricht 
Unto her fadir he. 

Sa evill woiidit wes the Knycht 
That he behuvit to de ; 

Unlusam was his likame dicht, 

His sark was all bludy ; 

In all the world was thair a wicht, 

So peteouss for to se ? 

The Lady murnyt and maid grit mane, 

With all her mekill mycht — 

‘ I luvit nevir lufe bot ane, 

That dulfully now is dicht ; 

God sen my lyfe wen? fra me tane 
Or I had seen yone sicht, 

Or ellis in begging evir to gane 
Furth with yone curtass knycht.* 

He said ‘ Fair lady, now mone I 
De trestly ye me trow, 

Take ye my serk that is bludy 
And hing it forrow yow. 

First think on it and syne on me 
Quhen men cumis yow to wow.* 

The Lady said * Be Mary fre, 

Thairto I mak a vow.’ 

Quhen that scho lukit to the sark 
Scho thocht on the persoun, 

And prayii for him with all hir hart 
That lowsit hir of bandoun, 

the bricht] the fair one. likame] body. lowsit hir of 

bmdoun] loosed her from thraldom. 
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Quhair scho wes wont to sit full merk 
Into that deip dungeoun; 

And evir quhill scho wes in qutit, 

That wess hir a lessoun. 

Sa weill the Lady luvit the Knycht 
That no man wald scho tak : 

Sa suld we do our God of micht 
That did all for us mak ; 

Quhilk fulllly to deid was dlcht, 

For sinfull manls sak, 

Sa suld we do beth day and nychc^ 

With prayaris^to him mak. 

Tills King is Jyk the Tiinite, 

Baith in hevin and heir ; 

The manis saule to the Lady, 

The Gyand to Lucefeir, 

The Knycht to Chryst, that deit on tre 
And coft our synnis deir; 

The pit to Hele with panis fell, 

The Syn to the woweir. 

The Lady was wowd, but scho said nay 
With men that wald hir wed ; 

Sa suld we wryth all sin away 
That in our breist is bred. 

I pray to Jesu Cliryst verray, 

For ws his blud that bled, 

To be our help on domisday 
Quhair lawls ar straltly led. 

quert] prison. coft] bought. straitly led] strictly carried eat 
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Tl’iC saule is Godis dochtir deir, 
And eik his handewerk, 

That was betrayit with Lucefeir, 
Quha sittis in hell full merk: 
Borrowit with Chrystis angell deir, 
Hend men, will ye nocht herk ? 
And for his lufe that bocht us deir 
Think on the Bludv SerkI 


WILLIAM DUNBAR 

l8. To a Lady . 465 -. 5 »! 

CWEET rois of vertew and of gentilncss, 

^ Delytsum lily of everie lustynes, 

Richest in bontie and in bewtie clear, 

And ev(?rie vertew that is wen it dear. 

Except onlie that ye are nierc\less. 

Into your garth this day I did persew; 

There saw I fiowris that fresche were of hew; 

Baith quhyte and reid most lusty were to seyne, 
And halesome herbis upon stalkis greene; 

Yet leaf nor flowr find could I nane of rew. 

I doubt that Merche, with his cauld blastis keyne. 
Has slain this gentil herb, that I of mene; 

Quliois piteous death dois to my heart sic paine 
That I would make to plant his root againe, — 
So confortand his levis unto me bene. 

1 7 hend] gentle. iS. rois] rose. wen it] weened, esteemed, 

garth] garden- close to seyne] to sec. that I of mene] 

that I complain of, mourn for. 
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fp. In Honour of the City of London 

T ONDON, thou art of townes A per se. 

^ Soveraign of cities, seemliest in sight, 

Of high renoun, riches and royaltie; 

Of lordis, barons, and many a goodly knyght; 

Of most delectable lusty ladies bright ; 

Of famous preiatis, in habitis clericall ; 

Of merchauntis full of substaunce and of myght: 
London, thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Gladdith anon, thou lusty Troy no vaunt, 

Citie that some tyme cleped was New Troy; 

In all the erth, imperiall as thou stant, 

Pryncesse of townes, of pleasure and of joy, 

A richer restith under no Christen roy; 

For manly power, with craftis naturall, 

Fourmeth none fairer sith the flode of Noy; 
London, thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Gemme of all joy, jaspre of jocunditie. 

Most myghty carbuncle of vertue and valour; 
Strong Troy in vigour and in strenuytie ; 

Of royall cities rose and geraflour; 

Empress of townes, exalt in honour ; 

In beawtie bcryng the crone imperiall ; 

Swete paradise precelling in pleasure; 

London, -thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Above all ryvers thy Ryver hath renowne. 

Whose beryall stremys, pleasaunt and preclare. 
Under thy lusty wallys renneth down, 

Where many a swan doth swymme with wyngis fair; 

gladdith] rejoice. Troy novaunt] Troja nova or Tnnovantom. 
fourmeth] appeareth. geraflour] gillyflower. 



WILLIAM DUNBAR 


Where many a barge doth satle and row with are ; 
Where many a ship doth rest with top-royall. 

O, towne of townes! patrone and not compare, 
London, thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Upon thy lusty Brigge of pylers white 
Been merchauntis full royall to behold ; 

Upon thy stretis go*th many a semely knyght 
In velvet gownes and in cheynes of gold. 

By Julyus Cesar thy Tour founded of old 
May be the hous of Mars victoryall, 

Whose artillary with tonge may not be told : 
London, thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Strong be thy wallis that about the standis ; 

Wise be the people that within the dwellis ; 

Fresh is thy ryver with his lusty strandis; 

Blith be thy chircbes, wele sownyng be thy bellis; 
Rich be thy merchauntis in substaunce that excellis ; 
Fair be their wives, right lovesom, white and small; 

Clere be thy virgyns, lusty under kellis: 

London, thou art the flour of Cities all. 

Thy famous Maire, by prynccly governaunce. 

With sword of justice thee ruleth prudently. 

No Lord of Parys, Venyce, or Floraunce 
In dignitye or honour go’th to hym nigh. 

He is exempler, loode-ster, and guye; 

Principall patrone and rose orygynalle, 

Above all Maires as maistcr most worthy: 

London, thou art the flour of Cities ail. 

are] oars. small] slender. kellis] hoods, head-dresses, 
guye] gwide. 
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20, On the Nativity of Christ 

T^ORATE coeR desuper ! 

Kevins, distil your balmy schouris! 
For now is risen the bricht day-ster, 

Fjx> the rose Mary, flour of douris: 

The cleir Sone, quhom no cloud devouris, 
Surmounting Phebus in the Est, 

Is cumin of his hcvinly touris : — 

Et nobis Puer natus est. 


Archangellis, angellis and dompnationis, 

Tronis, potestatis and martciris seir, 

And all ye hevir.ly operationis, 

Ster, plancit, firmament, and spheir, 

Fire, erd, air and water cleir, 

To Him gife loving, most and le^t, 

That come in to so meik maneir; 

Et nobis Puer natus est. 

Synnaris be glad, and penance do. 

And thank your Maker hairtfuHy ; 

For he that ye micht nocht come to 
To you is cumin full humbly 
Your soulis with his blood to buy 
And loose you of the fiendis arrest — 

And only of his own mercy ; 

Pro nobis Puer natus est. 

All clergy do to him inclyne, 

And bow unto that bairn benyng, 

And do your observance divyne 
To him that is of kingis King: 

schouris] showers. cumin] come, entered. seir] rarious 
€id] earth, lest] least. S}nnariB] sinners. benyng] benign. 
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Encense his altar, read and sing 
In holy kirk, with mind degest, 

Him honouring attour all thing 
Qui nobis Puer natus esL 

Celestial foulis in the air, 

Sing with your nottis upon hicht, 

In firthis and in forrestis fair 

Be myrthful now at all your mycht ; 

For passit is your dully nicht, 

Aurora has the cloudis perst, 

The Sone is risen with glaidsum licht, 

JEt nobis Puer natus est. 

Now spring up flouris fra the rute, 

Revert you upward naturaly, 

In honour of the bhssit frute 

That raiss up fro the rose Maryj 
Lay out your Icvis lustily, 

Fro dcid take life now at the lest 
In wirschip of that Prince worthy 
Qui nobis Puer natus est. 

Sing, hc\in impel ial, most of hicht! 

Regions of air mak armony I 
All fish in fiud and fowl of flicht 
Be mirthful and mak melody I 
All Gloria in excelsis cry ! 

Heaven, erd, se, man, bird and best, — 

He that is crownit abone the sky 
Pro nobis Puer natus est / 

attour] over, above. perst] pierced. raiss] rose 

best] beast. 
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2t, Lament for the Makers 

T THAT in heill was and gladness 
Am trublit now v/ith great sickness 
And feblit with infirmitie: — 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

Our plesance here is all vain glory, 

This fals world is but transitory, 

The flesh is bmckle, the Feynd is slee:— • 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

The state of man does change and vary, 

Now sound, now sick, now blyth, now sary, 

Now dansand mirry, now like to die; — 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

No state in Erd here standis sicker; 

As with the wynd wavis the wicker 
So wannis this world’s vanitie : — 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

Unto the Death gois all Estatis, 

Piincis, Prelattis, and Potestatis, 

Baith rich and poor of all degree : — 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

He takis the knichus in to the field 
Enarmit under helm and scheild ; 

Victor he is at ail mellie ; — 

Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

heill] health. brocklc] brittle, feeble. slee] sly. dans.-iiidj 
dancing. sicker] sure. wicker] willow. wannibj wanes, 
melhe] mellay. 
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That strong unraerciful tyrand 
Takis, on the motheris breast sowkand, 

The babe fuIJ of benignitie: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He takis the campion in the stour, 

The captain closit in the tour, 

The lady in hour full of bewtie 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He spairis no lord for his piscence, 

Na clerk for his intelligence; 

His awful straik may no man flee; — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Art-magicianis and astrologis, 

Rethoris, logicianis, and thcologis, 

Them helpis no conclusionis slee : — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

In medecine the most practicianis, 

Leechis, surrigianis and physicianis, 

Themself from Death may nocht supplee:— 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

I see that makaris amang the lave 

Playis here their padyanis, syne gois to grave; 

Sparit is nocht their facultie: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has done petuously devour 
The noble Chaucer, of makaris flour, 

The Monk of Bury, and Gower, all three 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

sowkand] sucking. campion] champion. stour] fight, 

pncence] puissance. straik] stroke. suppke] save. makans] 
poets. the lave] the leave, the rest. padyanis] pageants. 
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The good Sir Hew of Eglintoun, 

Ettrick, Heriot, and Wintoun, 

He has tane out of this cuntrie: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

That scorpion fell has done in feck 
Maister John Clerk, and James AfHek. 

Fra ballat-making and tragedie: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Holland and Barbour he has bcrevit \ 

Alas! that he not with us levit 
Sir Mungo Lockart of the Lee : — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Clerk of Tranent eke he has tane, 

That made the aventeris of Gawaine; 

Sir Gilbert Hay endit has he : — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has Blind Harry and Sandy Traill 
Slain with his schour of mortal hail, 

Quhilk Patrick Johnstoun might nocht dee 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has left Mersar his endite 
That did in luve so lively write, 

So short, so quick, of sentence hie 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has tane Rowll of Aberdene, 

And gentill Rowll of Corstorpliine ; 

Two better fallowis did no man see: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

aventerib] adventures. sdiour] shower. cudite] inditing, 

(allowisj fellows. 
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In Dunfermline he has tane Broun 
With Maister Robert Henrysoun; 

Sir John the Ross enbrasit has he: — 
Timor Mortis coniurbat me. 

And he has now tane, last of a, 
Good gentil Stobo and Quintin Shaw, 
Of quhom all wichtis hes pitie: — 
Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

Good Maister Walter Kennedy 
In point of Dedth lies verily; 

Great ruth it were that so suld be: — 
Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

Sen he has all my brothers tane, 

He will nocht let me live alane ; 

Of force I mon his next prey be: — 
Timor Mortis conturhat me. 

Since for the Death remeid is none, 
Best is that we for Death dispone 
After our death that live may we : — 
Timor Mortis conturhat me. 


ANONYMOUS 

22 May in the Green-lVood 

15th Cetu 

TN somer when the shawes be sheyne, 

And levcs be large and long, 

Hit is full merry in feyre foreste 
To here the foulys song. 

21 . withtis] wights, persons. mon] must. dispone] ui tie 
disposition. 23. sheyne] bright. 
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The good Sir Hew of Eglintoun, 

Ettrick, Heriot, and Wintoun, 

He has tane out of this cuntrie : — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

That scorpion fell has done infeck 
Maister John Cleik, and James Afflek, 

Fra ballat-making and tragedie: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Holland and Barbour he has bcrevit; 

Alas ! that he not with us levit 
Sir Mungo Lockart of the Lee: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Clerk of Tranent eke he has tane, 

That made the aventeris of Gawaine; 

Sir Gilbert Hay endit has he; — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has Blind Harry and Sandy Traill 
Slain with his schour of mortal hail, 

Quhilk Patrick Johnstoun might nocht deez-^ 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has left Mersar his endite 
That did in luve so lively write, 

So short, so quick, of sentence hie:— 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

He has tane Rowll of Aberdene, 

And gentill Rowll of Corstorphine ; 

Two better fillowis did no man see: — 

Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

aventeris] adventur!.s. scliour] shower. enditc] loditing. 

Callowis] fellows. 
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In Dunfermline he has tane Broun 
With Maister Robert Henrysoun; 

Sir John the Ross cnbrasit has he: — 
Timor Mortis coniurhat me. 

And he has now tane, last of a, 

Good gentil Stobo and Quintin Shaw, 
Of quhom all wichtis hes pitie: — 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Good Maister Walter Kennedy 
In point of Dedth lies verily; 

Great ruth it were that so suld be: — 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Sen he has all my brothers tane, 

He will nocht let me live alane; 

Of force I mon his next prey be; — 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 

Since for the Death remeid is none, 
Best is that we for Death dispone 
After our death that live may we ; — 
Timor Mortis conturbat me. 


ANONYMOUS 

22 May in the Green-lf’^ooci 

c 

TN somer when the shawes be sheyne, 

And leves be large and long, 

Hit is full merry in feyre foreste 
To here the foulys song. 

21. wichtis] wights, persons. mon] must dispone] lu 

<h^posltion. ss. sheyne] biight. 
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To se the dere draw to the dale 
And leve the hilles hee, 

And shadow him in the leves grene 
Under the green- wode tree 

Hit befell on Whitsontide 
Early in a May mornyng, 

The Sonne up faire can shync, 

And the briddis mery can syng. 

‘This is a mery mornyng,’ said Litulle Johne 
‘ Be Hym that dyed on tre ; 

A more mery man than I am one 
Lyves not in Christiante. 

‘Pluk up thi hert, my dere ma/ster/ 

Litulle Johne can say, 

‘And thynk hit is a fulle fayie tyme 
In a mornynge of May.’ 

Carol 

15th C TU 

T SING of a maiden 

^ That is makeles; 

King of all kings 

To her son she dies. 

He came al so still 
There his mother was, 

As dew in April 
That falleth on the 

sj makclcs] matcLless. chesj choic. 
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He came al so still 
To his mother’s hour, 

As dew in April 

That falleth on the flour. 

He came al so still 
There his mother lay, 

As dew in April 

Tliat falleth on the spray. 

Mother and maiden 

W as never none but she ; 

Well may such a lady 
Goddes mother be. 

24 . Su/a Amove Langueo 

15U. c. 

TN a valley of this restles mind 

I sought in mountain and in mead, 
Trusting a true love for to find. 

Upon an hill then took I heed ; 

A voice I heard (and near I yede) 

In great dolour complaining tho : 

See, dear soul, how my sides bleed 
Quia amove langueo. 

Upon this hill I found a tree. 

Under a tree a man ‘fitting; 

Fiom head to foot wounded was 
His hearte blood I saw bleeding: 

A seemly man to be a king, 

A gracious face to look unto. 

1 asked why he had paining ; 

[He said,] amove langueo, 

04. yede] went. 
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I am true Jove tliat false was never ; 

My sister, man’s soul, I loved her thus. 

Because we would in no wise dissever 
I left my kingdom glorious. 

I purveyed her a palace full precious ; 

She fled, I followed, I loved her so 
That I suffered this pain piteous 
Qjua amore langueo. 

My fair love and my spouse bright ! 

I saved her from beating, and she hath me bet ; 
1 clothed her in grace and heavenly light ; 

This bloody shirt she hath on me set ; 

For longing of love yet would I not let; 

Sweete strokes are these : lo ! 

1 have loved her ever as I her het 
Quia amore langueo. 

I crowned her with bliss and she me with thoin 
I led her to chamber and she me to die ; 

I brought her to worship and she me to scoin; 

I did her icverence and she me villany. 

Ti’o love that loveth is no maistry ; 

Her hate made never my love her foe; 

Ask me then no question wliy — 

Qu'ta amore langueo. 

Look unto mine handes, man ! 

These gloves were given me wlien I her sought ; 
They be not white, but red and wan ; 
Embroidered with blood my spouse tliem bioughr. 

bet] promis'“fl. 
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They will not off ; 1 loose hem nought ; 

I woo her with hem wherever she go. 
These hands for her so friendly fought 
Quia amore langueo. 

Marvel not, man, though I sit still. 

See, love hath shod me wonder strait : 
Buckled my feet, as was her will, 

With sharpe nails (well thou may’st wait!) 
In my love was never desait ; 

Ail my membres I have opened her to; 

My body I made her herte’s bait 
Quia amore langueo. 

In my side I ha%e made her nest; 

I.ook in, how wect a wound is here ! 

Tiiis is her chamber, here shall she rest, 
That she and 1 may sleep in fert. 

Heie may she wa>h, if any lilth were; 
hleie is seat for all her woe; 

Come when she will, she shall have cheer 
Quia amort langueo. 

1 will abide till she be ready, 

1 w'ill her sue if she say nay ; 

It she be retchless I will be gieedy. 

If she be dangerous I will hei pu.y ; 

If she weep, then bide I ne may : 

Mine arms ben spread to clip her me to. 
Cry once, I come: now, soul, assay 
iluu, amore langueo. 

Fair love, let us go play : 

Ap])les ben ripe in my gardayne. 

ban] resting pla^e. weet^ wet la lerc] together. 
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I shall thee clothe in a new array, 

Thy meat shall be milk, honey and wine. 

Fair love, let us go dine: 

Thy sustenance is in my crippe, lo ! 

Tarry thou not, my fair spouse mine, 

Quia amove langueo. 

If thou be foul, I shall thee make clean j 
If thou be sick, I shall thee heal ; 

If thou mourn ought, I shall thee mene ; 

Why wilt thou not, fair love, with me deal ? 
Foundest thou ever love so leal? 

What wilt thou, soul, that I shall do ? 

I may not unkindly thee appeal 
Quia amove langueo. 

What shall I do now with my spouse 
But abide her of my gentleness. 

Till that she look out of her house 
Of fleshly affection ? love mine she is ; 

Her bed is made, her bolster is bliss. 

Her chamber is chosen ; is there none mo. 
Look out on me at the window of kindeness 
Quia amove langueo. 

My love is in her chamber: hold your peace 1 
Make ye no noise, but let her slec}). 

My babe I would not were in disease, 

I may not hear my dear child weep. 

With my pap I shall her keep ; 

Nc marvel ye not though I tend her to : 

This wound in my side had ne'er be so deep 
But Quia amove langueo, 

ciifj-c] scrip. niene] care for. 
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Tr- 


uong thou for love never so high, 

My love is more than thine may be. 

Thou weepest, thou gladdest, I sit thee by : 
Yet wouldst thou once, love, look unto me 1 
Should I always feede thee 
With children meat? Nay, love, not so! 

I will prove thy love with adversity 
Quia amore langueo. 

Wax not weary, mine own wife! 

What mede is aye to live in comfoit? 

In tribulation I reign more rife 
Ofter times than in disport. 

In weal and in woe I am aye to support; 
Mine own wife, go not me fro I 
Thy mede is marked, when thou art mort: 
Quia amore langueo. 


He. 




The Nut-Brown Maid 

if;h CtcL 

it right or nvrong^ these m:n among 
On tuomen do complain ; 

AJfirming this., how that it is 
A labour spent in vain 
'To love them wele ; for never a J. Is 
I'hey love a man again : 

For let a man do what he can 
Their favour to attain., 

Tet if a new to them pursue. 

Their frst true lover than 
Lahoureih for naught ; for from her iJ ..^Lt 
He is a banished man. 


pj. never a dele] ne\er a bit. 


than] then. 
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J say not nay^ but that all day 
It is both written and said 
That woman’s faith is, as who saith^ 

All utterly decayd : 

But nevertheless, right good witness 
In this case might be laid 
That they love true and continue : 

Record the Nut-brown Maid^ 

Which, when her love came her to prove. 
To her to make his moan, 

Would not depart ; for in her heart 
She loved but him alone. 

Hi. Then between us let us discuss 
What was all the manerc 
Between them two : we will also 
Tell all the pain in fere 
That she was in. Now I begin. 

So that ye me answere : 

Wherefore all ye that present be, 

I pray you. gtve an ear. 

I am the Knight. I come by nigh'j 
As secret as I can, 

Saying, Alas! thus stand .th the case, 

I am a banished man. 

9he. And I your will fur to fulfil 
In this will nut refuse ; 

Trusting to show, in wordes few. 

That men have an ill use — 

To their own shame — women to hlanic. 

^ And causeless them accuse. 


ia itTf] in company together. 
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Therefore to you I answer uow, 
y^// women to excuse — 

Mine own heart dear, with you what cheer? 
I pray you, tell anone ; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 

Ue, It standeth so: a deed is do 

Whereof great harm shall grow: 

My destiny is for to die 
A shameful death, I trow ; 

Or else to flee. The t’ one must be* 

None other way I know 

But to withdraw as an outlaw. 

And take me to my bow. 

Wherefore adieu, mine own heart true I 
None other rede I can : 

For I must to the green-wood go, 

Alone, a banished man. 

She. O Lord, what is this worldis bliss, 

That changeth as the moon ! 

My summer’s day in lusty May 
Is darked before the noon. 

I hear you say, farewell ; Nay, nay, 

We depart not so soon. 

Why say ye so ? whither will ye go ? 

Alas ! what have ye done ? 

All my welfare to sorrow and care 
Should change, if ye were gone: 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone* 


c ^ 
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He. I can believe it shall you grieve. 

And somewhat you distrain ; 

But afterward, your paines hard 
Within a day or twain 

Shall soon aslake ; and ye shall take 
Comfort to you again. 

Why should ye ought ? for, to nuke \hought. 
Your labour were in vain. 

And thus I do ; and pray you to, 

As haitely as I can: 

For I must to the green-wood go, 

Alone, a banished man. 


She. Now, sith that ye have showed to me 
The secret of your mind, 

I shall be plain to you again, 

Like as ye shall me find. 

Sith it is so that ye will go, 

I will not livT behind. 

Shall never be said the Nut-bioun Mi.d! 

Was to her love unkind. 

Make vou ready, for so am 1, 

Although it were anone : 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 


Hi. Yet I you rede to take good heed 
What men will think and say . 
Of young, of old, it shall be told 
That ye be gone away 
Your wanton will for to fulfil. 

In green-wood you to play ; 
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And that ye might for your delight 
No longer make delay. 

Rather than ye should thus for me 
Be called an ill womin 
Yet would I to the green-wood go, 
Alone, a banished man. 

Shr. Though it be sung of old and young 
That I should be to blame, 

Theirs be the charge that speak so large 
In hurting of my name : 

For I will prove that faithful love 
It is devoid of shame ; 

In your distress and heaviness 
To part with you the same ; 

And sure all tho that do not so 
T rue lovers are they none : 

For in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 

He. I counsel you, Remember how 
It is no maiden’s law 
Nothing to doubt, but to run out 
To wood with an outlaw. 

F or ye must there in your hand be ir 
A bow ready to draw ; 

And as a thief thus must you live 
Evci in dread and awe; 

Whereby to you great harm might g!0\v ; 

Yet had I liever than 
That I had to the gieen-wood go, 

Alone, a banished man. 




part with] share with. 


tho] those. 
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S/jf. I think not nay but as ye say; 

It is no maiden's lore ; 

But love may make me for your sake. 
As I have said before. 

To come on foot, to hunt and shoot. 
To get us meat and store ; 

For so that I your company 
May have, I ask no more. 

F'rom which to part it maketh my heart 
As cold as any stone ; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I lo\e but you alone. 


JF/i\ For an outklw this is the law. 

That men him take and bind : 
Without pitie, hanged to be. 

And wa\er with the wind. 

If 1 had need (as God forbede M 
What socouis could ye lind : 

F orsooth I trow, vou and your bow 
For fear would diaw F hmd. 

And no meirail; for little a\ail 
Were in your counsel than : 
Wheretore Fll to the gieen-wood uo.^ 
Alone, a banished man. 


aS'/v. Right well know ye that women be 
But feeble for to fight ; 

No womanhede it is, indeed. 

To be bold as a knight : 

Yet in such fear if that ye weie 
With enemies day and night, 
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I would withstand, with bow in hand, 
Xo grieve them as I might, 

And you to save ; as women have 
From death men many one: 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 


Ht, Yet take good hede ; for ever I drede 
Xhat ye could not sustain 
The thorny ways, the deep valleys. 

The snow, the frost, the rain, 

The cold, the heat ; for dry or wete, 
We must lodge on the plain , 

And, us abo\e, no other roof 
But a brake bush or twain ; 

Which soon should grieve you, I believe ; 

And ye would gladly than 
Tliat I had to the green -wood go, 

Alone, a banished man. 


She, Sith I have here been partyneic 
With you of joy and bliss, 

1 must also part of your woe 
Endure, as reason is: 

Yet I am sure of one pleasure. 

And shoitly it is this — 

Tliat where ye be, me seemeth, pa:d6, 
I could not fare amiss. 

Without more speech I you beseech 
That we were shortly gone; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 
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He, If ye go thyder, ye must consider, 

When ye have lust to dine, 

There shall no meat be for to gete, 
Nether here, ale, ne wine, 

Ne shetes clean, to lie between. 

Made of thread and twine ; 

None other house, but leaves and boughs, 
To cover your head and mine. 

Lo, mine heart sweet, this ill dicte 
Should make you pale and wan : 
Wherefore I’ll to the green-wood go. 
Alone, a banished man. 

Sht. Among the wild deer such an aiche’e. 
As men say that ye be, 

Ne may not fail of good vitaylc 
Where is so great plente : 

And water clear of the rivere 
Shall be full sweet to me ; 

With which in hele I shall right wele 
Endure, as ye shall see ; 

And, or we go, a bed or two 
I can provide anone ; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 

Ht. Lo yet, before, ye must do more. 

If ye will go with me : 

As, cut your hair up by your ear, 

Your kirtle by the knee; 

With bow in hand for to withstand 
Your enemies, if need be ; 


htle] health. 
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And this same night, before daylight. 
To woodward will I flee. 

If that ye will all this fulfil, 

Do It shortly as ye can : 

Else will I to the green-wood go, 
Alone, a banished man. 


Sle. I <-hall as now do more for you 
Than ’longeth to womanhede ; 

To shoit my hair, a bow to bear, 

To shoot in time of need. 

O my sweet mother! before all ohor 
For you I have most dredc ' 

But now, adieu ! I must ensue 
Where fortune doth me lead. 

All this make ye : Now let us fiee ; 

The day cometh fast upon : 

For, m my mind, of all mankirid 
I love but you alone. 

Hr. Nay, nay, not so ; ye shall not go. 
And I shall tell you why — 

Your appetite is to be light 
Of love, I well espy : 

For, right as ye have said to me. 

In likewise hardily 

Ye would answere whosoever it were. 

In way of company ; 

* It is said of old. Soon hot, soon cold ; 
And so is a womin ; 

Wherefore I to the wood will go. 
Alone, a banished man. 
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S/jr. If ye take heed, it is no need 
Such words to say to me ; 

For oft ye prayed, and long assayed, 

Or I loved you, parde : 

And though that I of ancestry 
A baron’s daughter be, 

Yet have you proved how I you loved, 

A squire of low degree ; 

And ever shall, whatso befall, 

To die therefore anone; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 

J/t. A baron’s child to be beguiled, 

It were a cursed deed ! 

To be felSw with an outlaw — 

Almighty God forbede ! 

Yet better were the poor squyere 
Alone to forest yede 
Than ye shall say another day 
That by my cursed rede 
Ye were betrayed. Wherefore, good maid. 
The best rede that 1 can. 

Is, that I to the green-wood go, 

Alone, a banished man. 

S6^. Whatever befall, I never shall 
Of this thing be upbraid : 

But if ye go, and leave me so. 

Then have ye me betrayed. 

Remember you wele, how that ye dele; 
For if ye, as ye said, 

1( ’ kvent 
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Be so unkind to leave behind 

Your love, the Nut-brown Maid, 
Trust me truly that I shall die 
Soon after ye be gone : 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 


He, If that ye went, ye should repent ; 

For in the forest now 
1 have purveyed me of a maid 
Whom I love more than you : 
Another more fair than ever ye were 
I dare it well avow ; 

And of you both each should be wroth 
With other, as I trow : 

It weie mine ease to live in peace; 

So will I, if I can: 

\\"herefoie I to the wood will go, 
Alone, a banished man. 


She. Though in the wood I understood 
Ye had a paramour, 

All this may nought remove my thought. 
But that I will be your’ : 

And she shall find me soft and kind 
And courteis every hour ; 

Glad to fulfil all that she will 
Command me, to my jiower : 

For had ye, lo, an hundred mo, 

Yet would I be that one ; 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone 
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Hf, Mine own dear love, I see the prove 
That ye be kind and true ; 

Of maid, of wife, in all my life, 

The best that ever I knew. 

Be merry and glad ; be no more sad ; 

The case is changed new ; 

For it were ruth that for your truth 
Ye should have cause to rue. 

Be not dismayed, whatsoever I said 
To you when I began : 

I will not to the green -wood go ; 

I am no banished man. 

She. These tidings be more glad to me 
Than to be made a queen, 

If I were sure they should endure; 

But it is often seen 

When men will break promise they speak 
The wordis on the splene. 

Ye shape some wile me to beguile, 

And steal from me, I ween : 

Then were the case worse than it was, 
And I more wo-begone : 

For, in my mind, of all mankind 
I love but you alone. 

He. Ye shall not nede further to drede; 

I will not disparage 
’^ou (God defend), sith you descend 
Of so great a linage. 

Now understand ; to Westmoreland, 
Which is my heritage, 

the splene] that is, in haste. 
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I will you bring; and with a ring. 

By way of marriage 

I will you take, and lady make, 

As shortly as I can : 

Thus have you won an Earles son, 

And not a banished man. 

Here may ye see that women be 
In love meck^ kind, and stable: 

Let never man reprove them than, 

Or call them variable; 

But rather pray God that we may 
To them he comfortable ; 

Which sometime proveth such as He lov:ih. 
If they be charitable. 

For siih men would that women should 
Be meek to them each one; 

Much more ought they to God obey, 

Hnd serve but Him alone. 


26. As yt came from the Holy Lanf 

itith 

AS ye came from the holy land 
Of Walsinghame, 

Met you not with my true love 
By the way as you came ^ 


How should I know your true love, 
That have met many a one 
As I came from the holy land, 
That have come, that have gone ? 
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She is neither white nor brown. 

But as the heavens fair; 

Tiiere is none hath her form divine 
In the earth or the aii. 

Such a one did I meet, good sir. 

Such an angelic face, 

Wiio like a nymph, like a queen, did appear 
In her gait, in her grace. 

She hath left me here alone 
All alone, as unknown. 

Who sometime did me lead with herself, 
And me loved as her own. 

What’s the cause that she leaves you alone 
And a new way doth take, 

That sometime did love you as hei own, 
And her joy did you make r 

I have loved her all ni} youtli. 

But now am old, as you ‘'ee : 

Love likes not the falling liuil. 

Nor the withered tree. 

Know that Love is a careless cliild^ 

And forgets promise past ; 

He is blind, he is deaf when he list. 

And in faith nevei fast. 

His desire is a dureless content. 

And a trustless joy ; 

He is W'on with a world ol desjiair. 

And is lost with a to}’. 
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Of womenkind such indeed is the love, 

Or the word love abused, 

Under which many childish desire;'* 

And conceits are excused. 

But true love is a durable fire, 

In the mind ever burning. 

Never sick, never dead, never cold, 

From itself never turning. 

The Lover in IV inter Tlaineth for 
the' Spring 

C'-nt O) 

WESTERN wind, when wilt thou blow 
That the small rain down can rain ? 
Christ, that my love were in my arms 
And I in my bed again ! 


BaJovo 

i6th Cent 

D ALOW, my babe, lie still and sleep ! 

It grieves me sore to see tliee weep. 
Wouldst thou be quiet I’se be glad, 

Thy mourning makes my sonow sad; 

Balow my boy, thy mother’s joy, 

Thy father breeds me great annoy — 

Balow, la- low ! 

When he began to court my love. 

And with his sugred words me move, 

His faynings false and flattering cheer 
To me that time did not appear: 
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But now I see most cruellye 
He cares ne for my babe nor me — 

Balow, la-low ! 

Lie still, my darling, sleep awhile, 

And when thou waUst thouMe sweetly smile: 
But smile not as thy father did, 

To cozen maids: nay, God forbid! 

But yet I fear thou wilt go near 
Thy father^s heart and face to bear — 

Balow, la-low ! 

1 cannot choose but ever will 
Be loving to thy father still ; 

Where'er he go, where’er he ride, 

My love with him doth still abide ; 

In weal or woe, where’er he go, 

My heart shall ne’er depart him fro — 

Balow, la-low I 

But do not, do not, pretty mine. 

To faynings false thy heart incline ", 

Be loyal to thy lover true. 

And never change her for a new : 

If good or fair, of her have care 
For women’s banning ’s wondrous sarc — 
Balow, la-low ! 

Bairn, by thy face I will beware ; 

Like Sirens* words, 1*11 come not near; 

My babe and I together will live ; 

He’ll comfort me when cares do grieve. 

My babe and I right soft will lie, 

And ne’er respect man’s crueltye — 

Balow, la-low 1 
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Farewell, farewell, the falsest youth 
That ever kist a woman’s mouth ! 

I wish all maids be warn’d by me 
Never to trust man’s curtesye ; 

For if we do bi^t chance to bow, 

They’ll use us then they care not how — 
Balow, la-low ! 


2p, The Old Cloak 

I'Sth CcDt (?► 

’’ I ^HIS winter’s weather it waxeth cold, 

And frost it freezeth on every hill, 

And Boreas blows his blast so bold 
That all our cattle are like to spill. 

Bell, my wife, she loves no strife ; 

She said unto me quietlye, 

Rise up, and save cow Crumbock’s life ! 

Man, put thine old cloak about thee ! 

He. O Bell my w'ife, why dost thou flyte ? 

Thou kens my cloak is very thin : 

It is so bare and over worn, 

A cricke thereon cannot renn. 

Then Til no longer borrow nor lend ; 

For once I’ll new apparell’d be; 

To-moirow I’ll to town and spend; 

For Til have a new cloak about me. 

S/'i\ Cow Ciaimbock is a very good cow: 

She has been alw'ays true to the pail ; 

She has helped us to butter and cheese, I : 

And other things she will not fail. 

'p flyte] scold. 
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I would be loth to see her pine. 

Good husband, counsel take of me: 

It is not for us to go so fine — 

Man, take thine old cloak about thee ! 

He. My cloak it was a very good cloak, 

It hath been always true to the wear; 

But now it is not worth a groat: 

I have had it four and forty year*. 

Sometime it was of cloth in grain : 

*Tis now but a sigh clout, as you may see : 
It will neither hold out wind nor rain ; 

And ril have a new cloak about me. 

She. It is four and forty years ago 

Sine the one of us the other did ken ; 

And we have had, betwixt us two, 

Of children either nine or ten : 

We have brought them up to women and men : 

In the fear of God I trow they be. 

And why wilt thou thyself misken ? 

Man, take thine old cloak about thee ! 

dt. O Bell my wife, why dost thou flyte ? 

Now is now, and tlien was then : 

Seek now all the world throughout. 

Thou kens not clowns from gentlemen : 

They are clad in black, green, yellow and blue, 
So far above their own degree. 

Once in my life I’ll take a view ; 

For I’ll have a new cloak about me. 

cloth in grain" scarlet cIoUl 
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She. King Stephen was a worthy peer ; 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 

He held them sixpence all too deai, 
Therefore he called the tailor Mown.’ 

He was a king and wore the crown, 

And thou’se but of a low degree : 

It’s pride that puts this country dovin: 

Man, take thy old cloak about thee! 

He. Bell niy wife, she loves not sttife. 

Yet she will lead me, if she can ; 

And to maintain an easy life 

I oft must yield, though I’m good*man. 

It ’s not for a man with a woman to threap, 
Unle^s he first give o’er the plea : 

As we began, so will we keep, 

And I’ll take my old cloak about me. 


JOHN SKELTON 

^0. To Mistress Margery IHentueoitb 

i 46 o?-i 5 a 9 

VVTITH margerain gentle, 

^ The flower of goodlihead, 

Embroideied the mantle 
Is of your maidenhead. 

Plainly, I cannot glose ; 

Ye be, as I divine, 

The pietty })nmerose. 

The goodly columbine. 

ag. threap] a:gue. $o. margerain] marjoram. 
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Benign, courteous, and meek, 
With wordes well devi-^cd ; 
In you, who list to seek. 

Be virtues well comprised. 
With margerain gentle, 

The flower of goodlihead. 
Embroidered the mantle 
Is of your maidenhead. 


To Mistress Margaret Httssey 

'ERRY Margaret 

As midsummer flower, 
Gentle as falcon 
Or hawk of the towci : 

With solace and gladness, 

Mach mirth and no madness, 

All good and no badness ; 

So joyously, 

So maidenly, 

So womanly 
Her demeaning 
In exeiy thing, 

Far, far passing 
That 1 can indite, 

Or suffice to write 
Of Merry Maigaiet 
As midsummer flower, 

Gentle as falcon 
Oi hawk of tile tower. 



JOHN SKELTON 


As patient and still 
And as full of good will 
As fair Isaphill, 

Coliander, 

Sweet pomander, 

Good Cassander; 

Steadfast of thought, 

Well made, well wrought, 
Far may be sought, 

Ere that ye can find 
So courteous, so kind. 

As merry Margaret, 

This midsummer flouer, 
Gentle as falcon 
Or hawk of the tower. 


STEPHEN HAWES 

^2. The True' Knight 

d 

T^OR knighthood is not in the feats of warre, 

As for to fight in quarrel right or wrong, 

Dut in a cause which truth can not defarre : 

He ought himself for to make sure and sticng. 
Justice to keep mixt with mercy among ; 

And no quarrell a knight ought to take 
But for a truth, or for a woman’s sake. 

}j. Isnphill] Hypsipyle coliander] coriander seed, an aromatic, 
pomander] a ball of perfume. Cassander] Cassar> ra. 

defarre] undo. 

?V 



STEPHEN HAWES 


S 3- His Epitaph 

MORTAL folk, you may behold and bee 
How I He here, sometime a mighty knight 
The end of joy and all prosperitee 

Is death at last, thorough his course and might: 
After the day there cometh the dark night, 

For though the daye be never so long, 

At last the bells ringeth to evensong. 

SIR THOMAS WYATT 

34, i Forget not yet 

I *503-154 

7/><r Lover Beseecheth his Mntress not to Forget his 
Steadfast Fatth and True Intent 
4 TpORGET not yet the tried intent 

Of such a truth as I have meant ; 

My great travail so gladly spen:, 

Forget not yet! 

Forget not yet when first began 
The weary hie ye know, since whaa 
Tlie suit, the service, none tell can • 

F orget not yet I 

Forget not yet the great assays. 

The cruel wrong, the scoinful ways. 

The painful patience in delays, 

F orget not yet ! 

Forget not! O, forget not this! — 

How long ago hath been, and i*-, 

The mind that never meant amiss — 

F orget not yet ! 



SIR THOMAS WYATT 


Forget not then thine own approved, 
The which so long hath thee so loved, 
Whose steadfast faith yet never moved : 
Forget not thisl 


'' The j^ppeal 

An Harnest Suit to his Unkind Mistress^ n'J to 
Forsake him 

A ND wilt thou leave me thus ? 

Say nay, say nay, for shame ! 

— To save thee from the blame 
Of all my grief and grame. 

And wilt thou leave me thus? 

Say nay ! say nay ! 

And wilt thou leave me thus, 

Tliat hath loved thee so long 
In wealth and woe among: 

And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus? 

Say nay ! say nay 1 

And wilt thou leave me thus, 

I'hat hath given thee my heart 
Never for to depart 
Neitlicr for pain nor smart: 

And wilt thou leave me thus? 

Say nay ’ say nay 1 


j[r grame] sorrow. 
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SIR THOMAS WYATT 


And wilt thou leave me thus, 
And have no more pitye 
Of him that loveth thee ? 

Alas, thy cruelty I 
And wilt thou leave me thus? 
Say nay I say nay ! 


Revocation 

'^^HAT should I say? 

— Since Faith is dead, 
And Truth away 
From you is fled ? 

Should I be led 
With doubleness ? 

Nay ! nay ! mistress, 

I promised you, 

And you promised me. 

To be as true 
As I would be. 

But since I see 

Y our double heart, 
Farewell my parti 

Thought for to take 
’Tis not my minds 
But to forsake 
One so unkind; 

And as I find 
So will I trust. 

F are well , unj use ! 



SIR THOMAS WYATT 


Can ye say nay 
But that you said 
That I alway 

Should be obeyed ? 
And — thus betrayed 
Or that I wist ’ 
Farewell, unkist! 


^ 7 . Vixi Tuellis Nuper Tdoneus . . . 

^ I TIEY flee from me that sometime did me seek, 

^ With naked foot stalking within my chamber; 
Once have I seen them gentle, tame, and meek. 

That now are wild, and do not once remember 
Tliat sometime they have put themselves in danger 
To take bread at my hand; and now they lange, 
Busily seeking in continual change. 

Thanked be fortune, it hath been otherwise 
Twenty times better; but once especial — 

In thin array: after a pleasant guise. 

When her loose gown did fiom her shoulders fill, 
And she me caught in her arms long and small, 
And therewithal so sweetly did me kiss, 

And softly said, ‘ Dear hearty how tike you th\s ^ ’ 

It was no dieam; for I lay broad awaking: 

But all is turn’d now, thiough my gentleness, 
liito a bitter fashion of forsaking; 

And I hate leave to go of her goodness. 

And she also to use new-fangleness. 

But since that I unkindly so am served, 

‘ How like you this F ’ — what hath she now deservM ? 



SIR THOMAS WYATT 




To His Lute 


T^Y lute, awake! perform the 

Labour that thou and I shall waste. 
And end that I have now begun ; 

For when this song is said and past, 

My lute, be still, for I have done. 


As to be heard where ear is none, 

As lead to grave in marble stone, 

My song may pierce her heart as soon ; 
Should we then sing, or sigh, or moan ? 
No, no, my lute ! for 1 have done. 

Tlie rocks do not so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continually, 

As she my suit and affection ; 

So that I am past remedy : 

Whejeby my lute and I have done. 


Pioud of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simjile hearts thorough Love’s shot, 

By whom, unkind, thou hast them won , 
Think not he hath his bow forgot, 
Although my lute and I have done. 


Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain. 
That makest but game of eainest pain: 

Trow not alone under the sun 
Unquit to cause thy lover’s plain. 
Although my lute and I have done. 
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May chance thee lie •wither’d and old 
The winter nights that are so cold, 
Plaining in vain unto the moon : 

Thy wishes then dare not be told : 

Care then who list 1 for I have done. 

And then may chance thee to repent 
The time that thou has lost and spent 
To cause thy lover’s sigh and swoon ; 
Then shalt thou know beauty but lent, 
And wish and want as I have done. 

Now cease, my lute 1 this is the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste, 

And ended is that we begun ; 

Now is this song both sung and past — 
My lute, be still, for I have done. 


HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 

?p. "Description of Spring 

IV herein eath thing rene’ws, save only the Lover 

151^-47 

T^HE ‘■oote season, that bud and bloom forth brings, 
With giecn hath clad tlie hill and eke the vale; 
The nightingale with featheis new she sings; 

The turtle to her make hath told her tale. 

Siannicr is come, for every spray now springs : 

The halt hath hung his old head on the pale; 
rhe buck in brake his winter coat he flings ; 

'riie fishes Hete with new repaired scale. 

ii.A e] li.atc. 



HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 


The adder all her slough away she slings ; 
The swift swallow pursueth the flies smale ; 
The busy bee her honey now she mings ; 
Winter is worn tliat was the flowers’ bale. 

And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs. 


^0. Complaint of the Absence of Her Lover 
being upon the Sea 

HAPPY dames! that may embrace 
The fruit of your delight, 

Help to bewail the woful case 
And eke the heavy plight 
Of me, that wonted to rejoice 
The fortune of my pleasant choice : 

Good ladies, help to fill my mourning voice. 

In ship, freight with rememberance 
Of thoughts and pleasures past, 

He sails that hath in governance 
My life while it will ^ast; 

With scalding sighs, for lack of gale, 

Furthering his hope, that is his sail, 

Toward me, the swete port of his avail. 

Alas ! how oft in dreams I see 
Those eyes that were my food; 

Which sometime so delighted me, 

That yet they do me good : 

9 mingles, mixes. 
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Wherewith I wake with his return 
Whose absent flame did make me burn : 

But when I find the lack, Lordl how I inourn! 

When other lovers in arms across 
Rejoice their chief delight, 

Drowned in tears, to mourn my loss 
I stand the bitter night 
In my window where I may see 
Before the winds how the clouds flee ; 

Lo ! what a mariner love hath made me ’ 

And in green waves when the salt flood 
Doth rise by rage of wind, 

A thousand fancies in that mood 
Assail my restless mind. 

Alas ! now drencheth my sweet foe, 

That with the spoil of my heait did go. 

And left me ; but alas ! why did he so ? 

And when the seas wax calm again 
To chase fro me annoy. 

My doubtful hofie doth cause me jilain ; 

So diead cuts off my joy. 

Thus is my wealth mingled uith \\oe 
And of each thought a doubt doth grow ; 

— Now he comes ! Will he come ? ALs ! no, no. 

4 /. The Means to attain Happy Life 

ly^ARTIAL, the things that do attaia 
The happy life be these, 1 find; — 

The nchesse left, not got with pain; 

The fiuitful giound, the quiet mind; 

^o. drcuLhelh] 1 e is dieui-lud or UiU\Mied 
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The equal friend ; no grudge, no strife ; 

No charge of rule, nor governance ; 
Without disease, the healthful life ; 

The household of continuance ; 

The mean diet, no delicate fare ; 

Tine wisdom joined with simpleness ; 
The night discharged of all care, 

Where wine the wit may not oppress. 

The faithful wife, without debate ; 

Such sleeps as may beguile the night : 
Contented with thine own estate 

Ne wish for death, ne fear his might. 


NICHOLAS GRIMALD 


42, 


A Tme Love 

I5iy-6a 



What dear delight the blooms to bees, my true love is 


to me ! 

As flesh and lusty Ver foul Winter doth exceed — 

As morning bright, with scarlet sky, doth pass the 
evening’s weed — 

As mellow pears above the crabs esteemed be — 

So doth my love surmount them all, whom yet I hap 
to see 1 

The oak shall olives bear, the lamb the lion fiay, 

The owl shall match die nightingale in tuning of her lay, 


43 £r«y] nffnght. 
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Or I my love let slip out of mine entire heart, 

So deep reposed in my breast is she for her desart ! 

For many blessed gifts, O happy, happy land ! 

Where Mars and Pallas strive to make their glory n)OSt 
to stand ! 

Yet, land, more is thy bliss that, in this cruel age, 

A Venus’ imp thou hast brought forth, so steadfast and 
so sage. 

Among the Muses Nine a tenth if Jove would make. 

And to the Graces Three a fourth, her would Apollo take 
Let some for honour hunt, and hoard the massy gold; 
With her so I may live and die, my weal cannot be to!J 


ALEXANDER SCOTT 

4]. A Bequest of His Heart 

15301-15% 

LJENCE, heart, with her that must depart, 

^ And hald thee with thy soveranel 
For I had liever want ane heart. 

Nor have the heart that dois me pain. 
Therefore, go, with thy luve remain, 

And let me leif thus unmolest ; 

And see that thou come not again, 

But bide with her thou luvis best. 

Sen she that I ha\e servit lang 
Is to depart so suddenly, 

Address thee now, for thou sail gang 
And bear thy lady company. 


hald] keep. 


sen] since 



ALEXANDER SCOTT 


Fra she be gone, heartless am I, 

For qiihy? thou art with her possest. 

Thciefore, my heart, go hence in high, 

And bide with her thou luvis best. 

Though this belappit body here 
Be bound to servitude and thrall, 

My faithful heart is free entier 

And mind to serve my lady at all. 

Would God that I were perigall 
Under that redolent rose to rest ! 

Yet at the least, my heart, thou sail 
Abide with her thou luvis best. 

Sen in your gaith the lily quhyte 
May not remain amang the laif. 

Adieu the flower of whole delite 1 
Adieu the succour that may me saifl 
Adieu the fragrant balme suaif. 

And lamp of ladies lustiest ! 

My faithful heart she shall it half 
To bide with her it luvis best. 

Deploir, ye ladies cleir of hue, 

Her absence, sen she must depart 1 
And, -ipecially, ye luveris true 

That wounded bene with Luvis dart. 

For some of you sail want ane heart 
As well as I ; therefore at last 

Do go with mine, with mind inwart, 

And bide with her thou luvis best ' 

belnpjat] downtrodden. perigall] made equal to, privileged, 

garth] garden-close. lail] rest. with nund mwartj with 

inner mind, i. e. in spirit. 
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44. 


A Rondel of Love 

T O, quhat it is to love 
^ Learn ye that list to prove, 

By ne, I say, that no ways may 
The ground of grief remove, 

But still decay both nicht and day : 

Lo, quhat it is to love ! 

Love is ane fervent fire 
Kindlit without desire, 

Short pleasure, long displeasure, 
Repentance is the hire ; 

Ane pure tressour without measour ; 
Love is ane fervent lire. 

To love and to be wise. 

To rage with good advice; 

Now thus, now than, so gois the game. 
Incertain is the dice ; 

'"[’here is no man, I say, that can 
Both love and to be wise. 

Flee always from the snare. 

Learn at me to beware ; 

It is ane pain, and double trane 
Of endless woe and care ; 

For to refrain that danger plain. 

Flee always from the snare. 
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ROBERT WEVER 
In Tout!) is Pleasure 


4r- 

TN a harbour grene aslepe whereas I lay, 

The byrdes sang swete in the middes of the day, 
I dreamed fast of mirth and play; 

In youth is pleasure, in youth is pleasure. 

Meihought I walked still to and fro, 

And from her company I could not go — 

But when I waked it w^as not so: 

In youth is pleasure, in youth is pleasure. 

Therefore my hart is surely pyght 
Of her alone to have a sight 
Which is my joy and hartes delight: 

In youth is pleasure, in youth is pleasuie. 

RICHARD EDWARDES 

Amanttum Irae 

T N going to my naked bed as one that would have slejtt, 

^ I heard a wife sing to her child, that long before had wej)t , 
She sighed sore and sang full sweet, to bring the babe to rest, 
That would not cease but criM still, in sucking at her breast. 
She was full weary of her watch, and grieved with her child, 
She rocked it and rated it, till that on her it smiled. 

Then did she say, Now have I found this proverb true to pj o\ e, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

Then took I paper, pen, and ink, this proverb for to wute. 

In register for to remain of such a worthy wight : 

As she proceeded thus in song unto her little brat. 

Much matter utter’d she of weight, in place whereas she sat ; 
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And proved plain there was no beast, nor creature bearing life, 
Could well be known to live in love without discord and strife : 
Then kissM she her little babe, and sware by God above, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

She said that neither king nor prince nor lord could live aright, 
Until their puissance they did prove, their manhood and their 
might. 

When manhood shall be matched so that fear can take no place, 
Then weary works make warriors each other to embrace, 

And left their force that failed them, which did consumetherout. 
That might before have lived their time, their strength and 
nature out : 

Then did she sing as one that thought no man could her reprove, 
The falling out of faithful fi lends renewing is of love. 

She said she saw no fsh noi fowl, nor beast within her haunt, 
That met a stranger in their kind, but could give it a taunt : 
Since Hesh might not endure, but rest must wrath succeed, 
And force the light to fall to play in pasture wheie they feed, 
So noble nature can well end the work she hath begun, 

And bridle well that will not cease her tragedy in some : 

Thus in song she oft rehearsed, as did her well behove, 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 

1 marvel much jiardy ({]uoth she) for to behold the rout, 

To see man, woman, boy and beast, to toss the world about : 
Some kneel, some crouch, some beck, some check, and some 
can smoothly smile. 

And some embiace others in arm, and there think many a wile, 
Some stand aloof at cap and knee, some humble and some stout, 
Yet are they never friends in deed until they once fall out; 
Thus ended she her song and said, before she did remove, 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is of love. 
i>3 
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GEORGE GASCOIGNE 


47 . A Lovers Lstllaby 

• 5 » 5 ’’ 

OING lullaby, as women do, 

^ Wherewith they bring their babes to rest ; 

And lullaby can I sing too, 

As womanly as can the best. 

With lullaby they still the child ; 

And if I be not much beguiled, 

Full many a wanton babe have I, 

Which must be still’d with lullaby. 

First lullaby my youthful years, 

It is now time to go to bed : 

For crooked age and hoary hairs 

Have won the ha^cn within my head. 

With lullaby, then, youth be still ; 

With lullaby content thy will ; 

Since courage quails and comes behind. 

Go sleep, and so beguile thy mind ! 

Next lullaby my gazing eyes. 

Which wonted were to glance apace ; 

For every glass may now suffice 
To show the furrows in thy face. 

With lullaby then wink awhile ; 

With lullaby your looks beguile ; 

Let no fair face, nor beauty bright, 

Entice you eft with vain delight. 

And lullaby my wanton will ; 

Let reason’s rule now reign thy thought ; 

Since all too late I find by skill 

How dear I have thy fancies bought ; 
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With lullaby now take thine ease, 

With luIJaby thy doubts appease ; 

For trust to this, if thou be still, 

My body shall obey thy will. 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes, 

My will, my ware, and all that was: 
I can no more delays devise ; 

But welcome pain, let pleasure pass. 
W'lth lullaby now take your leave; 

With lullaby your dreams deceive ; 

And when you rise with waking eye, 
Remember then this lullaby. 


ALEXANDER MONTGOMERIE 

4S. The Night is Near Gone 

•540 

I_J EY ! now the day dawis ; 

^ The jolly cock crawis ; 

Now shroudis the shawis 
Thro’ Nature anon. 

The thissel-cock cryis 
On lovers wha lyis : 

Now skaillis the skyis; 

The nicht is neir gone. 

The Heidis ouerflowis 
With go wans that growis, 

Quhair lilies like low is 
As red as the rone. 

4S. shroudis] dress themselves. shawis] woods, 
clears. gowans] daisies. low] dame. rone] rowan 

7i 


’-1610? 


skaillis] 



ALEXANDER MONTGOMERIE 


The turtle that true is, 

With notes that renewis, 

Her pairty pursuis : 

The nicht is ncir gone. 

Now hairtis with hindis 
Confoim to their kindis, 

Hie tursis their tyndis 

On ground quhair they grone. 

Now hurchonis, with hairis, 

Aye passis in pairis ; 

Quhilk duly declaris 
The nicht is neir gone. 

The season excellis 
Through sweetness that smellis : 

Now Cupid compellis 
Our haiitis echone 
On Venus wha waikis, 

To muse on our maikis, 

Syne sing for their saikis— 

‘ The nicht is ncir gone ! ’ 

All courageous knichtis 
Aganis the day dichtis 
The breist-plate that bright is 
To fight with their fone. 

Tlie stoned steed stampis 
Through courage, and ciampis, 

Syne on the land lanipis ; 

The nicht is ncir gone. 

pairty] partner, mate. tursis] carry. tyndis] antlers, 

gronej groan, bell. hurchonis] hedgehogs, ‘ urchins ’ niaikis] 
mates. fone] foes. stoned steed] stallion. ciampis] prances, 
lampis] gallops. 
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The freikis on feildis 
That wight wapins weildis 
With shyning bright shieldis 
At Titan in trone; 

Stiff speiris in reistis 
Ouer corscris crcstis 
Are broke on their breistis : 

The nlcht is neir gone. 

So hard are their hittis, 

Some sweyis, some sittis, 

And some perforce flittis 

On giound quhile they grone. 

Syne groomis that gay is 
On blonkis that brayis 
With swoidis assayis : — 

The nicht is neir gone. 

JOHN STILL, BISHOP OF BATH AND WELLS 

Good Ale and Old 

I543?-i6o3 

T CANNOT eat but little meat, 

^ My stomach is not good ; 

But sure I think that I can drink 
With him that wears a hood. 

Though I go baie, take ye no care, 

I nothing am a-co!d ; 

I stuff my skin so full within 
Of jolly good ale and old. 

Back and side go baie, go bare j 
Both foot and hand go cold ; 
freikis] men, warriors. wight wapins] stout weapons, 

at 'I’Uaa] over against Titan i,thc sun), or read * as.’ flittis] ara 

cast bloukis] white palficys. 


77 



BISHOP STILL 


But, belly, God send thee good ale enough, 
Whether it be new or old. 

I love no roast but a nut-brown toast, 

And a crab laid in the lire ; 

A little bread shall do me stead ; 

Much bread I not desire. 

No frost nor snow, no wind, I trow, 

Can hurt me if I wold ; 

I am so wrapp’d and thoroughly lapp’d 
Of jolly good ale and old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare, &c. 

And Tib, my wife, that as her life 
Loveth well good ale to seek. 

Full oft drinks she till ye may sec 
The tears run down her cheek : 

Then doth she trowl to me the bowl 
Even as a maltworm should, 

And saith, ‘ Sweetheart, I took my part 
Of this jolly good ale and old.’ 

Back and side go bare, go bare, &c. 

Now let them drink till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows should do ; 

They shall not miss to have the bliss 
Good ale doth bring men to ; 

And all poor souls that have scour’d bowls 
Or have them lustily troll’d, 

God save the lives of them and their wives. 
Whether they be young or old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare ; 

Both foot and hand go cold ; 

But, belly, God send thee good ale enough. 
Whether it be new or old. 
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fo, Hl^hcn Flora had O' erf ret the Firth 

i6th Cent, 

Q UHEN Flora had o’erfret the firth 
In May of every moneth queen ; 

Quhen merle and mavis singis with mirth 
Sweet melling in the shawis sheen ; 

Quhen all luvaris rejoicit bene 
And most desirous of their prey, 

I heard a lusty luvar mene 
— ‘ I luve, but I dare nocht assay ! * 


‘ Strong are the pains I daily prove, 

But yet with patience I sustene, 

1 am so fetterit with the luve 
Only of my lady sheen, 

Quhilk for her beauty micht be queen, 
Nature so craftily alway 

Has done depaint that sweet serene : 
— Quhoni I luve I dare nocht assay. 


* She is so bricht of hyd and hue, 

I luve but her alone, I ween ; 

Is none her luve that may eschew, 

That blinkis of that dulce amene ; 

So comely cleir are her twa een 
That she mae luvaris dois affray 

Than ever of Greece did fair Helene; 
— Quhom I luve I dare nocht assay ! ^ 


o’crfret] adorned. shawis] woods. sheen] beautiful. mene] 
monm. hyd] skin. blinkis] gets a glimpse. dulce 

amene] gentle and pleasant one. uiae] more. 
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yi. Lusty May 

i6lh Cent 

LUSTY May, with Flora queen ! 

The balmy dropis from iPhoebus sheen 
Preluciand beams before the day: 

By that Diana growls green 

Through gladness of this lusty May. 

TJien Esperus, that is so bricht, 

Til woful hairtis castis his light, 

With bankis that bloomis on every brae j 
And schouris are shed forth of their sicltt 
ThroBgh gladness of this lusty May. 

Bitdis on bewis of e\ciy birth, 

Rejoicing notis makand their miilh 
Richt plesantly upon the spray, 

With flourishingis o'er field and firth 
Through gladness of this lusty May. 

All luvaris that are in care 
To their ladies they do rcp.iir 

In fresh morningis before the day. 

And are in mirth ay mair and mair 
Through gladness of this lusty May. 

y2. My Heart is High Above 

16th Crnt 

Y heart is high above, my body is full of bliss, 

For I am set in luve as well as I would wiss 
1 luve my lady pure and she luvis me again, 

1 am her serviture, she is my soverane ; 

;/ sheen] bright. til] into. schouris] showers. bcwis] 
boughs. birth] kind. fj. wissj wish. 
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She IS my very heart, I am her howp and heill, 

Slie is my joy invart, I am her luvar leal ; 

I am her bond and thrall, she is at my command; 

I am perpetual her man, both foot and hand; 

The thing that may her please my body sail ful^l ; 
Quhatever her disease, it does my body ill. 

My bird, my bonny ane, my tender babe venust, 

My luve, my life alane, my liking and my lustl 
We interchange pur hairtis in others armis soft. 

Spriteless we twa depairtis, usand our luvis oft. 

We mourn trhen licht day dawis, we plain the nicht is short, 
We curse the cock that crawis, that hinderis our disport. 

I glowffin up aghast, quhcn I her miss on nicht, 

And in my oxter fast I find the bowster richt; 

Then languor on me lies like Morpheus the mair, 

Quhilk causes me uprise and to my sweet repair. 

And then is all the sorrow forth of remembrance 
That ever I had a-forrow in luvis observance. 

Tlius ne\er I do rest, so lusty a life I lead, 

(Jahen that I list to test the well of womanheid. 

Lu\aris in pain, I pray God send you sic remeid 
As I have nicht and day, you to defend from deid 1 
I'herefore be ever true unto your ladies free. 

And they will on you rue as mine has done on me. 


hcilli health. invart] inward. vennst] delightful. glowffin] 
bhuk on awaking. oxter, armpit. a-forrow] aforetime. 
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ELIZABETHAN MISCELLANIES k SONG-BOOKS 

BY UNNAMED OR UNCERTAIN AUTHORS 

^ Traise of His Lady 

Tottd'i MisccJIan}’, 1557 
IVE place, you ladies, and begone ! 

Boast not yourselves at all ! 

For here at hand approacheth one 
Whose face will stain you all. 

The virtue of her lively looks 
Excels the precious stone ; 

1 wish to have none other books 
To read or look upon. 

In each of her two crystal eyes 
Smileth a naked boy ; 

It would you all in heart suffice 
To see that lamp of joy. 

I think Nature hath lost the mould 
Where she her shape did uke ; 

Or else I doubt if Nature could 
So fair a creature make. 

She may be well compared 
Unto the Phoenix kind, 

Whose like was never seen or heard, 

That any man can find. 
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In life she is Diana chaste, 

In troth Penelopey ; 

In word and eke in deed steadfast. 

— What will you more we say ? 

If all the world were sought so far. 
Who could find such a wight? 

Her beauty twinkleth like a star 
Within the frosty night. 

Her rosial colour comes and goes 
W^ith such a comely grace, 

More ruddier, too, than doth the ro=c, 
W^ithin her lively face. 

At Bacchus* feast none shall her meet, 
No at no wanton play. 

Nor gazing in an open stieet. 

Nor gadding as a stray. 

The modest mirth that she doth use 
Is mix’d with shamefastness ; 

All vice she doth wholly refuse, 

And hateth idleness. 

O Lord ! it is a world to see 
How virtue can repair. 

And deck in her such honesty. 

Whom Nature made so fair. 

Truly she doth so far exceed 
Our women nowadays. 

As doth the jeliflower a weed ; 

And more a thousand ways. 
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How might I do to get a grafF 
Of this unspotted tree ? 

— For all the rest are plain but chafl^ 

Which seem good corn to be. 

This gift alone 1 shall her give; 

When death doth what he can. 

Her honest fame shall ever live 
Within the mouth of man. 

? by John Heytuood 


f4. To Her Sea-faring Lover 

Tottel's Miscellany, 1557 

CHALL I thus ever long, and be no whit the ne.iie* 

^ And shall I still complain to thee, the which me 
will not hear ? 

Alas ! say nay ! say nay 1 and be no more so dumb, 
But open thou thy manly mouth and say that thou wilt 
come : 

Whereby my heart may think, although I see not thee, 
Tliat thou wilt come — thy word so sware — if thou a live 
man be. 

The roaring hugy waves they threaten my poor ghost, 
And toss thee up and down the seas in danger to be lost. 

Shall they not make me fear that they have swallowed 
thee ? 

— But as thou ait most sure alive, so wilt thou come to me. 

Whereby I shall go see thy ship ride on the strand, 
And think and say Lo where he comes and Sure here will 
he land: 

iicarc] nearer. 
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And then I shall lift up to thee my little hand, 

And thou shalt think thine heart in ease, in health to see 
me stand. 

And if thou come indeed (as Christ thee send to do ’) 
Those arms which miss thee now shall then embrace [and 
hold] thee too ; 

Each vein to every joint the lively blood shall spread 
Which now for want of thy glad sight doth show full 
pale and dead. 

But if thou slip thy troth, and do not come at all. 

As minutes in the clock do strike so call for death I shall : 

To please both thy false heart and rid myself from woe, 
That rather had to die in troth than live forsaken so ! 

yj*. The Faithless Shepherdess 

William Bird's Soncs of 
Sundry Natures 15^1; 

Vj^HILE that the sun with his beams hot 
ScorchM the fruits in vale and mountain, 
Philon the shepherd, late forgot. 

Sitting beside a crystal fountain 

In shadow of a green oak tree. 

Upon his pipe this song play’d he: 

Adieu, Love, adieu. Love, untiue Love! 

Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu. Love I 
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love. 

So long as I was in your sight 

I was your heart, your soul, your treasuie; 

And evermore you sobb’d and sigh’d 
Burning in flames beyond all measuie: 

— Three days endured your love to me, 

And it was lost in other three ! 
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Adieu, Love, adieu. Love, untrue Love ! 
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love ! 
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love. 

Another shepherd you did see, 

To whom your heart was soon enchained ; 
Full soon your love was lea])t from me, 

Full soon my place he had obtain^. 

Soon came a thiid your love to win, 
And we were out and he was in. 
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love ! 
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu, Love I 
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love. 

Sure you have made me passing glad 
That you your mind so soon removM, 
Before that I the leisure had 

To choose you for my best beloved : 

For all my love was pass’d and done 
Two days before it was begun. 

Adieu, Love, adjeu. Love, untrue Love ! 
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu. Love i 
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love. 


Crabbed Age and Touth 

^ The Passionate Pilgrim^ i5yV 

/^RABB^D Age and Youth 
Cannot live together: 

Youth is full of pleasance, 

Age is full of care; 

Youth like summer morn, 

Age like winter weather; 
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Youth like summei brave, 

Age like winter bare. 

Youth is full of sport, 

Age’s breath is short; 

Youth is nimble, Age is lame ; 

Youth is hot and bold, 

Age is weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and Age is tame. 

Age, I do abhor thee ; 

Y outh, I do adore thee ; 

O, my Love, my Love is young ! 

Age, I do defy thee : 

O, sweet shepherd, hie thee ! 

For methinks thou stay’st too long- 

? by William Shakespeare 

f7, T^hyUiJa s Love-Call 

England's Hdtc9ft, i6«» 

Phyllida. ^^ORYDON, arise, my Corydon 1 
Titan shineth clear. 

Corydon. Who is it that calleth Corydon ? 

Who is it that I hear ? 

Phyl. Phyllida, thy true love, calleth thee, 

Arise then, arise then, 

Arise and keep thy flock with me! 

Cor. Phyllida, my true love, is it she ? 

I come then, I come then, 

I come and keep my flock with thee 

Phyl. Here are chenies ripe for my Corydon ; 

Eat them for my sake. 

Cor. Here *s my oaten pipe, my lovely one. 

Sport for thee to make. 
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Phyl. Here are threads, my true love, fine as silk, 
To knit thee, to knit thee, 

A pair of stockings white as milk. 

Cor. Here are reeds, my true love, fine and neat. 
To make thee, to make thee, 

A bonnet to withstand the heat. 

Phyl. 1 will gather flowers, my Corydon, 

To set in thy cap. 

Cor. I will gather pears, my lovely one, 

To put in thy lap. 

Phyl. I will buy my true love garters gay. 

For Sundays, for Sundays, 

To wear about his legs so tall. 

Cor. I will buy my true love yellow say. 

For Sundays, for Sundays, 

To wear about her middle small, 

Phyl. When my Corydon sits on a hill 
Making melody — 

Cor. When my lovely one goes to her wheel. 
Singing cheerily — 

Phyl. Sure methinks my true love doth excel 
For sweetness, for sweetness. 

Our Pan, that old Arcadian knight. 

Cor. And methinks my true love bears the bell 
For clearness, for clearness, 

Beyond the nymphs that be so bright 

Phyl. Had my Corydon, my Corydon, 

Been, alack ! her swain — 

Cor. Had my lovely one, my lovely one. 

Been in Ida plain — 


Ea>^ scie, silk. 
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Phyl. Cynthia Endymion had refused, 

Preferring, preferring, 

My Corydon to play withal. 

Cor. The Queen of Love had been excused 
Bequeathing, bequeathing. 

My Phyllida the golden ball. 

PhyL Y onder comes my mother, Corydon ! 

Whither shall I fly ? 

Cor. Under yonder beech, my lovely one, 

While she passeth by. 

Phyl, Say to her thy true love was not here; 
Remember, remember, 

To-morrow is another day. 

Cor. Doubt me not, my true love, do not fcai ; 
Farewell then, farewell then ! 

Heaven keep our loves alway ! 

SS, A Tedlar 

John Dow land's Second Book of 
Songs or Atrs, 1600 

T^INE knacks for ladies! cheap, choice, brave, and new, 
Good pennyworths— but money cannot move : 

I keep a fair but for the Fair to view — 

A beggar may be liberal of love. 

Though all my wares be trash, the heart is true, 

The heart is true. 

Great gifts are guiles and look for gifts again ; 

My trifles come as tieasures from my mind; 

It IS a precious jewel to be plain ; 

Sometimes in shell the orient’st pearls we find ; — 

Of others take a sheaf, of me a grain ! 

Of me a grain ! 
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fp. Hey nonny no / 

Christ Church MS. 

XJ EY nonny no ! 

Men are fools that wish to die ! 

Is’t not fine to dance and sing 
When the bells of death do ring ? 

Is’t not fine to swim in wine, 

And turn upon the toe, 

And sing hey nonny no ! 

When the winds blow and the sens flow ? 

Hey nonny no ! 

^0. T repa rations 

Chrl«t Church MS. 

VET if His Majesty, our sovereign lord, 

Should of his own accord 
Friendly himself invite. 

And say * I’ll be your guest to-morrow night,* 

How should we stir ourselves, call and command 
All hands to work I * Let no man idle stand ! 

* Set me fine Spanish tables in the hall ; 

See they be fitted all ; 

Let there be room to eat 

And order taken that there want no meat. 

See every sconce and candlestick made bright. 

That without tapers they may give a light. 

* Look to the presence: are the carpets spiead. 

The dazie o’er the head. 

The cushions in the chairs, 

And all the candles lighted on the stairs ? 

Perfume the chambers, and in any case 
Let each man give attendance in his place ! * 
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6l, 


Thus, if a king were coming, would wc do ; 

And ’twere good reason too; 

For ’tis a duteous thing 

To show all honour to an earthly king, 

And after all our travail and our cost, 

So he be pleased, to think no labour lost. 

But at the coming of the King of Heaven 
A 11 ’s set at six and seven ; 

We wallow in our sin, 

Christ cannot find a chamber in the inn. 

We entertain Him always like a stranger, 

And, as at first, still lodge Him in the manger. 

The New Jerusalem 

Song of Mary the Mother of 
Christ (liLondon E. Allde), i6oi 

1_J lERUSALEM, my happy home, 

^ When shall I come to thee ? 

Wlien shall my sorrows have an end, 

Tiiy joys when shall I see? 

O happy harbour of the Saints ! 

O sweet and pleasant soil I 
In thee no sorrow' may be found, 

No grief, no care, no toil. 

There lust and lucre cannot dwell. 

There envy bears no sway ; 

There is no hunger, heat, nor cold. 

But pleasure every way. 

Thy walls are made of precious stones, 

Thy bulwarks diamonds square ; 

Thy gates are of right orient pearl. 

Exceeding rich and rare. 
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Tl\y turrets and thy pinnacles 
With carbuncles do shine ; 

Tliy very streets are paved with gold. 
Surpassing clear and fine. 

Ah, my sweet home, Hierusalem, 

Would God I were in thee ! 

Would God my woes were at an end. 

Thy joys that I might see ! 

Thy gardens and thy gallant walks 
Continually are green ; 

There grows such sweet and pleasant flovvei^ 
As nowhere else are seen. 

Quite through the streets, with silver sound, 
The flood of Life doth flow ; 

Upon whose banks on every side 
The wood of Life doth grow. 

There trees for evermore bear fruit. 

And evermore do spring ; 

There evermore the angels sit. 

And evermore do sing. 

Our Lady sings Magnificat 

With tones surpassing sweet ; 

And all the virgins bear their part, 

Sitting about her feet. 

Hierusalem, my happy home. 

Would God I were in thee * 

\Vou!d God my woes were at an end. 

Thy joys that I might see 1 
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62, Icarus 

Robert Jones't Stcond Book o f 
Songs and Asrs^ s (a/I 

T OVE wing’d my Hopes and taught me how to fly 
^ Far from base earth, but not to mount too high : 
For true pleasure 
Lives in measure, 

Which if men forsake. 

Blinded they into folly run and grief for pleasure t^ke. 

But my vain Hopes, proud of their new-taught flight, 
Enamour’d sought to woo the sun’s fair light, 

Whose rich brightness 
Moved their lightness 
To aspire so high 

That all scorch’d and consumed witn hre now diown’d in 
woe they lie. 

And none but Love their woeful hap did rue. 

For Love did know that their desires were true ; 

Though fate frowned. 

And now drowned 
They in sorrow dwell, 

It was the purest light of heav’n for whose fair love they ft 11. 

<^ 5 . Madrigal 

Davison's Potlical Rhapsody, 

ly^Y Love in her attire doth show htr wit, 

It doth so well become her; 

For every season she hath dressings ht, 

For Winter, Spring, and Summer. 

No beauty she doth miss 
When all her robes are on : 

But Beauty’s self she is 

When all her robes aie gone. 
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(^ 4 . How can the Heart Jorget hei ? 

Davison’s Pinttcal Rha/'S(tdy, i6c.J 

AX her fair hands how have I grace entreated 
With prayers oft repeated ! 

Yet still my love is thwarted : 

Heart, let her go, for she’ll not be converted — 

Say, shall she go ? 

O no, no, no, no, no ! 

She is most fair, though she be marble -hearted. 

How often have my sighs declaied my anguish, 
Wherein I daily languish ! 

Yet still she doth procure it : 

Heart, let her go, for I can not endure it — 

Say, shall she go ? 

O no, no, no, no, no ! 

She gave the wound, and she alone must cure it. 

But shall I still a true affection owe her, 

Which prayers, sighs, tears do show her, 

And shall she still disdain me ? 

Heart, let her go, if they no grace can gain me — 
Say, shall she go ? 

O no, no, no, no, no ! 

She made me hers, and hers she will retain me. 

But if the love that hath and still dotli bum me 
No love at length return me, 

Out of my thoughts 1 ’ll set her : 

Heart, let her go, O heart 1 pray thee, let Ik r ! 
Say, shall she gc* ? 

O no, no, no, no, no ! 

Fix’d in the heart, how can the he.ut forget her:'’ 

? F. 01 IV. Du viion 
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Tears 

John Dowland's Third and t 
Book of Songt or Atrs^ i J03 

VVTEEP you no more, sad fountains j 
What need you flow so fast? 

Look how the snowy mountains 
Heaven's sun doth gently waste I 
But my Sun’s heavenly eyes 
View not your weeping. 

That now lies sleeping 
Softly, now softly lies 
Sleeping. 


Sleep is a reconciling, 

A rest that pace begets; 
Doth not the sun rise smiling 
When fair at even he sets ? 
Rest you then, rest, sad eycii 
Melt not in weeping, 
While she lies sleeping 
Softly, now softly lies 
Sleeping. 


66* Lady s Tears 

John Dow land s Third and Last 
hook of hongs or Airs, lOoj 

T SAW my Lady weep, 

^ And Sorrow proud to be advanced so 
In those fair eyes where all prfections keep. 

Her face w as full of woe ; 

But such a woe (believe me) as wins moie hearts 
Than Miith can do with her enticing parts. 
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SoiTOW was there made fair, 

And Passion wise ; Tears a delightful thing ; 
Silence beyond all speech, a wisdom rare : 

She made her sighs to sing, 

And all things with so sweet a sadness move 
As made my heart at once both grieve and love. 

O fairer than aught else 

The world can show, leave off in time to grieve ! 
Enough, enough : your joyful look excels : 

Tears kill the heart, believe. 

O strive not to be excellent in woe. 

Which only breeds your beauty’s overtlirow. 


(f7. S/j/frj y4wake ! 

Thomas Batrson’s First Stt of 
English Madri^als^ itKy4 

CISTER, awake! close not your eyes! 

The day her light discloses. 

And the bright morning doth arise 
Out of her bed of roses. 

See the clear sun, the world’s bright eye, 

In at our window peeping : 

Lo, how he blusheth to espy 
Us idle wenches sleeping ! 

Therefore awake I make haste, I say, 

And let us, without staying, 

All in our gowns of green so gay 
Into tlie Park a>maying I 
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68, T>evotion 

Captain Tobias Hume’s The First 
Part of Airs, £rc., 1605 

jpATN would I change that note 

To which fond Love hath charm’d me 
Long, long to sing by rote, 

Fancying that that harm’d me: 

Yet when this thought doth come, 

‘ Love is the perfect sum 
Of all delight,’ 

I have no other choice 
Either for pen or voice 
To sing or write. 

0 Love ! they wrong thee much 
That say thy sweet is bitter, 

When thy rich fruit is such 

As nothing can be sweeter. 

Fair house of joy and bliss, 

Where truest plea‘^ure is, 

I do adore thee : 

1 know thee what thou art, 

I serve thee with my heait. 

And fall before thee. 

6p» Since First I saw jonr Face 

Thomas Ford’s hfusicof 
Sundry Kinds, 1607 

QINCE first I saw your face I rcsohed to honour and 
^ renown ye ; 

If now I be disdained I wish my heart had neier 
known ye. 

What? 1 that lo\cd and you that liked, shall we begin to 
wi angle ? 

No, no, no, my heart is fast, and cannot disentangle. 
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If I admire or praise you too much, that fault you may 
forgive me; 

Or if my hands had stray’d but a touch, then justly might 
you leave me. 

1 ask’d you leave, you bade me love ; is *t now a time to 
chide me ? 

No, no, no, I’ll love you still what fortune e’er betide me. 

The Sun, whose beams most glorious are, rejecteth no 
beholder. 

And your sweet beauty past compare made my poor eyes 
the bolder: 

Where beauty moves and wit delights and signs of kind- 
ness bind me, 

There, O there! where’er I go I’ll leave my heart behind 
me ! 


70. There is a Ladj^ svceet and kind 

Thomas Ford’s Musteof 
Sundry KindSy 1607 

'^HERE is a Lady sweet and kind, 

^ Was never face so pleased my mind ; 

I did but see her passing by, 

And yet 1 love her till I die. 

Her gesture, motion, and her smiles, 

Her wit, her voice my heart beguiles. 

Beguiles my heart, I know not why, 

And yet I love her till I die. 

Cupid is ringed and doth range, 

Her country so my love doth change ; 

But change she earth, or change she sky, 

Yet will I love her till I die. 
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71 , Love not me for comelj grace 

John Wllbye’s Second Set of Madrigals, 1609 
T OVE not me for comely grace, 

^ For my pleasing eye or face, 

Nor for any outward part, 

No, nor for a constant heart: 

For these may fail or turn to ill, 

So thou and I shall sever: 

Keep, therefore, a true woman’s eye, 

And love me still but know not why— 

So hast thou the same reason still 
To doat upon me ever ! 

72, The Wakening 

John h\x^€% First Book of Airs, i6j3 
/^N a time the amorous Silvy 

Said to her shepherd, ‘ Sweet, how do ye ? 
Kiss me this once and then God be with ye, 

My sweetest dear ! 

Kiss me this once and then God be with ye. 

For now the morning draweth near.’ 

With that, her fairest bosom showing, 

Op’ning her lips, rich perfumes blowing. 

She said, ‘ Now kiss me and be going. 

My sweetest dear J 

Kiss me this once and then be going, 

For now the morning draweth near.’ 

With that the shepherd waked from sleeping. 

And spying where the day was peejiing, 

He said, ‘ Now take my soul in keeping, 

My sweetest dear ! 

Kiss me and take my soul in keeping. 

Since I must go, now day is near.* 
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7J. 'PhilliJa and Cori/ion 

1543 i6a6 

T N the merry month of May, 

In a morn by break of day, 

Foith I w.dk’d by the wood-side 
When as May was in liis piide : 

Tficre I spied all alone 
Plullida and Condon. 

Much ado theie was, God wot! 

He would love and she would noL 
She said, Neier man was t;ue; 

He s.iid. None was /aKe to you. 

He said, fie /lad Jou‘d iie/ lon^ ; 

She bdid. Low should h.ne no wrong. 

Condon \KOuId kiss hei then; 

She said, Maids must kiss no men 
Till they did for good and all ; 

Then she made the shepheid call 
All tlie heatens to watness tiuth 
Ne\er loved a tiuer youth. 

Thus with many a pictty oath. 

Yea and nay, and faith and tiotli, 

Such as silly shepherds use 
When they will not Love abuse, 

Love, which had been long deluded, 

Was with kisses sweet concluded; 

And Philhda, W'lth garlands gay, 

Was made the Lady of ilie May. 
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74. A Cradle Song 

Tht Arhor of A moroua 

Devices^ > 59?-4 

/^OME little babe, come silly soul, 

Thy father’s shame, thy mother’s grief, 

Born as I doubt to all our dole, 

And to thyself unhappy chief : 

Sing lullaby, and lap it warm, 

Poor soul that thinks no creature harm. 

Thou little think’st and less dost know 
The cause of this thy mrither’s moan ; 

Thou want’st the wrt to waiJ her woe, 

And I myself am all alone: 

Why dost thou weep why dost thou wail ? 

And know’st not yet what thou dost 21 J. 

Come, little wretch — ah, silly heart 1 
Mine only joy, what can I mor*e.^ 

If there be any wrong thy smart. 

That may the destinies implore: 

’Twas I, 1 say, against my will, 

I wail the time, but be thou still. 

And dost thou smile ? O, thy sweet face ! 

Would God Himself He might thee see ! — • 

No doubt thou wouldst soon purchase grace, 

I know right well, for tliee and me : 

But come to mother, babe, and play, 

For father false is Hed away. 

Sweet t>oy, if it by fortune chance 
Thy father home again to send, 
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If death do strike me with his lance, 

Yet mayst thou me to him commend : 

If any ask thy mother’s name, 

Tell how by love she purchased blame. 
Then will his gentle heart soon yield : 

I know him of a noble mind: 

Although a lion in the field, 

A lamb in town thou shalt him find : 

Ask blessing, babe, be not afraid, 

His sugar’d words hath me betray’d. 
Then mayst thou joy and be right glad ; 
Although in woe I seem to moan. 

Thy father is no rascal lad, 

A noble youth of blood and bone : 

His glancing looks, if he once smile, 
Right honest women may beguile. 

Come, little boy, and rock asleep ; 

Smg lullaby and be thou still ; 

1, that can do naught else but weep, 

Will sit by thee and wail my fill : 

God bless my babe, and lullaby 
From this thy father’s cjuahty. 


SIR WALTER RALEIGH 

The Silent Lover 

7S* I i552-i6i#> 

OASSIONS are liken’d best to floods and streams. 

The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb ; 
So, when affection yields discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 

They that are rich in words, in words discover 
That they are poor in that which makes a lover. 
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76, it 

VJ^RONG not, sweet empress of my heart. 
The merit of true passion, 

With thinking that he feels no smart. 

That sues for no compassion. 

Silence in love bewrays more woe 
Than words, though ne’er so witty : 

A beggar that is dumb, you know, 

May challenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart. 

My true, though secret passion ; 

He smarteth most that hides his smart. 

And sues for no compassion. 


77 . His Tilgr image 

G ive me my scallop-shell of quiet, 
My staff of faith to walk upon, 
My scrip of joy, immortal diet. 

My bottle of salvation. 

My gown of glory, hope’s true gage ; 
And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage. 

Blood must be my body’s balmer; 

No other balm will there be gnen ; 
Whilst my soul, like quiet palmer, 

Travelleth towards the land of heaven; 
Over the silver mountains. 

Where spring the nectar fountains; 

There will I kiss 
The bowl of bliss ; 
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And drink mine everlasting fiU 
Upon every milken hill. 

My soul will be a-dry before ; 

But, after, it will thirst no more. 

78. The Conclusion 

CVEN such is Time, that takes in trust 
^ Our youth, our joys, our all we have. 

And pays us but with earth and dust ; 

Who in the dark and silent grave, 

When we have wander’d all our ways, 

Shuts up the story of our days ; 

But from this earth, this grave, this dust, 

My God shall raise me up, I trust. 

EDMUND SPENSER 

7p. IVhdst it is prhne 

THRESH Spring, the herald of loves mighty king, 

^ In whose cote-armour richly are displayd 
All sorts of flowers, the which on earth do spring, 

In goodly colours gloriously arrriyd — 

Goe to my love, where she is carelesse layd. 

Yet in her winters bowre not well awake ; 

Tell her the joyous time wil not be staid, 

Unlesse she doe him by the forelock take; 

Bid her therefore her selfe soone ready make. 

To wayt on Love amongst his lovely crew ; 

Where every one, that misseth then her make, 

Shall be by him amearst with penance dew. 

Make hast, therefore, sweet love, whilest it is prime ; 
For none can call againe the passed time. 

79. make] mate. 
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So, A T>itty 

In praise of Eli%a^ Queen of the Shepherds 

CEE where she sits upon the grassie greene, 

^ (O seemely sight!) 

Yclad in Scarlot, like a mayden Queene, 

And ermines white ; 

Upon her head a Cremosin coronet 

With Damaske roses and Daffadillies set : 

Bay leaves betweene, 

And primroses greene, 

Embellish the sweete Violet. 

» 

Tell me, have ye scene her angelick face 
Like Phoebe fay re ? 

Her heavenly haveour, her princely grace, 

Can you well compare ? 

The Redde rose medled with the White yfere, 

In either cheeke dej)cincten lively chere ; 

Her modest eye, 

Her Ma)cstie, 

Where have you scene the like but there? 

I see Calliope speede her to the place, 

Where my Goddesse shines ; 

And after her the other Muses trace 
With their Violines. 

Bene they not Bay braunches which they do beare, 

All for Elisa in her hand to weare ^ 

So sweetely they play. 

And sing all the way, 

That it a heaven is to hcare. 
medled] mixed. yfere] together. 
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Lo, how finely the Graces can it foote 
To the Instrument: 

They dauncen deffly, and singen soote, 

In their meriment. 

Wants not a fourth^ Grace to make the daunce even ? 
Let that rowme to my Lady be yeven. 

She shal be a Grace, 

To fyll the fourth place, 

And reigne with the rest in heaven. 

Bring hether the Pincke and purple Cullambine, 

With Gelliflowrcs ; 

Bring Coronations, and Sops-in-wine 
Worne of Paramoflres : 

Strowe me the ground with Daffadowndillies, 

And Cowslips, and Kingcups, and lo\ed Lillies: 

The pretie Pawnee, 

And the Chevisaunce, 

Shall match with the fayre flowre Delice, 

Now ryse up, Elisa, decked as thou ait 
In royall aray; 

And now ye daintie Damsclls may depart 
Eche one her way. 

I feare I have troubled your troupes to longer 
Let dame Elisa thanke you for her song : 

And if you come hether 
When Damsines I gether, 

I will part them all you among. 

soote] sweet. coronations] carnations. sops-in-wine] 
pinks. pawnee] pansy. chevisaunce] wallflower. flowie 
delice] iris. 
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8h Trothalamion 

/^ALME was the day, and through the trembling ayre 
Sweete-breathing Zephyrus did softly play 
A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay 
Hot Titans beames, which then did glyster fayre; 

When I, (whom sullein care. 

Through discontent of my long fruitlesse stay 
In Princes Court, and expectation vayne 
Of idle hopes, which still doe fly away, 

Like empty shaddowes, did afflict my brayne,) 

Walkt forth to ease my payne 

Along the shoare of silver streaming Themmes ; 

Whose rutty Bancke, the which his River hemmes, 

Was paynted all with variable flowers, 

And all the meades adornd with daintie gemmes 
Fit to decke maydens bowres. 

And crowne their Paramours 

Against the Brydale day, which is not long: 

Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song. 

There, in a Meadow, by the Rivers side, 

A Flocke of Nymphes I chaunced to espy, 

All lovely Daughters of the Flood thereby. 

With goodly greenish locks, all loose untyde. 

As each had bene a Bryde ; 

And each one had a little wicker basket. 

Made of fine twigs, entiayled curiously. 

In which they gathered flowers to fill their flasket. 

And with fine Fingers cropt full feateously 
The tender stalkes on hye. 

Of every sort, which in that Meadow grew. 

They gathered some ; the Violet, pallid blew, 
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The little Dazie, that at evening closes, 

The virgin Lillie, and the Primrose trew, 

With store of vermeil Roses, 

To decke their Bridegromes posies 

Against the Brydale day, which w'as not long: 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my Song. 

With that I saw two Swannes of goodly hewe 
Come softly swimming downe along the Lee ; 

Two fairer Birds I yet did never see; 

The snow, which doth the top of Pindus strew, 

Did never whiter shew ; 

Nor Jove himselfe, when he a Swan would be, 

For love of Leda, whiter did appeare; 

Yet Leda was (they say) as white as he. 

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing neare ; 

So purely white tliey were, 

That even the gentle streame, the which them bare, 
Seem’d foule to them, and bad his billowes spare 
To wet their silken feathers, least they might 
Soyle their fayre plumes with water not so fayre, 

And marre their beauties bright. 

That shone as heavens light, 

Against their Brydale day, which was not long ; 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my Song. 

Eftsoones the Nymj>hes, which now had Flowers their fill, 
Ran all in haste to see that silver brood, 

As they came floating on the Chnstal Flood; 

Whom when they sawc, they stood amazed still, 

Their w^ondring eyes to fill ; 

Them seem'd they never saw a sight so fayre, 

Of Fowles, so lovely, that they sure did deeme 
Them heavenly borne, or to be that same payre 
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Which through the Skie draw Venus silver Teemej 
For sure they did not seeme 
To be begot of any earthly Seede, 

But rather Angels, or of Angels breede; 

Yet were they bred of Somers-heat, they say, 

In sweetest Season, when each Flower and weede 
The earth did fresh aray ; 

So fresh they seem’d as day, 

Even as their Brydale day, which was not long : 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my Song. 

Then forth they all out of their baskets drew 
Great store of Flowers, the honour of the field, 

That to the sense did fragrant odours yield, 

All which upon those goodly Birds they ihiew 
And all the Waves did stiew, 

That like old Peneus Waters they did seeme. 

When downe along by pleasant Tempes shore, 

Scattied with Flovvies, through Thessaly they stieeme, 
That they appeare, tl. rough Lillies plenteous store, 

Like a Brydes Chamber Hore. 

Two of those Nymphes, meane while, two Garlands bound 
Of freshest Flowres which in that Mead they found, 

The which presenting all in trim Array, 

Their snowie Foreheads therewithal! they crownd, 

Whirst one did sing this Lay, 

Prepar’d against that Day, 

Against their Brydale day, which was not long : 

Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till I end my Song. 

‘ Ye gentle Birdes I the worlds Fiire ornament, 

And heavens glorie, whom this happie hower 
Doth Icade unto your lovers bhsfull bower, 

Joy may you have, and gentle hearts content 
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Of your loves couplement; 

And let faire Venus, that is Queene of love, 

With her heart-quelling Sonne upon you smile, 

Whose smile, they say, hath vcrtue to remove 
All Loves dislike, and friendships faultie guile 
For ever to assoile. 

Let endlesse Peace your steadfast hearts accord, 

And blessed PJcntie wait upon your bord ; 

And let your bed with pleasures chast abound, 

That fruitfull issue may to you afford, 

Which may your foes confound. 

And make your joyes redound 

Uj)on your Brydale day, which is not long : 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softlie, till I end my Song/ 

So ended she; and all the rest around 
To her redoubled that her undersong. 

Which said their brydale daye should not be long : 

And gentle Eccho from the neighbour ground 
Their accents did resound. 

So forth those joyous Birdes did passe along, 

Adowne the Lee, that to them murmurde low, 

As he would speake, but that he lackt a tong, 

Yet did by signes his glad affection show, 

Making his stieame run slow. 

And all the foule which in his flood did dwell 
Gan flock about these twaine, that did excell 
The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend 
The lesser starres. So they, enranged well, 

Did on those two attend. 

And their best service lend 

Against their wedding day, which was not long ; 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my Song. 
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At length they all to mery London came, 

To mery London, my most kyndly Nurse, 

That to me gave this Lifes first native sourse. 

Though from another place I take my name. 

An house of auncient fame: 

There when they came, whereas those bricky towres 
The which on Themmes brode aged backe doe ryde, 
Where now the studious Lawyers have their bowers, 
There whylome wont the Templer Knights to byde, 

Till they decayd through pride : 

Next whereunto there standes a stately place, 

Where oft I gayn^d giftes and goodly grace 
Of that great Lord, which therein wont to dwell, 

Whose want too well now feeles my freendles case; 

But ah ! here fits not well 

Olde woes, but joyes, to tell 

Against the Brydale daye, which is not long : 

Sweete Themmes! runne softly, till 1 end my Song. 

Yet therein now doth lodge a noble Peer, 

Great Englands glory, and the Worlds wide wonder, 
Whose dreadfull name late through all Spaine did thunder. 
And Hercules two pillors standing neere 
Did make to quake and feare; 

Faiie branch of Honor, flower of Chevalrie ! 

Tliat fillest England with thy triumphes fame, 

Joy have thou of thy noble victorie, 

And endlesse happinesse of thine owne name 
That promiseth the same; 

That through thy prowesse, and victorious armes, 

Thy country may be freed from forraine harmes ; 

And great Elisaes glorious name may ring 
Through al the world, fil’d with thy wide Alarmes, 
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Which some brave muse may sing 
To ages following, 

Upon the Brydale day, which is not long: 

Sweete Themmes 1 runne softly till I end my Song. 

From those high Towers this noble Lord issuing, 

Like Radiant Hesper, when his golden hayre 
In th’ Ocean billowes he hath bathed fayre, 

Descended to the Rivers open vewing. 

With a gieat traine ensuing. 

Above the lest were goodly to bee seene 
Two gentle Knights of lovely face and featuie, 
Beseeming well the bower of anic Quecne, 

With gifts of wit, and ornaments of nature, 

Fit for so goodly stature, 

That like the twins of .love they seem’d in sight, 
Which decke the Bauldncke of the Heavens bright; 
They two, forth pacing to the Rivers side, 

Received those two faire Biides, their Lo^es delight; 
Which, at th’ appointed tyde. 

Each one did make his Bryde 

Against their Brydale day, which is not long : 

Sweete Themmes ! runne softly, till I end my Song. 


82, Kpithalamion 

learned sisters, which have oftentimes 
Beene to me ayding, others to adorne. 

Whom ye thought worthy of your gracefull rymes, 
That even the greatest did not greatly scorne 
To heare theyr names sung in your simple layes. 
But joyed in theyr praise ; 

And when ye list your owne mishaps to moume, 
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Which death, or love, or fortoaes wreck did rayse, 
Your string could soone to sadder tenor tume, 

And teach the woods and waters to lament 
Your dolefull dreriment: 

Now lay those sorrowful! complaints aside ; 

And, having all your heads with girlands crownd, 
Helpe me mine owne loves prayses to resound ; 

Ne let the same of any be envide : 

So Orpheus did for his owne bride ! 

So I unto my selfe alone will sing ; 

The woods shall to me an«;wcr, and my Eccho ring. 

Early, before the worlds light-giving lampe 
His golden beame upon the hils doth spred. 

Having disjierst the nights unchearefull dampe, 

Doe ye awake; and, with fresh lusty-hed, 

Go to the bowre of my belo\cd love, 

My truest turtle dove ; 

Bid her awake ; for Hymen is awake, 

And long since ready forth his maskc to move. 

With his bright Tead that flames with many a Hake, 
And many a bachelor to vvaite on him, 

In theyr ficsh garments trim. 

Bid her awake therefore, and soone her dight, 

F or lo ! the wished day is come at last, 

That shall, for all the paynes and sorrowes past, 

Pay to her usury of long delight : 

And, whylcst she doth her dight, 

Doe ye to her of joy and solace sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring. 

Bring with you all the Nymphes that you can heare 
Both of the rivers and the forrests greene, 
tead] torch. 
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And of the sea that geighbours to her nearc : 

AI with gay girlands goodly wel beseene. 

And let them also with them bring in hand 
Another gay girland 

For my fayre love, of lillyes and of roses, 

Bound truelove wize, with a blew silke riband. 

And let them make great store of bridale poses, 

And let them eeke bring store of other flowers, 

To deck the bridale bowers. 

And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread, 

For feare the stones her tender foot should wrong, 

Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along, 

And diapred lyke the discolored mead. 

Which done, doe at her chamber dore awayt, 

For she will waken strayt; 

Tlie whiles doe ye this song unto her sing, 

The woods shall to you answer, and your Eccho nng 

Ye Nymphes of Mulla, which with carefull heed 
The silver scaly trouts doe tend full well. 

And greedy pikes which use therein to feed ; 

(Those trouts and pikes all others doo excell ;) 

And ye likewise, which keepe the rushy lake, 

Where none doo fishes take ; 

Bynd up the locks the which hang scatterd light, 

And in his waters, which your mirror make. 

Behold your faces as the christall bright, 

That when you come whereas my love doth lie. 

No blemish she may spie. 

And eke, ye lightfoot mayds, which keepe the deere, 
That on the hoary mountayne used to towre ; 

And the wylde wolves, which seeke them to devout e, 
With your steele darts doo chace from comming neer; 
Be also present heere, 
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To he!j)e to decke her, and to help to sing, 

I’hat all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring. 

\^’^ake now, my love, awake ! for it is time ; 

The Rosy Morne long since left Tithones bed, 

AH ready to her silver coche to clyme; 

And Phoebus gins to shew his glorious hcd. 

Hark ! how the cheerefull birds do chaunt theyr Lues 
And carroll of Loves praise. 

The merry Larke hir mattins sings aloft; 

The Thrush replyes; the Mavis descant playes ; 

I’he Ouzcll shrills ; the Ruddock warbles soft ; 

So goodly all agree, with sw'eet consent, 

To this dayes merriment. 

Ah ! my deere love, why doe ye sleepe thus long ? 
When meeter were that ye should now awake, 

T’ awayt the comming of your joyous make. 

And hearken to the birds love-learned song, 

The deawy leaves among ! 

Nor tliey of joy and pleasancc to you sing. 

That all the w'oods them answer, and theyr eccho ring. 

My love is now' aw'ake out of her dreamcs, 

And her fayre eyes, like stars that dimmed were 
Whth darksome cloud, now shew theyr goodly beams 
More bright then Hesperus his head doth rere. 

Come now, ye damzcls, daughters of delight, 

Helpe quickly her to dight : 

But first come ye fayre homes, which were begot 
In Joves sw'cct paradice of Day and Night ; 

Which doe the seasons of the yeare allot. 

And al, that ever in this woild is fayre, 

Doe make and still repayre ; 
ruJ.loak] redbreast. 
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And ye three handmayds of the Cyprian Queene, 

The which doe still adome her beauties pride, 

Helpe to addorne my beautifullest bride : 

And, as ye her array, still throw betwecne 
Some graces to be seene; 

And, as ye use to Venus, to her sing. 

The whiles the woods shal answer, and your eccho ring. 

Now is my love all ready forth to come ; 

Let all the virgins therefore well awayt : 

And ye fresh boyes, that tend upon her groome, 
Prepare your selves ; for he is comming strayt. 

Set all your things in seemely good aray, 

Fit for so joyful) day: 

The joyiulst day that ever sunne did see. 

Faire Sun ! shew forth thy favourable ray. 

And let thy lifull heat not fervent be, 

For feare of burning her sunshyny face, 

Her b<‘auty to disgr.ice. 

O fayrest Phoebus ! father of the Muse ! 

If ever I did honour thee aright, 

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight, 

Doe not thy ser\ants simjile boone refuse ; 

But let this day, let this one day, be myne ; 

Let all the rest be thine. 

Then I thy soverayne prayses loud wil sing, 

That all the woods shal answer, and theyr eccho ring. 

Harke ! how the Minstrils gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry Musick that resounds from far, 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud, 

That well agree withouten breach or jar. 

croud] violin. 
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But, most of all, the Damzels doe delite 
When they their tymbrels smyte, 

And thereunto doe daunce and carrol sweet, 

I’hat alJ the senccs tlicy doe ravish quite ; 

The whyles the boyes run up and downe the street, 
Crying aloud with strong confusM noyce, 

As if it were one voyce. 

Hymen, io Hymen, Hymen, they do shout; 

Tliat even to the heavens theyr shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill ; 

To which the people standing all about. 

As in ajij)ro\ance, doc thereto applaud, 

And loud advaunce her laud ; 

And e\ermo)e they Hymen, Hymen sing. 

That al the woods them ansuei, and theyr eccho ring. 

Loc ! where she conies along with portly pace, 

Lyke Plioebe, from her chamber of the East, 

Arysing forth to run her mighty race. 

Clad all in white, that seemes a \irgin best. 

8o well it her beseemes, that ye would weene 
Some angell she had beene. 

Her long loose yellow locks l)ke golden wyre, 
Sjninckled with perle, and perling flowies atweene, 

Doe lyke a golden mantle her attyre ; 

And, being crowned with a girland greene, 

Seeme lyke some ma)den Queene. 

Her modest eyes, abashM to behold 
So many gazers as on lier do stare, 

U|)on the lowly ground affixed are; 

Ne dare lift up her countenance too bold. 

But blush to heate hei piayses sung so loud, 

So farre from being pioud. 
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Nathlesse doe ye still loud her prayses sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring. 

f 

Tell me, ye merchants daughters, did ye see 
So fayre a creature in your towne before ; 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 

Adornd with beautyes grace and vertues store ? 

Her goodly eyes lyke Saphyres shining bright, 

Her forehead yvory white. 

Her cheekes lyke apples which the sun hath ruddcd, 
Her lips lyke cherryes charming men to byte, 

Her brest like to a bowle of creame uncrudded, 

Her paps lyke lyllies budded. 

Her snowie necke lyke to a marble towre ; 

And all her body like a pallace fayre, 

Ascending up, with many a stately stay re. 

To honors seat and chastities sweet bow re. 

Why stand ye still ye virgins in amaze. 

Upon her so to gaze, 

Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing. 

To which the woods did answer, and your eccho ling 

But if ye saw that which no eyes can see, 

The inward beauty of her lively spright, 

Garnisht with heavenly guifts of high degree. 

Much more then would ye wonder at that ‘^iglit, 

And stand astonisht lyke to those which red 
Medusaes mazeful hed. 

There dwels sweet love, and constant chastity, 
Unspotted fayth, and comely womanhood, 

Regard of honour, and mild modesty ; 

There vertue raynes as Queene in royal throne, 

And giveth lawes alone. 

The which the base affections doe obay, 
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And yeeld theyr services unto her will ; 

Ne thought of thing uncomely ever may 
I’hereto approch to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye once scene these her celestial threasures, 

And unrevealed pleasures, 

Then would ye wonder, and her prayses sing, 

That al the woods should answer, and your echo ring. 

Open the temple gates unto my lo\e, 

Open them wide that she may enter in, 

And all the postes adorne as doth behove. 

And all the pillours deck with girlands trim, 

For to receyve this Saynt with honour dew, 

That commcth in to you. 

With trembling steps, and humble reverence, 

She commcth in, before th’ Almighties view ; 

Of her ye virgins learne obedience, 

When so ye come into those holy places, 

To humble your proud faces : 

Bring her up to th' liigh altar, that she may 
The sacred ceremonies there paitake, 

The which do endlesse matrimony make ; 

And let the roring Organs loudly play 
The praises of the Lord in lively notes ; 

The whiles, with hollow throates, 

'Fhc Chonsters the joyous Antheme sing, 

'I'hat al the woods may answere, and their eccho ring. 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 

Hearing the holy priest that to her speakes, 

And blesseth her with his two happy hands, 

How the red roses Hush up in her cheekes, 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermill stavne 
Like crimsin dyde in grayne ; 
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That even th* Angels, which continually 
About the sacred Altare doe remaine, 

Forget their senuce and about her fly, 

Ofte peeping in her face, that seems more fayre, 

The more they on it stare. 

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are governed witli goodly modesty, 

That suffers not one lookc to glaunce awry, 

Which may let in a little thought unsownd. 

Why blush ye, love, to give to me your liand, 

The pledge of all our band ! 

Sing, ye sweet Angels, Alleluya sing, 

That all the woods may answere, and your eccho ring. 

Now al is done ; bring home the bi ide againe ; 

Bring home the triumph of our victory : 

Bring home with you the glory of hei galne ; 

With joyance bring her and with jollity. 

Never had man more joyfull day then tins, 

Whom heaven would lieape with blis, 

Make feast therefore now all this hvc-long day ; 

This day for e\ei to me holy is. 

Pouie out the wine without lestraint or stay, 

Poure not by cu])S, but by the belly full, 

Poure out to all that wull. 

And sprinkle all the postcs and wals with wine, 

That they may sweat, and drunken be withall. 

Crowne ye God Bacchus with a coronall, 

And Hymen also crowne with wieathes of vine ; 

And let the Graces daunce unto the rest, 

F or they can doo it best : 

The whiles the maydens doe theyr can oil sing. 

To which the woods shall answer, and theyr eccho ring. 
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Ring ye the bels, ye yong men of the towne, 

And leave your wonted labors for this day : 

This day is holy ; doe ye write it downe, 

That ye for ever it remember may. 

This day the sunne is in his chiefest hight, 

With Barnaby the bright^ 

From whence declining daily by degrees, 

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light, 

When once the Crab behind his back he sees. 

But for this time it ill ordained was, 

To chose the longest day in all the yeare, 

And shortest night, when longest fitter weare ; 

Yet never day so long, but late would passe. 

Ring ye the bels, to make it weare away. 

And bonefiers make all day ; 

And daunce about them, and about them sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring. 

Ah ! when will this long weai-y day have end, 

And lende me leave to come unto my love ? 

How slowly do tlie houres theyr numbers spend ? 
How slowly does sad Time his feathers move? 

Hast thee, O fayiest Planet, to thy home, 

Within the Wo'^terne fome ; 

Thy tyred steedes long since have need of rest. 

Long though it be, at last I see it gioome, 

And the bright evening-star with golden creas» 
A})peare out of the Last. 

Fayre childe of beauty ! glonous lampe of love 1 
That all the host of heaven in rankes doost lead. 

And guydest lovers through the nights sad dread. 
How chearefully thou lookest from above, 

And seemst to laugh atweene thy twinkling light. 

As joying in the sight 



EDMUND SPENSER 


Of these glad many, which for joy doe sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo ring I 

Now ceasse, ye damsels, your delights fore-past; 
Enough it is that all the day was youres : 

Now day is doen, and night is nighing fast, 

Now bring the Bryde into the brydall bourcs. 

The night is come, now soon her disaray, 

And in her bed her lay ; 

Lay her in lillies and in violets, 

And silken courteins over her display. 

And odourd sheetes, and Arras coverlets. 

Behold how goodly my faire love does ly. 

In proud humility ! 

Like unto Maia, when as Jove her took 
In Tempe, lying on the flowry gras, 

Twixt sleepe and wake, after she weary was, 

With bathing in the Acidalian brooke. 

Now it is night, ye damsels may be gon. 

And leave my love alone. 

And leave likewise your former Jay to sing : 

The woods no more shall answere, nor your echo ring. 

Now welcome, night 1 thou night so long expected, 
That long dales labour doest at last defiay, 

And all my cares, which cruell Love collected, 

Hast sumd in one, and cancelled for aye : 

Spread thy broad wing over my love and me, 

That no man may us see; 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From feare of perrilf and foule horror free. 

Let no false treason seeke us to entrap. 

Nor any dread disquiet' once annoy 
The safety of our joy ; 

122 



EDMUND SPENSER 


But let the night be calme, and quietsome, 

Without tempestuous storms or sad afray : 

Lyke as when Jove with fayre Alcmena lay, 

When he begot the great Tirynthian groome : 

Or lyke as when he with thy selfe did lie 
And begot Majesty. 

And let the mayds and yong men cease to sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer nor theyr eccho ring. 

Let no lamenting cryes, nor dolefull teares, 

Be heard all night within, nor yet without ; 

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden feares, 

Brcake gentle sleepe with misconceived dout. 

Let no deluding dreames, nor dreadfull sights, 

Make sudden sad affrights ; 

Ne let house-fyres, nor lightnings helpelesse harmes, 
Ne let the Pouke, nor other evill sprights, 

Ne let mischivous witches with theyr charmes, 

Ne let hob Goblins, names whose sence we see not, 
Fray us with things that be not; 

Let not the shriech Oule nor the Storke be heard, 
Nor the night Raven, that still deadly yels; 

Nor damned ghosts, cald up with mighty spels, 

Nor griesly vultures, make us once alfeard : 

Ne let th’ unpleasant Quyre of Frogs still croking 
Make us to wish theyr choking. 

Let none of these theyr drery accents sing , 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor theyr eccho ring. 

But let stil Silence trew night-watches keejie, 

I'hat sacred Peace may in assurance rayne, 

And tymcly Sleep, when it is tyme to sleej^e, 

May poure his limbs forth on your pleasant playne ; 
The whiles an hundred little winged loves, 
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Like divers-fethered doves. 

Shall fly and flutter round about your bed, 

And in the secret cLuke, that none repioves, 

Their prety stealtltes shal worke, and snares shal spread 
To filch away sweet snatches of delight, 

Conceald through covei^ night. . / * 

Ye sonnes of Venus, play your sports at will I 
For greedy pleasure, carelesse of your toyes, 

Thinks more upon her paradise of joyes. 

Then what ye do, albe it good or ill. 

All night therefore attend your merry ])Iay, 

For it will soone be day: 

Now none doth hinder you, that say or sing ; 

Ne will the woods now answer, nor your Eccho ring. 

Who is the same, which at my window peepes ? 

Or whose is that faire face that shines so bi ight ? 

Is it not Cinthia, she that never sleepcs, 

But walkes about high hea\en al the night ? 

O! fayrest goddesse, do thou not en\y 
My love with me to spy : 

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought. 

And for a fleece of wooll, winch pri\ily 

The Latmian shepherd once unto thee brought. 

His pleasures with thee wrought. 

Therefore to us be favorable now ; 

And sith of wemens lalxiurs thou hast chaige, 

And generation goodly dost enlarge, 

Encline thy will t’etfect our wishfull vow, 

And the chast wombe informe with timely seed. 

That may our comfort breed : 

Till which we cease our ho})efull hap to sing ; 

Ne let the woods us answere, nor our Eccho ring. 
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And thou, great Juno! which with awful might 
The lawes of wedlock still dost patronize j 
And the religion of the faith first plight 
With sacred rites hast taught to solemnize ; 

And eeke for comfort often called art 
Of women in their smart ; 

Eternally bind thou this lovely band, 

And all thy blessings unto us impart. 

And thou, glad Genius ! in whose gentle hand 
The bndale bowre and geniall bed remaine, 

Without blemish or statne ; 

And the sweet pleasures of theyr loves delight 
With secret ayde doest succour and supply, 

Till they bring forth tlie fruitfull progeny ; 

Send us the timely fiuit of this same night. 

And tliou, fayrc Hebe ! and thou, Hymen free i 
Grant that it may so be. 

Til which we cease your further prayse to sing; 

Ne any woods shall answer, nor your Eccho ring. 

And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods, 

In which a thousand torches flaming blight 
Doe burne, that to us wretched earthly clods 
In dreadful darknesse lend desired light; 

And all ye powers which in the same remay ne, 

More then we men can fayne ! 

Pourc out your blessing on us plentiously, 

And luippy influence upon us raine. 

That we may raise a laige posterity. 

Which from the eaith, which tliey may long possesse 
With lasting happinesse. 

Up to you: haughty pallaces may mount; 

And, foi the gueidon of tlieyr glorious meiit, 
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May heavenly tabernacles there inherit, 

Of blessed Saints for to increase the count. 

So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this, 

And cease till then our tymely joyes to sing : 

The woods no more us answer, nor our eccho ring ! 

Son^ ! made in lieu of many ornaments^ 

With <which my love should duly have been dect, 

Which cutting off through hasty accidents^ 

Te nvould not stay your devu time to expect^ 

But promts t both to recompens ; 

Be unto her a goodly ornament^ 

And for short time an endlesse moniment, 

8^, Fro?n * T>aphnaicia* 

An Bltgy 

CHE fell away in her first ages spring, 

^ Whil’st yet her leafe was greene, and fresh her rinde. 
And whil’st her braunch fajre blossome^' fooith did bin g. 
Slie fell away against all course of kinde. 

For age to dye is right, but youth is wrong; 

She fel away like fruit blowne downe with winde. 
Weepe, Shepheard ! weepe, to nnike my undersong. 

Yet fell she not as one enforst to dye, 

Ne dyde with dread and grudging discontent. 

But as one toyld with trataile downe doth lye. 

So lay she downe, as if to sleej)e she v/ent, 

And closde her eyes with carelesse quietnesse ; 

The whiles soft death away her sjiint hent. 

And soule assoyld from sinfull fleshhnesse. 
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How happie was I when I saw her leade 
The Shepheards daughters dauncing in a i ownd : 
How trimly would she trace and softly tread 
The tender grasse, with rosie garland crownd I 
And when she list advance her heavenly voyce, 
Both Nymphes and Muses nigh she made astownd, 
And flocks and shepheards caused to rejoyce. 

But now, ye Shepheard lasses ! who shall lead 
Vour wandring troupes, or sing your virelayes ? 

Or who shall dight your bowres, sith she is derd 
That was the Lady of your holy-dayes ? 

Let now your blisse be turned into bale, 

And into plaints con\ert your joyous playts, 

And with the same fill every hill and dale. 

For I will walke this wandring pilgrimage, 
Throughout the world from one to other end, 

And in affliction wast my better age : 

My bread sliall be the anguish of my mind, 

My drink the teares wliich fro mine eyes do raine, 
My bed the ground that hardest I may finde : 

So will I wilfully increase my paine. 

Ne sleepe (the harbenger of wearie wights) 

Shall ever lodge upon mine ey-lids moie; 

Ne shall with rest refresh my fainting sprights, 

Nor failing force to former strength restore : 

But I will wake and sorrow all the night 
With Philumcne, my fortune to deplore; 

Witli Philumene, the partner of my plight. 

And e\er as I see the starres to fall. 

And under giound to goe to give tliem light 
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Which dwell in darknes, I to minde will call 
How my fair Starre (that shinde on me so bright) 
Fell sodainly and faded under ground ; 

Since wliose departure, day is turnd to night, 

And night without a Venus starre is found. 

And she, my love that was, my Saint that is, 
When she beholds from her celestiall throne 
(In which shee joyeth in eternall bhs) 

My bitter penance, will my case bcmone, 

And pitie me that living thus doo die ; 

For heavenly spirits have compassion 
On mortall men, and rue their miseiic. 

So when I ha\c with sorowe satisfide 

Th’ importune fates, which vengeance on me seekc. 

And th’ heavens with long languor pacilide, 

She, for pure pitie of my sufFeiancc meeke. 

Will send for me; for which I dayiie long: 

And will till then my jiamful jienanoe eeke. 

Weep, Shepheaidi weep, to make my undersong! 


84. Easter 

OST glorious Lord of Lyfe! that, on this da). 
Didst make Thy triumjih over death and sin ; 
And, having harrowd hell, didst bung away 
Captiiity thence captiie, us to win: 

This joyous day, deare Lord, with joy l)C“gin ; 

And grant that we, for whom thou diddest tive, 
Being with Thy deare blood ckne washt fiom sin, 
May live for ever in felicity ! 
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And that Thy love we weighing worthily, 

May likewise love Thee for the same againe ; 

And for Thy sake, that all lyke deare didst buy, 
With love may one another entcrtayne ! 

So let us love, deare Love, lyke as we ought, 

— Love is the lesson which the Lord us taught. 


JOHN LYLY 

S S'. Cards and Kisses 

> 553 - 

/^UPID and my Campaspe play’d 

At cards for kisses — Cupid paid: 

He stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows, 

Ilis mother’s doves, and team of sparrows; 
Loses them too ; then down he throws 
The coral of his lip, the rose 
Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how); 
With ttiese, the crystal of his brow, 

And then the dimple of his chin : 

AH these did my Campaspe win. 

At last he set her both his eyes — 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Lo\el has she done this for thee? 
What shall, alas! become of me? 


S6. Springs fVelcomc 

"VW/HAT bird so sings, yet so does wail ? 
O ’tis the ra\ish’d nightingale. 

she ciies, 

And still her woes at midnight rise. 

t ir) 
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S7. 


Brave prick-song! Who is’t now we hear? 

None but the lark so shrill and clear; 

Now at heaven’s gate she claps her wings, 

The morn not waking till she sings. 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat 
Poor robin redbreast tunes his note ! 

Hark how the jolly cuckoos sing 
Cuckoo / to welcome in the spring ! 

Cuckoo J to welcome in the spring I 

ANTHONY MONDAY 

Beauty Bathing 

» 553 -1631 

DEAUTY sat bathing by a spring. 

Where fairest shades did hide her ; 

The w^inds blew calm, the birds did sing, 

The cool streams ran beside her. 

My wanton thoughts enticed mine eye 
To see what was foi bidden : 

But better memory said Fic; 

So 3 am desire was chidden — 

Hey nonny nonny O I 
Hey nonny nonny ! 

Into a slumber then I fell, 

And fond imagination 

Seemed to see, but could not ttll, 

Her feature or her fa'^hion : 

But ev’n as babes in dreams do smile, 

And sometimes fall a-wee]>irig, 

So I awaked as wise that while 
As when I fell a-sleeping. 
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88, The Bargain 

1554-86 

ly^Y crue love hath my heart, and I have his, 

d-Ti- gy just exchange one for another given; 

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss. 

There never was a better bargain driven : 

My true love hath my heart, and I have his. 

His heart in me keeps him and me in one, 

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides; 

He loves my heart, for once it was his own, 

I cherish his because in me it bides : 

My true love hath my heait, and I have his. 

8g, Song 

VVTHO hath his fancy pleased 
With fruits of happy sight. 

Lei heie his eyes be raised 
On Nature’s sweetest light; 

A light which doth dissever 
And yet unite the eyts, 

A light which, dying never, 

Is cause the looker dies. 

She never dies, but lasteth 
In life of lover’s heart; 

He ever dies that wasteth 
In love his chiefest pait: 

Thus is her life still guarded 
In nevti-dving faitii ; 

Thus is Ins death rewaided, 

Since she hveij in Ins death. 
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Look then, and die I The pleasure 
Doth answer well the pain : 

Small loss of mortal treasure, 

Who may immortal gain ! 

Immortal be her graces, 

Immortal is her mind ; 

They, fit for heavenly places — 

This, heaven in it doth bind. 

But eyes these beauties see not. 

Nor sense that grace descries; 

Yet eyes depiived be not 

From sight of her fair eyes — 
Which, as of inward glory 
They are the outward seal. 

So may they live still sorry. 

Which die not in that weal. 

But w'ho hath fancies pleased 
With fruits of happy sight. 

Let here his eyes be raised 
On N<.*ture’s sweetest light ! 


F^oices at the 

T T T HO is it that^ this dark ni^htj 
r y Underntath my •windo'w pluineth . 
It is one who from thy sight 
Being, ah, exiled, disdaineth 
Every other \ulgar light. 

JVhy, alas, and are you he ^ 

lie not yet those fancies changed ? 
Dear, when you find change in me. 
Though from me you be estranged, 
Let my change to ruin be. 
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Well^ in absence this *ivill die: 

Leave to see^ and leave to wonder. 

Absence sure will help, if I 

Can learn how myself to sunder 
From what in my heart doth lie. 

But time will these thoughts remove ; 

Time d'.th work what no man knoweth. 

Time doth as the subject prove : 

With time still the affection groweth 
In the fai hful turtle-dove. 

IV hat if you new beauties see ? 

Will not they stir new affection ? 

I will think they pictures be 

(Image-hke, of saints’ perfection) 

Poorly counterfeiting thee. 

But your reason s purest tight 

Bids you leave such minds to nourish. 

Dear, do reason no such spite ! 

Never doth thy beauty flourish 
More than in my reason’s sight. 

p /. Tbilomela 

' I ''HE Nightingale, as soon as April bringeth 
Unto her rested sense a perfect waking, 

While late-bare Earth, proud of new clothing, springeth. 
Sings out her woes, a thorn her song-book making ; 
And mournfully bewailing, 

Her throat in tunes expresseth 
What grief her breast oppresseth, 

For Tereus’ force on her chaste will prevailing. 

90 leave] cease. 


<13 



SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 


0 Philomela fair, 0 take some gladness 
That here is juster cause of plaintfui sadness ! 

Thtne earth nonv springs, mine fadeth ; 

Thy thorn nvithout, my thorn my heart invadeth. 

Alas ! slie hath no other cause of anguish 

But Tereus’ love, on her by strong hand wroken ; 
Wherein she suffering, all her spirits languish, 

Full womanlike complains her will was broken 
But I, who, daily craving. 

Cannot have to content me. 

Have more cause to lament me, 

Since wanting is more woe than too much liaving, 

0 Philomela fair, 0 tale some gladness 
That here is juster cause of plaintfui sadness / 

Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth ; 

Thy thorn without, my thorn my heart invadtth- 

p2. The fhghvctif 

LJ IGHWAY, since you my chief Parnas'^us be, 

^ And that my Muse, to some ears not unsueet, 
Temjicis her woids to tram])hng hotses’ feet 
More oft than to a chambei -melody, — 

Now blessed you bear onwaid blessed nu 
To her, wdieie I my heart, safe-left, shall meet; 

My Muse and I must you of duty greet 
With thanks and wishes, wishing thankfully; 

Be you still fair, honour’d by public heed ; 

By no encroachment wrong’d, nor time forgot ; 

Nor blamed for blood, nor shamed for sinful deed % 
And that you know I envy you no lot 

Of highest wish, I wish you so much bliss, 
Hundreds of years you Stella’s feet may kiss ! 
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pj. His Lady s Cruelty 

V^^ITH how sad steps, O moon, thou climb’st the skies ! 

How silently, and with how wan a facel 
What! may it be that even in heavenly place 
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries? 

Sure, if that long-with-Iove-acquainted eyes 
Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case; 

I read it in thy looks ; thy languish’d grace 
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries. 

Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me, 

Is constant love deem’d there but wanjj:)^ wit,? ^ 

Are beauties there as proud as here they be} 

Do they above love to be loved, and yet 

Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess? 

Do they call ‘ virtue ’ there — ungratefulness ? 


P4. 


Sleep 


/^OME, Sleep; O Sleep! the certain knot of peace, 
The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe, 

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release, 

Th’ indiffeient judge between the high and low; 

With shield of proof shield me from out the prease 
Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw; 

0 make in me those ci\il wars to cease; 

1 will good tribute pay, if thou do so. 

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 

A chamber deaf to noise and blind of light, 

A rosy garland and a weary head ; 

And if these things, as being thine by right, 

Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me, 

Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see. 

^ 4 . prease] press. 
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py. Splendidis longum valedtco Nugis 

T EAVE me, O Love, which reachest but to dust, 
^ And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things! 
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust : 

Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 

Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might 
To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be; 

Which breaks the clouds and opens forth the light 
That doth both shine and give us sight to see. 

O take fast hold I let that light be thy guide 
In th^ small course which birth draws out to death, 
And think how evil becometh him to slide 
Who seeketh Heaven, and comes of heavenly breath. 
Then farewell, world ! thy uttermost I see ; 

Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me ! 

FULKE GREVILLE, LORD BROOKE 

Myra 

1554-16^8 

T WITH whose colours Myra dicss’d her head, 

; I, that ware posies of her own hand-making, 

I, that mine own name in the chimneys read 
By Myra finely wrought ere I was waking ; 

Must I look on, in hope time coming may 
With change bring back my turn again to play? 

I, that on Sunday at the church-stile found 

A garland sweet with true-love-knots in flowers, 
Which I to wear about mine arms was bound 
That each of us might know that all was ours : 
Must I lead now an idle life in wishes, 

And follow Cupid for his loaves and fishes? 

^6. chimneys] chtminies^ chimney-screens of tapestry work. 
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I, tliat did wear the ring her mother left, 

I, for whose love she gloried to be blamed, 

I, with whose eyes her eyes committed theft, 

I, who did make her blush when I was named : 
Must I lose ring, flowers, blush, theft, and go naked. 
Watching with sighs till dead love be awakM? 

Was it for this tliat I might Myra see 

Washing the water with her beauty’s white ? 

Yet would she never write her love to me. 

Thinks wit of change when thoughts are in delight 
Mad girls may safely love as they may leave ; 

No man can print a kiss : lines may deceive. 


THOMAS LODGE 

p7. Rosalinds Madrigal 

T OV'L in my bosom like a bee 
^ Doth suck his sweet: 

Now with his wings he plays with me, 
Now with his feet. 

Within mine eyes he makes his nest, 
His bed amidst my tender breast; 

My kisses are his daily feast, 

And yet he robs me of my rest: 

Ah ! wanton, will ye ? 

And if I sleep, then percheth he 
With pretty flight. 

And makes his pillow of my knee 
The livelong night. 

96. deceive] betray. 
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Strike I my lute, he tunes the string j 

He music plays if so I sing , 

He lends me every lovely thing, 

Yet cruel he my heart doth sting: 
Whist, wanton, still ye ! 

Else I with loses every day 
Will whip you hence, 

And bind you, when you long to play, 
For your offence. 

I’ll shut mine eyes to keep you in ; 

ril make you fast it for your sin ; 

I’ll count your power not worth a pin. 

— Alas ! what hereby shall I win 
If he gainsay me ? 

What if I beat the wanton boy 
With many a rod ? 

He will repay me with annoy, 

Because a god. 

Then sit thou safely on my knee; 

Then let thy bower my bosom be ; 

Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee ; 

O Cupid, so thou pity me, 

Spare not, but play thee ! 


ThiJUs 1 

Y Phillis hath the morning sun 
At first to look upon her ; 

And Phillis hath morn-waking birds 
Her risings still to honour. 

My Phillis hath prime- feather’d flowers. 
That smile when she treads on them ; 
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And Phillis hath a gallant flock, 

That leaps since she doth own them. 
But Phillis hath too hard a heart, 

Alas that she should have it ! 

It yields no mercy to desert, 

Nor giace to those that crate it. 


T bill IS 2 

T OVE guaids the roses of thy lips 
^ And flies about them like a bee ; 

If I approach he forward skips, 

And if I kiss he stingeth me. 

Love in thine eyes doth build his bower. 

And sleeps within their pretty shine ; 

And ‘f I look the boy will lower, 

And from their orbs shoot shafts divine. 

Love works thy heait within his fire. 

And m my tears doth firm the same; 

And if I tempt it will retire, 

And of my plaints doth make a game. 

Love, let me cull her choicest flowers ; 

And ])ity me, and calm her eye; 

Make soft her heart, dissolve her lowers ; 

Then will I praise thy deity. 

But if thou do not. Love, I’ll truly serve her 
In spite of thee, and by Arm faith deserve her. 
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too, Rosaline 

1 IKE to the clear in highest sphere 
^ Where all imperial glo-'v shines, 

Of selfsame colour is her hair 
Whether unfolded or in twines : 

Heigh ho, fair Rosaline ! 

Her eyes are sapphires set in snow. 
Resembling heaven by every wink ; 

The gods do fear whenas they glow. 

And I do tremble when 1 think 

Heigh ho, would she were mine » 

Her cheeks are like the blushing cloud 
That beautifies Aurora’s face, 

Or like the silver crimson shroud 

That Phoebus* smiling looks doth grace 
Heigh ho, fair Rosaline ! 

Her lips are like two budded roses 
^Vilom ranks of lilies neighbour nigh, 
Within whose bounds she balm encloses 
Apt to entice a deity : 

Heigh ho, would she were mine ! 

Her neck like to a stately tower 

Where Love himself imprison’d lies. 

To watch for glances every hour 
F rom her divine and sacred eyes : 
Heigh ho, fair Rosaline ! 

Her paps are centres of delight, 

Her breasts are orbs of heavenly frame, 
Where Nature moulds the dew of light 
To feed perfection with the same : 

Heigh ho, would she were mine I 
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With orient pearl, with ruby red, 

With marble white, with sapphire blue, 

Her body every way is fed. 

Yet soft to touch and sweet in view ; 

Heigh ho, fair Rosaline ! 

Nature herself her shape admires ; 

The gods are wounded in her sight; 

And Love forsakes his hea\enly fires 
And at her eyes his brand doth light*. 

Heigh ho, would she were mine ! 

Then muse not, Nymphs, though I bemoan 
The absence of fair Rosaline, 

Since for a fair there ’s fairer none, 

Nor for her virtues so divine : 

Heigh ho, fair Ro'^aline ! 

Heigh ho, my heart! would God that she were mine 

GEORGE PEELE 

loi. Fair and Fair 

*558 ?-97 

CEnone. T^AIR and fail, and twice so fair. 

As fair as any may be ; 

The fairest shepherd on our green, 

A love for any lady. 

Paris. Fair and fair, and twice so fair, 

As fair as any may be ; 

Thy love is fair for thee alone. 

And for no other lady. 

(Enone. My love is fair, my love is gay, 

As fresh as bin the flowers in May, 

And of my love my roundelay. 

My merry, merry, merry roundelay, 
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Concludes with Cupid’s curse, — 

‘They that do change old love for new 
Pray gods they change for worse ! ’ 
Amho Simul. They that do change old love for new, 
Pray gods they change for worse i 

G^nortf. Fair and fair, etc. 

Parts. Fair and fair, etc. 

Thy love is fair, etc. 

My lo\e can pipe, my love can sing. 

My lo\e can many a pretty tiding, 

And of his lovely piaises ring 
My meiry, meriy, meriy roundelays 
Amen to Cupid’s curse, — 

‘ They that do change,’ etc. 

Pans. Tiiey tliat do change, etc. 

Anilo. Fair and lair, etc. 

102. A Fare VO el I io Aynis 

(to quein >lizabeih) 

IJ IS golden locks Time hath to silver turn’d; 

O Time too swift, O swiftness never ceasing! 
His )Outh ’gainst time and age hath ever sjiuin’d. 

But spurn’d in vain ; youth waneth by increasing : 
Beauty, strength, youth, are floweis but fading seen; 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever gieen. 

His lielmet now shall make a hive for bees ; 

And, lovers’ sonnets turn’d to holy psalms, 

A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees, 

And feed on prayers, which are Age his alms ; 

But though from court to cottage he depart, 

His Saint is sure of his unspotted heart. 

143 



GEORGE PEELE 


And when he saddest sits in homely cell, 

He’ll teach his swains this carol for a song, — 
‘ Blest be the hearts that wish my sovereign well. 
Curst be the souls that think her any wrong.' 
Goddess, allow this aged man his right 
To be your beadsman now that was your knight. 


ROBERT GREENE 

10^, Samela 

156o-9> 

T IKE to Diana in her summer weed, 

Girt with a crimson robe of brightest dye, 
Goes fair Samela. 

Whiter than be the flocks that straggling feed 
When wash’d by Arethusa faint they lie, 

Is fair Samela. 

As fai- Aurora in her morning grey, 

Deck’d with the ruddy glister of her love 
Is fair Samela ; 

Like lovely Thetis on a calmed day 

Whenas her brightness Neptune’s fancy move. 
Shines fair Samela. 

Her tresses gold, her eyes like glassy streams, 

Her teeth are pearl, the breasts are ivory 
Of fair Samela; 

Her cheeks like rose and lily yield forth gleams; 
Her brows bright arches framed of ebony. 

Thus fair Samela 

Passeth fair Venus in her bravest hue, 

And Juno in the show of majesty 
(For she’s Samela!), 
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Pallas in wit, — all three, if you well view, 
For beauty, wit, and matchless dignity, 
Yield to Samel a. 


104, ' * Fawnia 

AH ! were she pitiful as she is fair, 

Or but as mild as she is seeming so. 

Then were my hopes gi eater than my despair, 

Then all the world were heaven, nothing woe. 

Ah ! were her heart relenting as her hand, 

That seems to melt even with the mildest touch, 
Then knew I where to seat me in a land 
Under wide heavens, but yet there is not such. 

So as she shows she seems the budding rose, 

Yet suceter far than is an earthly ffower ; 

Sovran of beauty, like the spiay she grows; 
Comjiass’d she is with thorns and canker’d flower. 
Yet were she willing to be pluck’d and worn. 

She would be gather’d, though she giew on thoin. 

Ah ! when she sings, all music else be still, 

For none must be compared to her note ; 

Ne’er breathed such glee fiom Philomela’s bill, 

Nor from the morning-singer’s swxdling thioat. 

Ah ! when she riseth from her blissful bed 
She comforts all the world as doth the sun, 

And at her sighlf the night’s foul vapoui ’s fled ; 
When she is set the gladsome day is done. 

O glorious sun, imagine me the west. 

Shine in my arms, and set thou in my breast ! 
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10^. Sephestms Lullaby 

"Vl^EEP not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 

^ When thou art old there's grief enough for thee. 
Mother's wag, pretty boy, 

Father’s sorrow, father's joy; 

When thy father first did see 
Such a boy by him and me, 

He was glad, I was woe ; 

Fortune changed made him so, 

When he left his pretty boy, 

Last his sorrow, first his joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 

When thou art old there 's grief enough for thee. 
Streaming tears that never stint. 

Like pearl-drops from a flint, 

Fell by course from his eyes, 

That one another’s place supplies ; 

Thus he grieved in every part, 

Tears of blood fell from his heart. 

When he left his pretty boy, 

Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee ; 

When thou art old there ’s grief enough for thee. 

The wanton smiled, father wept, 

Mother cried, baby leapt ; 

More he crow’d, more we cried, 

Nature could not sorrow hide : 

He must go, he must kiss 
Child and mother, baby bliss, 

For he left his pretty boy. 

Father’s sorrow, father's joy. 

Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 

When thou art old there's grief enough for thee. 
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lo6. A Summer T>ay 

1560-160Q 

PERFECT Light, which shaid away 
The darkness from the light, 

And set a ruler o’er the day, 

Another o’er the night — 

Thy glory, when the day forth flies, 

More vively doth appear 
Than at mid day unto our eyes 
The shining sun is clear. 

The shadow of the eaith anon 
Removes and diawis by, 

W hile in the East, when it is gone, 

Apjiears a clearei sky. 

Which soon perceive the little larks. 

The lapwins: and the snipe, 

And tune their songs, like Nature’s clerks, 

O'er meadow, niuir, and stripe. 

Our hemisphere is polisht clean, 

And lighten’d more and more. 

While everything is clearly seen 
W’hich seemit dim before; 

Except the glistering astres bright, 

^Vhich all the night were clear, 

Offuskit with a greater light 
No longer do ajrpear 

sha d] parted. stripe] nil. 

146 


oftuskit] darkened 



ALEXANDER HUME 


The golden globe incontinent 
Sets up his shining head, 

And o’er the earth and firmament 
Displays his beams abread. 

For joy the birds with boulden throats 
Against his visage sheen 
Take up their kindly musick notes 
In woods and gardens green. 

The dew upon the tender crops, 

Like pearlis white and round, 

Or like to melted silver drops, 
Refreshis all the ground. 

The misty reek, the clouds of rain, 
From tops of mountains skails, 

Clear are the highest hills and plain, 
The vapours take the vales. 

The ample heaven of fabrick sure 
In cleanness does surpass 
The crystal and the siher pure, 

Or clearest polisht glass. 

The time so tranquil is and still 
That nowhere shall ye find. 

Save on a high and barren hill, 

An air of peeping wind. 


All trees and simples, great and small, 

That balmy leaf do bear, 

Than they were painted on a wall 
No more they move or steir. 

boulden] sv\ ollen. sheeu^ bright. skails] clears, simplesj 
herbs. 
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Calm is the deep and purple sea. 

Yea, smoother than the sand ; 

The waves that weltering wont to be 
Are stable like the land. 

So silent is the cessile air 
That every cry and call 

The hills and dales and forest fair 
Again repeats them all. 

The flourishes and flagrant flowers, 
Through Phoebus’ fostering heat, 

Refresht with dew and silver showcis 
Cast up an odour sweet. 

The cloggit busy humming bees, 

That ne\er think to drone, 

On flowers and flourishes of trees 
Collect their liquor brown. 

The Sun, most like a speedy post 
With ardent course ascends ; 

The beauty of the heavenly host 
Up to our zenith tends. 

The burning beams down irom his face 
So fervently can beat. 

That man and beast now seek a plav.e 
To save them from the heat. 

The herds beneath some leafy tree 
Amidst the flowers they he ; 

The stable ships upon the sea 
Tend up their sails to dry. 

icssilc] yielding, ceasing. flounshesj blossoms. 
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With gilded eyes and open wings 
The cock his courage shows ; 

With claps of joy his breast he dings. 
And twenty times he crows. 

The dove with whistling wings so blue 
The winds can fast collect ; 

Her purple pens turn many a hue 
Against the sun direct- 

Now noon is went ; gone is midday. 
The heat doth slake at last ; 

The sun descends down W^est away, 
For three of clock is past. 

The rayons of the sun we see 
Diminish in their strength ; 

The shade of every tower and tree 
Fxtendit is in length. 

Great is the calm, for everywhere 
The wind is setting down ; 

The reek throws right up in the air 
From every tower and town. 

The gloming comes ; the day is spent ; 
The sun goes out of sight ; 

And painted is the Occident 
Wlch purple sanguine bright. 

Our west horizon circular 
F rom time the sun be set 

Is all with rubies, as it were. 

Or roses red o’erfiet. 
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What pleasure were to walk and see, 
Endlong a river clear, 

The perfect form of every tree 
Within the deep appear. 

O tlten it were a seemly thing. 

While all is still and calm. 

The praise of God to play and sing 
With cornet and with shalm ! 

All labourers draw home at e\cn, 

And can to other say, 

Thanks to the gracious God of heaven. 
Which sent this summer day. 

GEORGE CHAPMAN 

. Br iiiiil Song 

COME, soft rest of cares ! come, 
Come, naked Virtue’s only tire, 
Tlie reaped harvest of the light 

Bound up in sheates of sacred fire. 
Love calls to wai : 

Sighs his alarms. 

Lips his swords are, 

The field his arms. 

Come, Night, and lay thy velvet hand 
On glorious Day’s outfacing face ; 

And all thy crowned flames command 
For torches to our nuptial grace. 

Love calls to war : 

Sighs his alarms, 

Lips his swords are, 

The field his arms. 

* 5 ° 
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io8. Times go by Turns 

'^HE lopped tree in time may grow again, 

Most naked plants renew both fruit and flower 
The sorest wight may find release of pain, 

The driest soil suck in some moist’ning shower ; 
Times go by turns and chances change by course, 
From foul to fair, from better hap to worse. 

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow, 

She draws her favours to the lowest ebb; 

Her time hath equal times to come and go, 

Her loom doth weave the fine and coarsest web; 
No joy so great but runneth to an end, 

No hap so hard but may in fine amend. 

Not ahvays fall of leaf nor ever spring. 

No endless night yet not eternal day ; 

The saddest birds a season find to sing, 

The roughest storm a calm may soon allay: 

Thus with succeeding turns God tempereth all. 

That man may hope to rise, yet fear to fall. 

A chance may win tliat by mischance was lost; 
The net that holds no great, takes little fish ; 

In some things all, in all things none are crost, 
Few all they need, but none have all they wish; 
Unmeddled joys here to no man befall : 

Who least, hath some ; who most, hath never all. 
imeddled] unmixed. 
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!op. The Bf4mirig Babe 

A S I in hoary winter’s night 

Stood shivering in the snow, 

Surprised I was with sudden heat 
Which made my heart to glow ; 

And lifting up a fearful eye 
To view what fire was near, 

A pretty babe all burning bright 
Did in the air aj)pear ; 

Who, scorched with excessive heat. 

Such floods of tears did shed. 

As though His floods should quench His flames. 

Which with His tears were bred ; 

‘ Alas 1 ’ quoth He, * but newly born 
In fieiy heats I fry, 

Yet none approach to waim their hearts 
Or feel my fire but I ! 

‘ My faultless breast the furnace is ; 

The fuel, wounding thorns ; 

Lo\e is the fire, and sighs the smoke. 

The ashes, shames and scorns ; 

The fuel Justice layeth on, 

And Mercy blows the coals, 

The metal in this furnace wrought 
Arc men’s defiled souls: 

For which, as now on fire I am 
To w'ork them to their good, 

So will I melt into a bath. 

To wash them in my blood.* 

With this He vanish’d out of sight 
And swiftly shrunk away, 
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And straight I called unto mind 
That it was Christmas Day. 

HENRY CONSTABLE 

uo. On the lOeath of Sir Thilip Sidney 

1562 ’-1613? 

IVE pardon, blessM soul, to my bold cries, 

If they, importune, interrupt thy song. 

Which now with joyful notes thou sing’st among 
The angel-quiristers of th’ heavenly skies. 

Gi^c pardon eke, sweet soul, to my slow eyes, 
That since I saw thee now it is so long. 

And yet the tears that unto thee belong 
To thee as yet they did not sacrifice. 

I did not know that thou wert dead before; 

I did not feel the grief I did sustain ; 

The greater stroke astonisheth the more ; 
Astonishment takes from us sense of pain ; 

I stood amazed when others* tears begun, 

And now begin to weep when they have done. 

SAMUEL DANIEL 

III. JLove is a Sickness 

1563-1619 

T OVE is a sickness full of woes, 

^ All remedies refusing ; 

A plant that with most cutting grows, 

Most barren with best using. 

Why so ? 

More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 

If not enjoy'd, it sighing cries — 

Heigh ho ! 
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Love is a torment of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 

And Jove hath made it of a kind 

Not well, nor ftill nor fasting. 

Why so ? 

More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 

If not enjoyed, it sighing cries — 

Heigh ho ! 

//’. Ulysses and the Siren 

Siren. /^OME, worthy Greek! Ulysses, come, 
Possess these shores with me : 

The winds and seas are troublesome. 

And here we may be free. 

Here may we sit and mcw their toil 
That travail in the deep, 

And joy the day in mirth the while, 

And spend the night in sleep. 

Ulysses. Fair Nym])h. if fame or honour were 
To be attain’d with ca^e, 

Tiien would I come and rest me theie, 
And leave such toils as these. 

But here it dwells, and here must I 
With danger seek it forth ; 

To spend the time luxuriously 
Becomes not men of worth. 

Siren. Ulysses, O be not deceived 
With that unreal name ; 

This honour is a thing conceived. 

And rests on others* fame : 
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Begotten only to molest 
Our peace, and to beguile 
The best thing of our life — our rest, 
And give us up to toil. 

Ulysses. Delicious Nymph, suppose there weie 
No honour nor report, 

Yet manliness would scorn to wear 
The time in idle sport : 

For toil doth give a better touch 
To make us feel our joy, 

And ease finds tediousness as much 
As labour yields annoy. 

Stren. Then pleasure likewise seems the shore 
Whereto tends all your toil, 

Which you forgo to make it more, 

And perish oft the while. 

Who may disport them di\eisely 
Find never tedious day. 

And ease may have variety 
As well as action may. 

Uysses. But natuics of the noblest frame 
These toils and dangers please ; 

And they take comfort in the same 
As much as you in ease; 

And with the thought of actions past 
Aie rccieated still: 

Wiien Pleasure leaves a touch at last 
To show that it was ill. 

Siren. That doth Opinion only cause 
That 's out of Custom bred, 

Which makes us many other law's 
Than ever Nature did. 
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No widows wail for our delights, 

Our sports are without blood ; 

The world we see by warlike wights 
Receives more hurt than good. 

Ulysses. But yet the state of things require 
These motions of unrest : 

And these great Spirits of high desire 
Seem born to turn them best : 

To purge the mischiefs that increase 
And all good order mar : 

For oft we see a wicked peace 
To be well changed for war. 

Siren. Well, well, Ulysses, then 1 «ee 
I shall not have thee heie: 

And therefore I will come to thee. 
And take my fortune theie. 

I must be won, that cannot win. 

Yet lost were I not won ; 

For beauty hath cieated been 
T’ undo, or be undone. 

//j. Beauty, Time, ayid Love 

Sonnets 

I 

"CAIR is my Love and cruel as she’s fair; 

^ Her brow-shades frown, although her eyes arc 
Her smiles are lightning, though her pride despair, 
And her disdains are gall, her favours honey : 

A modest maid, deck’d with a blush of honour. 
Whose feet do tread green paths of youth and love 
Ihhe wonder of all eyes that look upon her, 

Sacred on earth, design’d a Saint above. 
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Chastity and Beauty, which were deadly foes, 

Live reconciled friends within her brow ; 

And had she Pity to conjoin with those, 

Then who had heard the plaints I utter now? 

For had she not been fair, and thus unkind, 

My Muse had slept, and none had known my mind. 

u 

My spotless love hovers with purest wings, 

About the temple of the proudest frame, 

Wliere blaze those lights, fairest of earthly things, 
Which clear our clouded world with brightest flame. 
My ambitious thoughts, confinM in her face, 

Affect no honour but what she can give ; 

My hoj'LS do rest in limits of her grace; 

I weigh no comfort unless she relieve. 

For she, that can my heart imparadise, 

Hold> in her fairest hand what dearest is ; 

My Fortune’s wheel’s the circle of her eyes, 

Whose lolling grace deign once a turn of bliss. 

All my life's sweet consists in her alone ; 
bo much I love the most Unloung one, 

III 

And yet I cannot reprehend the flight 
Or blame th’ attempt presuming so to soar; 

The mounting ventuie for a high delight 
Did make the honour of the fall the more. 

For who gets wealth, that puts not fiom the shore? 
Danger hath honour, gicat designs their fame; 

Gloi y doth follow, coui age goes before ; 

And though th’ event oft answeis not the same — 
bufhee that high attempts have never shame. 

The mean observer, w'hom base safety keeps. 
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Lives without honour, dies without a name, 

And in eternal darkness ever sleeps. — 

And tlierefore, Delia^ ’tis to me no blot 
To have attempted, tho* attain’d thee not. 

• 

rv 

When men shall find thy flowV, thy glory, pass, 

And thou with careful brow, sitting alone, 

Received hast this message from thy glass, 

That tells the truth and says that All is gone; 

Fresh shalt thou see m me the wounds thou mad’st, 
Though spent thy flame, in me the heat remaining ; 

I that have loved thee thus before thou fad’st — 

My faith shall wax, when thou art in thy waning. 
The world shall find this miracle in me, 

That fire can burn when all the matter ’s spent ; 

Then what my faith hath been thyself shalt see, 

And that thou wast unkind thou may’st repent. — 
Thou may’st repent tliat thou hast scorn’d my tears, 
When Winter snows upon thy sable bans. 

V 

Beauty, sweet Love, is hhe tlie morning dew, 

Whose short refiesh upon the tender gieen 
Cheeis for a time, but till the sun doth siiow, 

And straight ’tis gone as it had ne\er Ix-eu. 

Soon doth it fade that makes the faiiest lloaiish, 

Short is the glory of the blushing rose ; 

The hue which thou so carefully dost noujislj, 

Yet which at length thou must be forced to lose. 

When thou, surchaiged witli burthen of thy }ears, 

Shalt bend thy wrinkles homewaid to the earth ; 

And that, in Beauty’s Lease exjured, ap])cais 
The Date of Age, the Calends of our De..th — - 
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But ah, no more ! — this must not be foretold, 

For women grieve to think they must be old, 

VI 

I mu^t not grieve my Love, whose eyes would read 
Lines of delight, whereon her youth might smile; 
Flowers have time before they come to seed. 

And she is young, and now must sport the while. 
And sport, Sweet Maid, in season of these years, 
And learn to gatlier flowers before they wither ; 

And where the sweetest blossom first appears, 

Let Love and Youth conduct thy pleasures thither. 
Lighten forth smiles to clear the clouded air, 

And calm the tempest which my sighs do raise ; 
Pity and smiles do best become the fair ; 

Pity and smiles must only yield thee praise. 

Make me to say when all my griefs are gone, 
Happy the heart that sighed for such a one! 

VII 

Let others sing of Knights and Paladines 
In aged accents and untimely words. 

Paint shadows in imaginary lines, 

Which well the reach of their high wit records : 

But I must sing of thee, and those fair eyes 
Authentic shall my verse in time to come ; 

When yet th’ unborn shall say, Lo, nvhcre she lies S 
Whose beauty made him speaks that eUe ivas dumb! 
These are the ai cs, the trophies I elect, 

Tliat foitify thy name against old age ; 

And these thy sacred virtues mu^t protect 
Against the Daik, and Time's consuming rage. 
'Fhough th’ eiior of my youth in them appear. 
Suffice, they show I lived, and loved thee dear. 
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U^, 

'CRA bank to bank, fra wood to wood r nn," 
Ourhallit with my feeble fantasie ; 

Like til a leaf that fallis from a tree, 

Or til a reed ourblawin with the win. 

Twa gods guides me: the ane of tham is blin, 
Yea and a bairn brocht up in vanitio ; 

The next a wife ingenrit of the sea, 

And lichter nor a dauphin witli her fin. 

Unhappy is tlie man for evermair 

That tills the sand and sawis in the air; 

But twice unhappier is he, I lairn. 

That feidis in his hairt a mad desire. 

And follows on a woman throw the fre. 

Led by a blind and teachit by a baiin. 


JOSHUA SYLVESTER 

liy. Uhi(jiHe 

1563-1618 

"VyrERE I as base as is the lowly plain, 

^ And you, my Love, as high as heaven above, 
Yet should the thoughts of me, your liumble swam, 
Ascend to heaven in honour of my love. 

Were I as high as heaven above the plain, 

And you, my Love, as humble and as low 
As are the deepest bottoms of the main. 

Wheresoe’er you were, with you my love should go. 
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Weie you the earth, dear Love, and I the skies. 

My love should shine on you like to the Sun, 

And look upon you with ten thousand eyes. 

Till heaven wax’d blind, and till the world were done. 
Wheresoe’er I am, — below, or else above you — 
Wheresoe’er you are, my heart shall truly love you. 


MICHAEL DRAYTON 

n6. To His Coy Love 

>563- 1631 

T PRAY thee, leave, love me no more, 

^ Call home the heart you gave me! 

I but in vain that saint adore 
That can but will not save me. 

These poor half-kisses kill me quite — 

Was ever man thus served \ 

Amld-st an ocean of delight 
For pleasure to be starved? 

Sliow me no moie those snowy breasts 
With azure riverets branched, 

Where, whilst mine eye with plenty ''»\i;ts. 

Yet is my thirst not stanchM ; 

O Tantalus, thy pains ne’er tell ! 

By me thou art jireventcd ; 

’Tis nothing to be plagued in Hell, 

But thus in Heaven tormented. 

Clip me no more in those dear arms. 

Nor thy life’s comfort call me, 

O these are but too powerful charms, 

And do but more enthral me ! 
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But see how patient I am grown 
In all tins coil about thee: 

Come, nice thing, let my heart alone, 

1 cannot live without thee ! 

117 * The Tarthig 

O INCH there ’s no help, come let us kiss and part — 
^ Nay, I have done, you get no more of me ; 

And I am glad, yea, glad wnth all my heart, 

That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 

Shake hands for e\er, cancel all our \ows, 

And when we meet at any time again, 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 
That we one jot of former lo\e retain. 

Now at the last ga'^p of Lo^e’s latest breath, 

When, his pulse failing. Passion speechless lies, 

^Vhen Faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes, 

— Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
Fiom death to life thou might'st him yet recoter. 

llH, Sncf/a 

NT EAR U) the silver Trent 
^ SiRFNA dueileth ; 

She to w'hom Natuie lent 
All that excclieth ; 

By which the Muses late 
And the neat Gtaces 
Have for their greater state 
Taken their places; 

Twisting an anadem 

Wherewith to crown her, 

ita 
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As it belong’d to them 
Most to renown her. 

On thy hanky 
In a rank^ 

Let thy swans sing her^ 
jind with thetr music 

^Ifjng let them bring her, 
Tagus and Pactolus 
Are to thee debtor. 

Nor for their gold to us 
Are they the better ; 

Henceforth of all tlie rest 
Re thou the River 
Wh ich, as the daintiest. 

Puts them down ever. 

For as my precious one 
O’er thee doth travel. 

She to pearl paragon 
Turneth thy giavel. 

On thy bank . • • 

Our mournful Philomel, 

That rarest tuner. 

Henceforth in Aperil 

Shall wake the sooner. 

And to her shall complain 
From the thick cover. 

Redoubling every strain 
Over and over: 

For when my Love too long 
Her chamber keepeth. 

As though it suffer’d wrong. 

The Morning weepetli. 

On thy bank . . . 
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Oft have I seen the Sun, 

To do her honour. 

Fix himself at his noon 
To look upon her ; 

And hath gilt every grove. 
Every hill near her, 

With his flames from above 
Striving to cheer her ; 

And when she fiom his sight 
Hath herself turned. 

He, as it had been night. 

In clouds hath mouined. 

On thy hank • . 

The verdant meads are seen, 
When she doth view them. 
In fresh and gallant gieen 
Straight to renew them ; 
And e\ery little glass 
Broad Itself spieadeth, 

Pjoud that this bonoy lass 
Upon It treadeth : 

Nor flower is so sueet 
In this large cincture. 

But It upon her feet 

Leaveth some tincture. 

On thy hi ink . . 

The fishes in the flood. 

When she doth angle, 

For the hook strive a-good 
Them to entangle ; 

And leaping on the land. 

From the clear water. 



MICHAEL DRAYTON 


Their scales upon the sand 
Lavishly scatter; 

Therewith to pave the mould 
Whereon she passes. 

So herself to behold 
As in her glasses. 

On thy bank . , , 
W^hen she^ looks out by night. 
The stars stand gazing, 

Like comets to our sight 
Fearfully blazing ; 

As wond’ring at her eyes 
With their much brightness. 
Winch so amaze the skies. 
Dimming their lightness. 

The raging tempests are calm 
When she speaketh, 

S *ch most delightsome balm 
From her h]>s breaketh. 

On thy bank . • • 
In all our Brittany 

There *s not a fairer. 

Nor can you fit any 

Should you compare her, 

Angels her eyelids keep. 

All hearts surprising ; 

Which look whilst she doth sleep 
lake the sun’s rising: 

She alone of her kind 
Know'eth tnae measure. 

And her unmatched mind 
la heaven’s treasure. 

On thy bank . . • 
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Fair Dove and Darnven clear. 
Boast ye your beauties, 

To Trent your mistress here 
Yet pay your duties : 

My Love was higher bom 
Towards the full fountains. 

Yet she doth moorland scorn 
And the Peak mountains ; 

Nor would she none should dream 
Where she abideth. 

Humble as is the stream 
Which by hei slideth. 

On thy bank • • « 

Yet my poor rustic Muse 
Nothing can move her. 

Nor the means I can use, 

Though her true lover: 

Many a long winter’s night 
Have I waked for lier, 

Yet this my piteous plight 
Nothing can stii her. 

All thy sands, silver Trrnty 
Down to the Humber^ 

The sighs that I have sj^cnt 
Never can number. 

On thy bank^ 

In a rank^ 

JLet thy jivans sing her^ 
^nd vjtth their music 

jllong let them bring her. 
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^ A gincourt 

'CATR stood the wind for France 
^ When we our sails advance, 
Nor now to prove our chance 
Longer will tarry; 

But putting to the main, 

At Caux, the mouth of Seine, 

With all his martial train 
Landed King Harry, 

And taking many a foit, 

Furnish’d in warlike sort, 

Marcheth tow’rds Agincourt 
In happy hour ; 

Skirmishing day by day 
With those that stopp’d his way, 
Where the French gcn’ral lay 
With all his power. 

Which, in his height of piide. 

King Heniy to deride. 

His ransom to pro\ide 
Unto him sending; 

Which he neglects tlie while 
As from a nation vile. 

Yet with an angry smile 
Their fall portending. 

And turning to his men. 

Quoth our brave Flenry then, 
‘Though they to one be ten 
Be not amazed ; 
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Yet have we well begun ; 
Battles so bravely won 
Have ever to the sun 

By fame been raised. 

* And for myself (quoth he) 
This my full rest shall be : 
England ne’er mourn for me 
Nor more esteem me : 
Victor I will remain 
Or on this earth lie slain, 
Ne^er shall she sustain 

Loss to redeem me. 

‘ Poitiers and Cressy tell. 

When most their pride did swe 
Under our swords they fell : 

No less our skill is 
Than when our grandsire great. 
Claiming the regal seat. 

By many a wailike feat 

Lopp’d the French lilies.’ 

The Duke of Yqrk so dread 
Tlie e.iger % award led; 

Y'lth the main Idenry sped 
Among his henchmen. 
Exce‘>ter had the rear, 

A bra^er man not tlieie; 

O Lord, how hot they were 

On the faKe Frenchman! 

They now to fight are gone. 
Armour on armour shone, 

Drum now to drum did gro.in, 
To hear was wonder; 
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That with the cries they make 
The very earth did shake : 

Trumpet to trumpet spake, 

Thunder to thunder. 

Well it thine age became, 

O noble Erpingham, 

Which didst the signal aim 
To our hid forces ! 

When from a meadow by, 

Like a storm suddenly 
The English archery 

Stuck the French horses. 

With Spanish yew so strong, 

A ! rows a cloth-yard long 
That like to serpents stung, 

Piercing the weather ; 

None fiom his fellow starts, 

But playing manly parts. 

And like true English hearts 
Stuck close together. 

When down their bows they threw, 
And forth their bilbos drew. 

And on the French they flew, 

Not one was taidy ; 

Arms were from shoulders sent. 
Scalps to the teeth were rent, 

Down the French peasants went — 
Our men were hardy. 

This while our noble king, 

His broadswoid brandishing, 
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Down the French host did ding 
As to o’erwlielm it ; 

And many a deep wound lent. 
His arms with blood besprent. 
And many a cruel dent 
Bruised his helmet, 

Gloster, that duke so good. 

Next of the royal blood. 

For famous England stood 

\Vith his brave brother ; 
Claience, in steel so bright. 
Though but a maiden knight. 

Yet in that furious light 
Scarce such another. 

Warwick in blood did wade, 
Oxford the foe in\adc. 

And cruel slaughter made 
Still as they ran up ; 

Suffolk his axe did ply, 
Beaumont and Willoughby 
Bare them right douglitily, 

F errers and F anhopc. 

TJpon Saint Crispin's Day 
Fought was this noble fiay, 
W^hich fame did not delay 
To England to carry 
O when shall English men 
W’^ith such acts fill a pen ? 

Or England breed again 

Such a K-ing Harry? 

■JO 
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120. *ro the P^trginian 

OU brave heroic minds 
“*■ Worthy your country’s name, 
That honour still pursue ; 

Go and subdue ! 

Whilst loitering hinds 

Lurk here at home with shame. 

Biitons, you stay too long: 
Quickly aboard bestow you. 

And with a merry gale 
Swell your stretch’d sail 
With vows as strong 

As the winds that blow you. 

-» Your course securely steer, 

West and by south forth keep! 
Rocks, lee-shores, nor shoals 
When Eolus scowls 
You need not fear ; 

So absolute the deep. 

And cheerfully at sea 
Success you still entice 

To get the pearl and gold. 
And ours to hold 
Virginia., 

Earth’s only paradise. 

Where nature hath in store 
Fowl, venison, and fish. 

And the fruitfull’st soil 
Without your toil 
Three harvests more. 

All greater than your wish. 
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And the ambitious vine 

Crowns with his purple mass 
The cedar reaching high 
To kiss the sky, 

T]:ie cypress, pine, 

And useful sassafras. 

To whom the Golden Age 
Still nature's laws doth gi\ e. 

No other cares attend, 

But them to defend 
F J om winter's rage. 

That long theie doth not li\e. 

When as the luscious smell 
Of that delicious land 

Abote the seas that flows 
The clear wind throws. 

Your hearts to swell 

Approaching the dear strand ; 

In kenning of tl e shore 

^Thanks to God first gi'tn) 

O you the happiest men. 

Be frolic tlien 1 
Let cannons roar. 

Frighting the wide heaven. 

And in regions far. 

Such heroes bring ye forth 

As those from whom we came 
And plant our name 
Under that star 

Not known unto our Nortiu 
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And as there plenty grows 
Of laurel everywhere — 

Apollo’s sacred tree — 

You it may see 
A ])oet’s brows 

To crown, that may sing there. 

Tliy Voyages attend, 

Industrious Hakluyt, 

Whose reading shall inflame 
Men to seek fame, 

And much commend 
To after times thy wit. 


CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

121. Toe Tassionate Shepherd to His Lo 

1504 

/^OME live with me and be my Lo\e, 

And we wnll all the pleasures pio;c 
That hills and \ alleys, dales and fields, 

Or woods or steepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks. 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madiigals. 

And I w'ill make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand flagrant posies; 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidei’d all with lea\es of myitle. 
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A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair-lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the pu’*est gold. 

A belt of straw and ivy-buds 
With coral clasps and amber studs : 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me and be my Love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning; 

If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 


122. Her Reply 

(written by sir WALTER RALF.IGH) 

TF all the world and love weie young. 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue. 
These pretty pleasures might me mo\e 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 

But Time drives flocks from field to fold 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel bccometh dumb ; 

The rest complains of caies to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward Winter reckoning yields: 

A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's spring, but sorrow’s fall. 

»74 



(SIR WALTER RALEIGH) 


Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses. 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Soon break, soon wither — soon forgotten. 

In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds. 

Thy coral clasps and amber studs, — 

All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy Love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed, 

Had joys no date, nor age no need, 

Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Silvia 

1564-1616 

V^^HO is Silvia? What is she? 

^ That all our swains commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heaven such grace did lend her, 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair ? 

F or beauty lives with kindness : 

Love doth to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindness; 

And, being help’d, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each moital thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 

To her let us gai lands bring. 
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724 . The Blossom 

O N a day — alack the day ! — 

Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 
All unseen *gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wisii’d himself the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so I 
But, alack, my hand is sworn 
Ne’er to j)luck thee fiom thy tliojn: 
Vow, alack, for youlli unmeet ; 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet ! 

Ho not call it sin in me 
That I am forsworn for thee ; 

Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jo\e, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

Spring anci 
12S. I 

VVyHEN daisies ]»ied and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks all silver-white, 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 

Ho paint the meadows with dehglii, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo ! 
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Cuckoo, cuckoo ! — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

\\'hen shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 
AVhcn tuitlcs tread, and rooks, and daws. 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks 
cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks mairicd men; for thus sing' he, 

Cuckoo ! 

C uckoo, cuckoo ! — O woid of fear, 

Unjileasing to a married ear ! 

t 26 . // 

"^^HEN icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blow? hi? nail. 
And Tom beais logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

W hen blood is nipp’d, and w'ays be foul, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-W'hit ! 

To- who! — a merry note, 

W’^inle greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

W'lien all aloud the w'ind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parson’? saw. 

And buds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 

Wdien roasted ciabs hiss in the bow!, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-W'hit ! 

I’o-who ! — a meiry note, 

W hile greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

ut. kec’ij skim. 
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Fatrjf Farid 

127 . / 

/“^VER hill, over dale, 

^ Thorough bush, thorough brier. 
Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere, 

Swifter than the moone’s sphere; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 

T o dew her orbs u]>on the green : 
Tlie cow'slips tall her pensioners be ; 
In their gold coats sjiots you see; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours: 

I must go seek some dew-drops here. 
And hang a pearl in e^ery cowslip’s ear. 

128. it 

'SF OU spotted snakes v ith double tongue. 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ; 

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong ; 
Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel, with melody. 

Sing in our sweet lullaby j 
Lulla. luila, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby 
Never harm. 

Nor spell nor charm. 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long-Iegg*d spinners, hence! 
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Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in our sweet lullaby; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby 1 
Never harm. 

Nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

/2p. /// 

/^OME unto these yellow sands. 

And then take hands : 

Court’sied when you have, and kiss’d, — 

The wild waves whist, — 

Foot it featly here and there ; 

And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 

Hark, hark ! 

Bow, wow. 

The watch-dogs bark : 

Bow, wow. 

Hark, hark 1 I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow I 

ISO. tv 

'^Jl^HERE the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip’s bell I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily : 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 
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/JL V 

PLTLL fathom five thy Hither lies; 

Of liis bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 

Ding-dong. 

Haik ! now I hear tliem — 
Ding-dong, bell ! 

/j’. Love 

’ I 'ELL me wheie is Fancy bred. 

Or in the heart or in the head? 
How begot, iiow nourislied ? 

Reply, iej)ly. 

It is engender’d in the eyes. 

With gazing fed ; and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ling Fancy’s knell : 

I’ll begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 
A'l. Ding, dong, bell. 


/ j ^ . Svi'eet-a)ici-T veenty 

O MISTRESS mine, wheie aie you roaming? 

O, stay and hear ! jour true lo\e ’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low ; 

Til]) no further, pretty sw'ceting ; 

Jouinejs end in lovers meeting, 

H\ery wdse man’s son doth know. 
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What is love ? 'tis not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What ’s to come is still unsure : 

I n delay there lies no plenty ; 

Then come kiss me, sweet-and-twenty 1 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 


134. •Dirge 

'ME away, come away, death, 

And in sad cypies let me be laid; 

Fly away, fly away, breath; 

I am slam by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all wuth yenv, 

O prepare it ! 

My part of death, no one so true 
Did siiare it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 

On my black coffin let there be strown ; 

Not a friend, not a fnend greet 

My poor corse, where my bones shall be thrown; 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave 
To weep there 1 


/Jf. Unc^er the Greenwood Tree 

^Inncris sings 

U NDER the greenw'ood tiee, 
Who loves to lie witli me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 

1 ) 4 , cj pres] crape. 
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Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun, 

And loves to live i’ the sun, 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 
ufs replies : 

If it do come to pass 
That any man turn ass. 

Leaving his wealth and ease 
A stubborn will to please, 

Hucdame, ducdame, ducdame : 

Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he. 

An if he will come to me. 


BJovc, blow, thou l^^intcr bVinJ 

TDLOW, blow, thou winter wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 
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Heigh ho ! sing, heigh ho ! unto the green holly ; 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly 
Then heigh ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bittei sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 

Thougii thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember'd not. 

Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green holly; 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly 
Then heigh ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 


1^7. It was a Lover and his Lass 

T T was a lover and hi> lass, 

^ With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 

In the spring time, the only pietty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the sjiring. 

Between the acies of the rye, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
These pretty country folks would lie, 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When buds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

This carol they began that hour. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
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How that life was but a flower 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

And, therefore, take the present time 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

For love is ciownM with the prime 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring tune, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, dmg ; 

Sweet loveis love the spring. 

1^8. Take, O take those Lips avcay 

' I ' AKE, O take those lips away, 

That so sweetly were foiswoin; 

And those eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do mislead the mom ! 

But my kisses bring again. 

Bring again ; 

Seals of lo\e, but seal’d in vain, 

Seal’d m vain ! 

Auhacke 

"LTARK! haik! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Phoebus 'gins arise. 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliccd flowers that lies ; 

And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes : 

With everything that pretty bin, 

My lady sweet, arise I 
Arise, arise ! 
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i40. 


Fidele 

no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages ; 
Tliou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages 
Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Fear no moie the fiow'n o’ the great, 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 

T o thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Fear no more the lightning-flash. 

Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Thou hast finish’d joy and moan i 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

No exerciser harm thee ! 

Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 

Gho^'t unlaid forbear thee ! 

Nothing ill come near thee I 
Ouiet consummation have ; 

And renownM be thy grave ! 
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141. 


Brtt^al Song 

T3 OSES, their sharp spines being gone, 

Not royal in their smells alone, 

But in their hue ; 

Maiden pinks, of odour faint, 

Daisies smell-less, yet nuist quaint, 

And sweet thyme tiue; 

Primrose, fiistborn cliild of Ver; 

Merry springtime’s harbinger, 

With her bells dim ; 

Oxlip-s in their ciadles growing, 

Mangolds on death-be-ds blowing, 

Larks’-heels turn; 

All dear Nature’s children sweet 

Lie ’fore bndc and bridegioom’s feet, 

Blessing their sense ! 

Not an angel of tlie air. 

Bird melodious or bud fair, 

Be absent h.ence ’ 

Tlie crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 

The boding ravem, nor chough hoai. 

Nor chattel ing pye, 

May on our bride-house j>erch or ‘'ing, 

Or with them any discord bung, 

Bat from it fly 1 

? or John Fitts. / tr. 
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142. Dirge of the Three Sheens 

T T RNS and odours bring away ! 

Vapouis, Mghs» darken the day! 

Our dole more deadly looks than dying ; 
Balms and gums and heavy cheers. 

Sacred vials till’d with tears, 

And clamours through the wild air flying! 

Come, all sad and solemn shows. 

That are quick-eyed Pleasure’s foes! 

We convent naught else but woes. 

? or John Fletcher, 

Orpheus 

PH PUS w ith his lute made trees 
And the mountain tops that fieeze 
Bow themselves when he did sing: 

To his music plants and flowers 
Pver sprung ; a^ sun and showers 
Theic had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing tliai heard liim play, 

Even the billows ot the sea, 

Hung tlieir he ids and then lay by. 

In sweet music is buch art. 

Killing care and giief of heart 
b'all asleep, or hearing, die. 

I or John Fletcher, 
conrent' summon. 

i?7 


t4». dole] lamcutatioo. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


/ 44 . The Thoenix and the Turtle 

T ET the bird of loudest lay 

^ On the sole Arabian tiee, 

Herald sad and trumpet be, 

To wliose sound chaste wings obey. 

But thou shrieking haibinger. 

Foul precurrer of the fiend, 

Augur of the fever’s end. 

To this troop come thou not near. 

From this session interdict 
Every fowl of tyrant wing 
Save the eagle, feather’d king ; 

Keep the obsequy so strict. 

Let the priest in surplice white 
That defunctive music can, 

Be the death-di\ ining swam, 

Lest the requiem lack his right. 

And thou, treble-dated ciow, 

That thy sable gender mak'st 

With the bieath tliou gi' St and t ik’st, 

’Mongst our mourners shall thou go. 

Heic the anthem doth commence; — 
Lo\e and constancy is dead ; 

PhamiK and the turtle fled 

In a mutual flame fiom hence. 

So they loved, as lo\e in twain 
Had the essence but in one ; 

Two distincts, division none ; 

Number there in love was slain. 

can] kno'.va 

188 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 
Distance, and no space was seen 
’Twixt the turtle and his queen: 
But in them it were a wonder. 

So between them love did shine, 
That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix* sight; 
Either was the other’s mine. 

Property was thus appall’d, 

That the self was not the same ; 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither two nor one was call'd. 

Reason, in itself confounded. 

Saw division grow together; 

To themselves yet either neither; 
Sinij)Ie weie so well com|x>unded. 

That it cried, ‘How true a twain 
Seemeth this concoidant one ! 
Love hath reason, reason none 
If what parts can so remain.* 

Wliereupon it made tliis throne 
To the phoenix and the dove, 
Co-su])rcmes and stais of love. 

As choi-ub to their tragic scene. 

THKE.WOS 

T3EAUTY, truth, and rarity. 
Or ace in all simplicity. 

Here enclosed in cinders lie. 
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Death is now the phoenix* nest; 

And the turtle’s loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest. 

Leaving no posterity: 

*Twas not their inlirmity, 

It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, but cannot bej 
Beauty brag, but ’tis not she ; 

Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this um let those repair 
That are either true oi fair ; 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 

Sofiuets 

Hr- r 

QHALL I com] me thee to a Summer’s day? 

^ Thou a:t mote lovely and more temjierate : 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And Summer’s lease hath all too short a date : 
Sometime too hot the e)e of heaven ‘'limes, 

And often is his gold comjtlexion dimm’d ; 

And etcry fair from fair sometime decline'', 

Bv chance or natuie’s changing course untrimm’d ; 
But thy eternal Summer shall not fade 
Nor lose jiossession of that fair thou owest ; 

Nor shall Death brag tliou wanderest in his shade. 
When in eternal lines to time thou gi owest; 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can st*e, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
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it 

V\^HEN, in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes, 
I all alone bc-weep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf hea\en with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends possest, 
Desiring this man’s art and tiiat man’s scope, 

With wliat I most enjoy contented least ; 

Vet in these thoughts myself almost despising — 

Ha]']y 1 think on thee: and then my state, 

Like to t!ie Lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at Hea\en's gate; 

For tliy sweet lo\e rememb’red such wealth brings 
That then 1 scorn to clumge my st ite with Kings. 


747. /// 

VyrhlEN to the Sessions of sw'eet silent thought 
1 summon up rememh’-ance of things past, 

1 sjgh the lack of many a thing 1 sought, 

And with old wo<.s new' wail my dear time’s waste: 
"Fhen can I drown an e\c, unused to How, 

Fo" precious fiiend'' hid in death's datJe'^s night, 
Ard weep afresh Une’s long-since-canccH’d woc. 

And moan ih’ expense ot many a vanish’d sight: 
Tlren can 1 grieve at giievancev foregone, 

And heavily fioni woe to w'oe till o’er 
The sad account of fo’-e-lx-moaned moan, 

Wi ich I new pav as if not paid Ixfore. 

But it the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

All losses are icsioi cd and soiiows end. 
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148. tv 

^1 'HY bosom is endeared with all hearts 
^ Which I, by lacking, have supposed dead : 

And there reigns Love, and all Love’s loving parts, 
And all those friends which I thought burled. 

How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye, 

As interest of the dead ! — which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee lie. 

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live. 

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 

Who all their pilts of me to thee did give : 

— That due of many now is thine alone : 

Their images I loved I view in thee. 

And thou, all tliey, hast all the all of me. 

i4P. V 

VVTHAT is your substance, whereof are you made, 
^ That millions of strange shadows on you tend? 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 

And Nou, but one, can every shadow lend. 

Describe Adonis, and tlie counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set, 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new : 

Speak of the spring and foison of the year, 

The one doth shadow of your beauty sliow, 

The other as your bounty doth ajipcar ; 

And you in etery blessM sha})e we know. 

In all external grace you have some part, 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart, 
foison] plenty. 
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1^0 vi 

HOW much more doth beauty beauteous seem 
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give 
The Rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 

The Canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tincture of the Roses, 

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly 
When summer’s breath their masked buds discloses: 
Bat — for their virtue only is their show — 

Tltey live unwoo’d and unrespected fade, 

Die to themselves. Sweet Roses do not so ; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made. 

And so of you, beauteous and lo\ely youth, 

Wlien that sliall vade, my \eise distils your truth. 


I SI, vii 

OI'ING your slave, what should I do but tend 
^ Upon the hours and times of your desite ? 

1 }u\e no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor ^er\ices to do, till you require. 

Nor dare 1 chide the world-without-end hour 
WhiKt I, my sovereign, watch the clock foi you. 
Nor tiiiak the bitteiness of absence sour 
When you have bid your ser\ant once adieu; 

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 
Where you may be, or your atfairs supjxjse, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 
Sci\e, where you are how happy you make those! 
So tiue a fool is love, tlwt in your Will, 
Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill, 

H 
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// 2 . via 

*”1 "'HAT time of year thou may’st in me behold 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Ujxsn those boughs which shake against the cold — 
Bare ruin*d choirs where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me tliou sec’st the twilight of such day 
As after Sunset fadeth in the West, 

Which by and by black night doth take away. 

Death's second self, that seals up all in rcat. 

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire 
That on the ashes of his youth doth he, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Consumed with that which it was nouiish’d by. 

This thou peiceiv’st, which makes thy lo\e nioie stiong 
To !o\c that well which thou must leave eie long. 


ifS- tx 

'PAREWLLL! thou art too dear for my possessing 
And like enough thou know st thy estimaU ; 

Tile charier of thy worth giNes thee leleasmg , 

My bonds in thee are all deteinunale. 

Foj how do 1 hold thee but by thy granting ? 

And for tiiat nciies wheie is my destivingf 
Tlie cause of tins fair gift in me is wanting, 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 

Til) SI If thou gav’si, thy own worth then not knowing 
Of me, to w hom thou gav’st it, else mistaking ; 

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 

Comes home again, on better judgment making 
Tfius ha\e 1 had thee, as a dieaiii dodi ffaticr 
In sleep a King ; but waking, no such matter. 
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jr 

’HEN hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 
Now, v/hile the world is bent my deeds to cross. 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an after loss ; 

Ah! do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this son O'.,, 
Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe ; 

Gi\e not a windy night a rainy morrow, 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not lea\e me last. 

When other petty griefs have done their sp;:e, 

But in the onset come ; so shall I taste 
At fust the very woist of fortune’s might; 

And other strains of woe, winch now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem sol 

irr- XI 

'^HEY that have power to hurt and wall do none, 

^ That do nut do t!ie thing they most do sitow . 
Who, nuning others, are themseUes as stone, 
Uimioted, cold, and to tenijitation slow — 

They rightlv do inhent heaven’s graces. 

And husband nature’s riches fiom expe-uac ; 
riiey are the Lords and owneis of their faces, 

Others, but stewards of their excellence, 
llie summer’s Hower is to the summer sweet. 

Though to Itself it only live and d.e ; 

But if that tiowei with Rise infection meet. 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity ; 

I' or sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds; 
Lilies tlut tester smell far w'urse than weed^. 
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IS6. XU 

T T OW like a Winter hath my absence been 
^ From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen, 
What old December’s bareness eveiy where! 

And yet this time removed was summer’s time ; 

Tlie teeming Autumn, big with rich increase. 

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime 

Like widow’d wombs after their Lord’s decease: 

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit ; 

For Summer and his pleasures wait on thee. 

And, thou away, the very birds aie mute: 

Or if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheet 

That leaves look pale, dieading the Winter’s near. 


/y7. xiti 

"PROM you have I been absent in the spring, 

When proud-pied Ajml, diess’d in all his turn, 
Hath put a spirit of youth in e\er)thing, 

"^riiat heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him. 

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of diflerent flowers in odour and in hue, 

Could make me any summer's story tell. 

Or fiom their proud lap pluck them where they grew 
Nor did I wonder at the Lily’s white. 

Nor praise tlie deep vermilion in the Rose ; 

They were but sweet, but hgures of delight. 

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it Winter still, and, you away. 

As with your shadow 1 wiili these did play. 
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isS, xh 

Y love is strenj^then’d, though more weak in seemi 
I love not less, though less the show appeal ; 
That love is merchandised whose rich esteeming 
The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere. 

Our love was new, and then but in the spring, 

When I was wont to greet it with my lays ; 

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing 
And stops her }npe in growth of riper days: 

Not tliat tlie summer is less pleasant now 
Tiian when her mournful hymns did hush the night. 
But that wild music burthens every bouglv 
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 
Therefoie. like her, 1 sometime hold my tongue. 
Because I would not dull you with my song. 

/fp. XV 

me, fair friend, you never can be old; 

^ For as you were when tiist your eve I eyed. 
Such seems vo..r beauty still. Three Winters cold 
Have fiom the forests shook, th.ice Summers’ pride; 
Three beauteous springs to y<-’llow Autumn turn'd 
In process of the seasons have I seen, 

I'tiree April pei fumes in thiee hot Junes burn’d. 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand. 

Steal from his tiguie, and no pace jietceived; 

So your sweet hue. which meihinks still doth stand, 
Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived: 

For fear ot whiHi, he,ir this, thou age unbred; 

Lie you were boin w.is beauty’s summer dead 
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160. XVT 

in tlie chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wij^hts, 
And beauty making beautiful old rime 
In praise of Ladies dead and lovely Knights; 
"Fhen, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best. 

Of liand. of foot, of Jip, of eye, of brow, 

I sec their antique |>en would have exprest 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 

>0 all their praises arc but propliecies 
Of this our time, all you jnotiguring; 

And for they look’d but with divining eyes. 

They had not skill enough your woith to sjngt 
For we, which now behold these present da)''. 
Ha\e eyes to w'onder, but lack tongues to grai'C 

161, XV n 

NEVER s.ty tliat I was false of heait. 
Though ab''ence seem’d mv fame to qu<'hfy 
As easy might 1 fiom my"! If depart, 

As from mv soul, winch in thy breast doth he: 
That :s my home of lo\c; if I have r.inged. 

Like him that tra\els J leturn again, 

Tust to the time, not with the time exchangcii, 

So that myself bring w'ater for my stain. 

Never believe, though in my nature reign’d 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood. 

That it could so prepost’ rously be stain’d. 

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good: 

For nothing this wide Uniteise 1 c.ill, 

Sc.ve thou, my Rose; in it thou art my all. 
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162, xviii 

T ET me not to the marriage of true minds 
^ Admit impediments. Love is not lo\c 
Which alters wlicn it alteration finds, 

Or hentls with the remover to remove: 

O, no I it is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tcmfiests and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandVtng bark, 

Who^'C worth’s unknown, although his height he taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 

Lrne alters not with his bnef hours and week-^, 

I’ut hears it out e\en to the edge of doom: — 

If this lx; error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loted. 

x'lX 

" 1 ’H’ expense of Spirit in a waste of shame 
^ Is lust in action; and till action, lust 
Is per;u:ed, muiderous, bloody, full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, padc, cruel, not to trust; 

I n;o)’d no sooner but despised straight; 

Pa-t reason hunted ; and, no sooner had, 

Pa«t tea son hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purjKise laid to make the uker nuni : 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 

A bliss in proof, and pioved, a very woe; 

Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 

Ail this the world well knows; yet none knows well 
To sliun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 
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164. XX 

pOOR soul, the centre of my sinful earth — 

^ My sinful earth these rebel powers array — 

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth, 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay ? 

Wliy so large cost, having so short a lease, 

Host thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 

Eat up thy charge ? Is this thy body’s end ? 

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss, 

And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 

Within be fed, tv ithout be rich no more ; 

So shall tiiou feed on Death, that feeds on men ; 
And Death once dead, tiiere ’s no moie dying then 

RICHARD ROWLANDS 

16 L^nllaby 

i5^>5-t630 ? 

T T PON my lap my sovereign sits 
^ And sucks uj)on my bicast ; 

Meantime his love maintains my life 
And gives my sense her rest. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy, 

Sing lullaby, mine only joy ! 

When thou hast taken thy repast, 

Rejx)se, my babe, on me ; 

So may thy mother and thy nurse 
Thy cradle also be. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy, 

Sing lullaby, mine only joy ! 
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I grieve that duty doth not work 
All that my wishing would; 
Because I would not be to thee 
But in the best I should. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy, 
Sing lullaby, mine only joy ! 

Yet as I am, and as I may, 

I must and will be thine, 

Though all too little for thyself 
Vouchsafing to be mine. 

Sing lullaby, my little boy. 
Sing lullaby, mine only joy 1 


THOMAS NASHE 

166. Spring 

01 

S PRING, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing — 

Ci.ckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-w 00 ! 

Tfic palm and may make country houses gay, 

Lambs fiisk and play, the shepherds pipe all d^, 

And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay — 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-ue, to-\\itta-t\oo ! 

The fields bieathe sweet, the dairies kiss our teet, 

Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit, 

In tvery street these tunes our ears do greet — 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-w itta-woo ! 

Spring, the sweet Spring ! 

H 3 


201 



THOMAS NASHE 


167 • T^ime of T^esttlence 

*593 

A. HI EU, farewell earth’s bll^s I 
** ^ This world uncertain is ; 
Fond arc life’s lustful joys, 

Death proves tlieni all but toys. 
None from his darts can fly; 

1 am sick, 1 must die — 

LorJ^ hnT>e mercy on us / 

Rich men, trust not in wealth, 
Gold cannot buy you health : 
Physic himself mu^'t fade ; 

All things to end aie made ; 

Ti'lie j>lague full swift goes b. ; 

1 am sick, I must dit — 

l^orci^ hu've mercy on u: 

Ileauty is but a fiowet 
Which VI inkles \mI 1 dL\(iai ; 
lirightness falls fiom the aii ; 
(Jueens lla^e died young and fair ; 
Dust hath closed Hekn's e)(. ; 

1 am sick, 1 must die — 

Z.c/r</, ha’ve mercy on us / 


fi07 


St;ength stoops unto the gia\e, 
orms feed on Hector bra\e; 

S voids may not fight with fate; 

1 a th still holds oj>e her gate; 
Come^ cornel the bells do cry; 

1 am sick, I must die — 

L.ord^ haw mercy on us I 
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Wit with his wantonness 
Tasteth death’s bitterness ; 

Hell’s executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
Wliat vain art can reply ; 

I am sick. I must die — 

■ Lord^ have mercy on us ! 

Haste theivfore each degiee 
To welcome destiny ; 

Heaven is our heritage, 

1 ailii but a placer’s stage. 

Mount we unto the ''ky ; 
i am sick, I must die — 

L.orJ, have mercy on us ! 
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i68. Chen y-Ripe 

' I^HI RP" is a g irden in her face 

Whcic K'sts and white lilies blow; 
A hea\eriiv paiadise is that place, 

Wherein all pleasant fruits do tlow : 
I’litie clienies giov, which none m.i} 
'Pill ‘Chen\-npe’ themsehes do cry. 


Tho'>e diet lies tairl) do enclose 
Of Client |KMtI a double lOW, 

Winch when hei lo\ely laughter shows. 

They look like rose-buds fil’d with ^nov, ; 
^’et tlum nor peei nor j'riiKe can buy 
Till ‘ Cherry-iipe ’ ihemsel\e> dc* ciy. 
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Her eyes like angels watch them still ; 

Her brows like bended bows do stand, 
Threat’ning with piercing frowns to kill 
All that attempt with eye or hand 
Those sacred cherries to come nigli. 

Till ‘ Cherry-ripe * them<;elvcs do cry 

l6g. Laura, 

OOSE-CHFEK’D Laura, come; 

^ thou smoothly with thy be.mty’s 

Silent music, either otlier 
Sweetly gracing. 

Lovely forms do flow 
From concent divinely framed: 

Hea\en is music, and thy beauty’s 
Birth is heavenly. 

These dtil! notes we sing 
Discords need for helps to giace tlicm ; 

Only beauty purely loving 
Knows no discord ; 

But still moves delight. 

Like clear spiings renew'’d by flowing, 

E\er perfect, ever in them- 
selves eternal. 

Dtrjotion 

170. l 

POLLOW thy fair sun, unhappy shadow ! 
Though thou be black as night, 

And she made all of light, 

Yet follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow ' 
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Follow her, whose light thy light depriveth! 

Though here thou liv^st disgraced, 

And she in heaven is placed. 

Yet follow her whose light the world reviveth I 

Follow those pure beams, whose beauty burneth ! 
That so have scorched thee 
As thou still black must be, 

Till her kind beams thy black to brightness turaeth. 

FoDow her, while yet her glory shineth ! 

There comes a luckless night 
That will dim all her light; 

And this the black unhappy shade divineth. 

Follow still, since so thy fates ordained I 
The sun must ha\e his shade. 

Till both at once do fade, — 

Ttie sun still proved, the shadow still disdainM. 

171. it 

your saint, follow with accents sweet 1 
Haste you, sad notes, fall at her flying feet ! 

Thcie, wiapt in cloud of sorrow, pity move, 

And tell the ta\isher of my soul I peiish for her love: 
I’jut if she scorns my never-ceasing pain, 

Then bui^t with sighing in her sight, and ne’er return ag iin 

All that I sung still to her praise did tend ; 

Still she was fust, still she my songs did end; 

Yet she my love and music both doth fly, 

The music that her echo is and lieauty’s sympathy: 

Then let my notes pursue her scornlul flight ! 

It shall suffice that they were breathed and died for 1 e 
delight. 



THOMAS CAMPION 


172^ F' oh 2 scum est Tope 

VVTHEN thou mu<^t home to shades of undei ground, 
And there ariived, a new admired guest, 

The beauteous spirits do engirt thee lound. 

White lope, blithe Helen, and the rest, 

To hear the stories of thy finish’d love 

From that smooth tongue whose music hell can move; 


Then wilt thou speak of banqueting delight^, 

Of masques and revels which sweet youth did make, 
Of touineys and great challenges of knights, 

And all these tnumjihs for thy beauty’s sake : 

When thou hast told these honours done to thee. 
Then tell, O tell, how thou didst murder me ! 


/7i. Hy}nti in T raise of Xeptnue 

Neptune’s empire let us sing. 

At whose command the wavts obey; 
To whom the n\ers tribute pay, 

Down the high mountains sliding ; 
d o whom the scaly nation yields 
Homage for the crystal lields 
\Vherein thty dwell ; 

And e\ery sea-god pays a gem 
Yearly out of l.js wat’iy cell 
To deck gieat Neptune’s dn dem. 

The Tiltons dancing in a ring 
Before his palace gales do make 
The water with their echoes quake, 

Like the great tliunder sounding; 
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The sea-nymphs chant their accents shrill, 
And the sirens, taught to kill 
With their sweet voice, 

Make cvVy echoing rock reply 
Unto their gentle murmuring noise 
The praise of Neptune’s empery. 

174. fV inter Nights 

OW winter nights enlarge 
' The number of their hours. 

And clouds their storms dischaige 
Upon the aiiy towers. 

Let now the chimneys blaze 
And cups o’erflow with wine; 

Let well-tuned W'ords amaze 
With harmony divine. 

Now yellow WMxen hglus 
Shall wait on honey love, 

Whi'e )outhrul revels, ma^tpies, and courtly s’ghts 
Sleep’s leaden spells Iemo^e. 

This time doth well dispense 
With lovers’ long di'^course ; 

Much sjieech hath some defence, 

Tlumgh beauty no remorse. 

All Jo not all things well; 

Some measures comely ti ead. 

Some knotted riddles tell. 

Some j>oems smotithly read, 
riie miner h.ith his joys, 

And winter his delights; 

Thougli love and all his pleasures aie but toys, 
riiey shoiten tedious nights. 
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Integer f^itae 

'"T^HE man of life upright. 

Whose guiltless heart is free 

Fiom all dishonest deeds. 

Or thought of vanity ; 

Tlie man whose silent days 
In harmless joys are sjient, 

Whom ho|>es cannot delude. 

Nor sorrow discontent ; 

That man needs neither towers 
Nor armour for defence, 

Nor secret vaults to fly 
From thunder’s violence: 

He only can behold 

\Vith unafTrighted eyes 

The horrors of the deep 
And teirors of the skies. 

Thu^, scorning all the cares 
That fate or fortune b/ings. 

He makes the heaven his book, 
His wisdom heavenly things ; 

Good thoughts his only friends, 
His wealth a w'ell-sjient age. 

The earth his sober inn 
And cjuiet pilgrimage. 



THOMAS CAMPION 


176, 0 come (quickly ! 

^J^EVER weather-beaten sail more willing bent to shore, 
^ ' Never tirM pilgrim's limbs affected slumber more, 
Tlian my wearied sprite now longs to fly out of my 
troubled breast; 

O come quickly, sweetest Lord, and take my soul to rest 1 

Ever blooming are the joys of heaven’s high Paradise, 
Cold age deafs not there our ears nor vapour dims our eyea ; 
Glory there the sun outshines; whose beams the Blessed 
only see : 

O come quickly, glorious Lord, and raise my sprite to Thee I 


JOHN REYNOLDS 

177. A Nosegay 

1 6th Cent 

S AY, ciimson Rose and dainty Daffodil, 

With Violet blue ; 

Since you have seen the beauty of mv saint. 

And eke her view; 

Did not her sight (fair sight ! ) you lonely fill, 
With sweet delight 

Of goddess’ grace and angels’ sacred telnt 
1 n fine, most bright ? 

Say, golden Primrose, sanguine Cowslip Lir, 

With Pink most fine; 

Since you beheld the visage of my dear, 

And eyes divine ; 


777 tcuit] tint, hue. 
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Did not her ^loby front, and glistering hair, 

Witli cheeks most sweet. 

So gloiiously like damask flowers appear. 

The gods to greet ? 

Say, snow-white Lily, s})eckled Gillyflower, 

With Daisy gay ; 

Since you have viewed the Queen of my desire, 

In her array ; 

Did not her ivoiy paps, fair Venus’ bower, 

With liea\enly glee, 

A Juno’s grace, conjure you to require 
Her face to see ? 

S, V Rose, say Daffodil, and Violet blue, 

Witli Primrose fair, 

.'Slice \e ha\e seen my nymph’s sweet diinty fee 
And gcMure raie, 

Did not (blight Cowslip, blooming Pink) lui Mtw 
(White Lily) slune — 

(Ail, Gillyflower, ah Daisy!) with a g' 'ce 
Like sLirs divine? 

SIR HENRY WOTl’ON 

17 S, EliZdbttb of Bohe}Nia 

f.'jCS- if 39 

'Y^OU meaner beauties of the night, 

That poorly satisfy our eyes 
More by your numlxT than your light, 

You common people of the skies; 

What aie you when the moon shall use? 



SIR ^ENRT V OTTON 

You curious chanters of the wood, 

That warble forth Dame Nature’s lays, 
Thinking your passions understood 

By your weak accents ; what ’s your praise 
When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 

You violets that first appear. 

By your pure puiple mantles known 
I.>ike the j)ioud viigins of the year, 

As if the sj)rlng were all your own; 

What are you when the rose is blown? 

So, when my mistress shall be seen 
In form and beauty of her mind, 

Bv virtue first, then choice, a Queen, 
d^ell me, if she were not design’d 
Th’ eclipse and glory of her kind. 

77T* T he Ch.irdcter '^f a Happy Life 

r T OW hajipy IS he born and taught 
That serveth not another’s will; 

Whose armour is his honest tlurught. 

And simj'le ti uth his utmost skill! 

Whose passions not h:s musteiN aie; 

X^’hose soul is still p;eja:ed for du-ith. 

Ll^niietl unto the world by care 
Of public fiine or private breath; 

Wlio envies none that chance doth rai'?. 

Nor vice; who never understood 

blow vleejx'st wounds are given bv' pr.i.re ; 

Nor rules of state, but rules of good; 
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Who hath his life from rumours freed ; 
Whose conscience is his strong retreat; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed, 
Nor ruin make oppressors great ; 

Who God doth late and early pray 
More of His grace than gifts to lend ; 
And entertains the harmless day 
With a religious book or fiiend ; 

— This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise or fear to fall : 

Loid of himself, though not of land''. 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 


t8o. Upon the T>eath of Sir Albert 
Morton's 

T T E first deceased ; she for a little tried 

'*• ^ To h\e without him, hked it not, and died. 


SIR JOHN DAVIES 

iSl. Man 

i569-i6i6 

T KNOW my soul hath power to know all tlung*^ 
^ Yet she IS blind and ignorant in all ; 

I know I’m one of Nature’s little kings, 

Yet to the least and vilest things am thrall. 
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I know my life ’s a pain and but a span ; 

I know my sense is mock’d in everything; 
And, to conclude, I know myself a Man — 
Which is a proud and yet a wretched thirg. 


SIR ROBERT AYTON 

182. To His Forsaken Mistress 

1570-1638 

T DO confess thou’rt smooth and fair. 

And I might have gone near to love thee. 

Had I not found the slightest prayer 

That lips could move, had power to mo\« thee; 
But I can let thee now alone 
As worthy to he loved by none. 

I do confess thoa’ t sweet; yet find 
Thee such an unthntl of thy ^weels, 

Thy favours are but like the wind 
That kisseth everything it meets: 

And since thou canst with more than one, 

Thou’rt worthy to be kiss’d by none. 

The morning rose tliat untouch’d stands 

Arm’d with her btiers, how sweet she MiielK ’ 
But pluck’d and strain’d through ruder hands, 

Bier sweets no longer with her dwells: 

Bit scent and beauty both are gone. 

And leaves fail fiom her, one by one. 

Such fate eie long will thee betide 

When thou hast handled been aw hile, 
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With sere flowers to be thi own aside ; 

And I shall sigh, while some will smile, 
To see thy love to eveiy one 
Hath bi ought thee to be loved by none. 


i8^. To an I neon Stan/ One 

T LO\’EjD thee once; Ell io\e no more — 
Thine be the grief as is the blame ; 

TlK>a ait not what thou wast Ix'fore, 

What leason I should be the same ? 

He that can lo\e unloved again. 

Hath bcttcj store of love than biain: 
God send me Io\e my dtbt^ to pay, 

While until) ifts fool theii love aw a) 1 

Nothing could have my love o’eiihrc>\\n 
If thou hadst still continued mine; 

Ye.-, if thou h.idst lemain’d thy own, 

I might perchance have jet lieen thine. 

But thou thy fieedom didst recall 
Tldiat It thou iiiiglit elsewhere entlual : 
And tlicn how could I but disd an 
A ci’tivc's ca]!ti\e to uinain' 

When new dt sires Ijad conquer’d ti'ee 
Aiid changed the object of thy wilp 
It had been lethargy in me. 

Not constancy, to love tliee still. 

Yea, it had Ix'en a sm to go 
And jau^-titute atlection so; 

Since we aie taught no jiiajers ’ > Sa . 
d'o such as must to otheis piaj. 
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Yet do thou glory in thy choice — 

Thy choice of his good fortune boast ; 
Til neither grieve nor yet rejoice 

To see him gain what I have lost; 
Tile height of my disdain sliall be 
To laugh at him, to blush for thee ; 
I’o love thee still, but go no more 
A-begging at a beggai’s dooi. 


BEN JONSON 

1 6 " 4 . Hymn to 2) /ana 

1573-1^37 

Q ueen and hunuess, cha^te and fair, 

Now the sun is laid to sleep, 

Seated in thy sihei chaii. 

State Hi wonted mannei k ^ ‘ I 

HespeiU" eiitn. its th_\ lig! t. 

Goddess e\ci llently biigi t. 

Eiith, let not thy en\iOu> sia*de 
Dale Itself to intcrjHise ; 

C}ntlua’s shining 01 b wa^ nude 

Heasen to cleai when da\ did clo^e : 
liltss us tlien with wished sigiit, 

Goddes'^ extchenlK blight. 

Lay thy bow ol j>eail a[)ait. 

And thy ctysial-siuning t^ui\et ; 

Cue unto the 11) mg halt 

Spate to bieathe, how' shoit stKwer, 

Thou that mak’''t u day of night — 

Goddess excellently bright 
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'To Celia 

T^RINK to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine j 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup 
And IMl not look for wine. 

The thirst that fiom the soul doth rise 
Doth ask a drink divine ; 

But might I of .T(.>ve’s nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wrcatli, 

Not so much honouiing thee 

As gi^ing it a hope that there 
It could not wither'd be ; 

But thou theieon didst only bicathe, 

And sent'st it back to me ; 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 
Not of itself but thee ! 


i86. Simplex Aluuditiis 

OTILL to be neat, <^tlll to be die-t, 
As \ou were going to a feast ; 

Still to be powder'd, still perfumed : 
Lady, It is to be presumed, 

Though ait’s hid causes aie not found. 
All is not sweet, all i> not sound. 

Gi\e me a look, give me a face 
That makes simplicity a grace ; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free; 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me 
Tlian all th’ adulteries of art ; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heait. 



BEN JONSON 


iS 7* The Shadovo 

jCOLLOW a shadow, it stiiJ flies you; 

^ Seem to fly it, it will pursue : 

So court a mlstiess, she denies you; 

Let her alone, she will court you. 

Say, arc not women truly, then, 

Styled but tlie shadows of us men \ 

At morn and even, sliades are longest ; 

At noon they are or short or none : 

So men at weakest, they are stiongest. 

But grant us perfect, they’re not known. 

Say, are not w'omen truly, then. 

Styled but the shadows of us men ? 

The iiifNph 

S rC the Cha iot at hand heie of Lo\e, 

Wheitin my Lady rideth ! 

I ach that diaws is a swan or a dove, 

And well the car Lo\e guideth. 

As she got'?, all hearts do duty 
U nto her beauty ; 

And enamour’d do wish, so they might 
But enjoy such a sight. 

That tliey still w'cre to run by her side. 

Through swords, through seas, whither she w'ould r. 

Do but look on her eves, they do light 
All that Love's world compnseth I 
Do but look on her hair, it is bright 
As Love’s star when it riseth I 
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Do but mark, her forehead’s smoother 

Than words that soothe her; 

And from her arch’d biows such a grace 
Sheds itself thiough the face, 

As alone there triumphs to the life 

All the gain, all the good, of the elements’ stiife. 

Have you seen but a bright lily grow 
Bcfoix? Hide hands have touch’d it ? 

Have you maik'd but the fall of the snow 
Before the soil hath smutch’d it ? 

Have you felt the wool of beaver, 

Or swan’s down ever ? 

Or have smelt o’ the bud o’ the brier, 

Oi the nard in the fire ? 

Or have tasted the bag of the bee ? 

O so white, O so soft, O so sweet is she ! 

i8g, An Elegy 

I 'HOUGH beauty be the maik of piai^e, 
And youis of whom I sjng be such 
As not the woild can praise too much. 

Yet Ms your Viitue now I raise. 

A \i!tue, like allay so gone 

Tliroughoul your form as, though that mote 
And draw and conquer all men’s lo\c, 

This subjects you to love of one. 

Wherein you triumj^h yet — because 
'Tis of your flesh, and that you use 
The noblest freedom, not to choose 
Against or faith or honour’s laws, 
n’la)] alloy. 



BEN JONSON 


But who should less expect from you ? 

In whom alone Love lives again: 

By whom he is restored to men, 

And kept and bred and brought up true. 

His falling temples you have rear’d, 

The wither’d garlands ta’cn away; 

His altars kept from that decay 
That envy wish’d, and nature fear’d : 

And on them burn so chaste a flame. 

With so much loyalty’s expense, 

As Lo\e to acquit such excellence 
Is gone himself into your name. 

And you are he — the deity 

To whom all lovers are design’d 
i hat would their Utter objects hnd ; 

Among which faithful troop am I — 

Who as an off’ring at \our shrine 

Hate ''ung this hymn, and here entreat 
One spark of your dinner heat 
I'o light ujxrn a love ol mine. 

\^’hlch If It kindle not, but scant 
ApjH’.'ir. and that to shuitest \icw; 

Yet give me lea\e to adore in \ou 
What I in her am grieved to want ! 

I go, A Fa reive! I to the 

T^ALvSE world, good night! since thou hast br'^’ ght 
* 'Bhat hour u{>on my mom of age; 

Henceforth 1 quit thee trom my thought. 

My part is ended on thy suge. 
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Vcs, threaten, do. Alas ! I fear 
As little as I hope from thee : 

I know thou canst not show nor bear 
More hatred than thou hast to me. 

Mv tender, first, and simple years 
Thou didst abuse and tlien betray ; 

Since stii’d’st up jealousies and fears. 
When all the causes were away. 

Then in a soil hast planted me 

Wheie breathe the basest of tliy fool^s 

Wlieie en\ious arts professed be. 

And pride and ignorance tlie scliools ; 

Wiiere nothing is examined, weigh’d. 

But as *tis rumour’d, so beliexed ; 

Wiiere ever)’^ freedom is betray’d, 

And e\ery goodness tax’d or grie\ed. 

But wliat we’re born for, we mu-st bear ; 
Out frail condition it is such 

Tiiat \\hat to all may hapjjen here. 

If ’t chance to me, 1 must not giTitch 

Else 1 mv state should much mistake 
To haibour a divided thought 

Fiom all my kind — that, for my sake, 
There should a miracle be wi ought. 

No. I do know that I wa*^ boi n 

To age, misfortune, sickness, giief; 

But I will bear these with that scorn 
As shall not need thy false relief. 





BEN JONSON 


Nor for my peace will I go far, 

As wanderers do, that still do roam ; 
But make my strengths, such as they are, 
Here in my bosom, and at home. 


!pi. 


The Noble Balm 


UIGH-SPIRITED friend, 

I send nor balms nor cor'sives to your wound 
Your fate hath found 
A gentler and more agile hand to tend 
The cure of that which is but corporal; 

And doubtful days, which were named critical, 

Ha\e made their fairest flight 
And now are out of sight. 

Vet doth some whole'«ome physic for the "nnd 
Wrapp’d in this paper he, 

^^’illc.h in the taking if you misapply, 

You are unkind. 


Yi>ur covetous hand, 

Happy in that fair honour it hath gainM, 

Must now be rein’d. 

"i'rue valour doth her own renown command 
In one full action; nor have vou now moie 
’i’o do, than be a husband or that stoie. 

Think but how dear )OU boaglit 
This fame which jou have caught ; 
h\.^h thoughts will make )Ou more in love with tn 
’Tis wisdom, and that high, 
rt>r men to use their foitune leverentiy, 

Even in youth. 
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Epitaphs 

/ 

igz. On Elrza/cth E //. 

V\/7^0ULDST thou hea» wliat Man can bay 
In a little ? Reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much Beauty as could die ; 

Winch in life did liaiboui give 
To more Viitue than dtith Ine. 

It at all she had a tank, 

Led\c it buried in tins vault. 

One name was Elt^uhrth^ 

The other, let it sleep wltli death : 

I'lttei, where it died, to tell 
Than that it h\ed at all. Faiewell. 

/V 

/pj. On SaJuthitl Tavy 

A child of Quan KlrcalntH s Chjpd 
VyTLkP Ulth me, all \ou that lead 
Tlii'> little stoiy; 

And know, foi whom a tear you shi.d 
Death's Self IS sony. 

'Tvas a child th.it so did thrite 
In grace and katuie, 

As Hea\en and Natuie seem’d to stii\e 
\'*dncli own’d the cieatuie. 

^"e..is he number’d scaice thirteen 
When Fates turn’d cru- h 
Yet three fill’d zodiacs had i.c Ixca 
The stage’s jewel; 
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And did act (what now we moan) 

Old men so duly, 

As sooth the Parcae thought him one. 
He play'd so truly. 

So, by error, to hts fate 
They all consented ; 

Bat, viewing him since, alas, too late ! 

They have repented ; 

And have sought, to give new birth, 

In baths to steep him; 

Bat, being so much too good for eaith, 
• Heaven vows to keep him. 


/p4, A Tart oj an Ode 

to thf Immortal Memory and Friendship of that nolle pair. 
Sir Lucius Cary and Sir H. M orison. 

T T is not growing like a tree 
^ In bulk, doth make man better be; 

Oi ''tariding long an oak, thite hundred year, 

To tall a log at last, dry, bald, and seie: 

A liK of a day 
Is fairer far in May, 

Although It fall and die that night; 

It was the plant and iiowei or light. 

In ^mall propoitiuns we just beauties see; 

And m ''hoit nieasuHS, lite may J'eit^ct be. 

C all, noble Autiuj, then for wine, 

And let thy looks with gladness shine : 

A i.ept this gailand, plant it on thy he.rd, 

And think — nay, know — thy A/orison 's not dead. 
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He Icap’d the present age, 

Possest with holy rage 
To see that bright eternal Day 
Of which we Priests and Poets say 
Such truths as we expect for happy men ; 

And there lie lives with memory — and Bm 

Jonson ; who sung this of him, eie he went 
Himself to rest, 

Or tast a part of that full joy he meant 
To have exprest 
In this blight Asterism 
Where it were friendsliip’s schism — 

Were not his Luctus long with us to tariy — 

To sepal ate these twy 
Lights, the Dioscuri, 

And keep the one half from his Harry. 

But fate doth so alternate the design, 

Whilst that in Heav’n, this light on earth must shine. 

And shine as you exalted are ' 

Two names of fiiendship, but one star: 

Of hearts the union : and those not by chance 
Made, or indentuie, or leased out to ad\ance 
The piofits for a time. 

No pleasures \ain did chime 
Of rimes or riots at your feasts, 

Orgies of drink or feign’d protests ; 

But simjile love of gieatness and of good, 

That knits brave minds and manners moie than bleed. 

This made you first to know the IV hy 
You liked, then after, to apply 
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That Jiking, and approach so one the t’other 
Till either grew a portion of the other: 

Each styled by his end 
The copy of his friend. 

You lived to be the great surnames 
And titles by which all made claims 
Unto the Virtue — nothing perfect done 
But as a CART or a MORISON. 

And such the force the fair example had 
As they that saw 

The good, and durst not practise it, were glad 
That such a law 
Was left yet to mankind. 

Where they might read and find 
I'KIFNDSHIP indeed was written, not in w'O’ds, 
And with the heart, not pen, 

Of two so early men, 

Whose lines her rules were and recoids: 

Wlio, ere the first down bloomed on t!ie efun. 
Had soss’d these fruits, and got the Lar'.est m. 


JOHN DONNE 

"Ddfhyeuk 

* 573'* 6 

C TAY, O sweet, and do not rise I 

Tlie light that shines comes fiom t’^nv. 

Tlie day bleaks not: it is my heart, 

Because that )0u and I must part. 

Stay ! or else my joys will die 
And perish in tlieir infancy. 
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tg6. 


Sofig 

O and catch a falling star, 

Get with child a mandrake rotyt, 
Tell me where all past years are, 

Or who cleft the Devil’s foot; 

Te,ach me to hear mermaids singing, 

Or to keep off envy^s stinging. 

And find 
What wind 

Serves to advance an honest mind. 

If thou be’st born to strange sights. 
Things invisible go see. 

Ride ten thousand days and nights 
Till Age snow white hairs on thee; 
Thou, when thou retuin’st, wilt tell me 
All strange wonders that befell thee, 

And swear 
No where 

Li\es a woman true and fair. 

If thou find^st one, let me know; 

Such a pilgrimage were sweet. 

Yet do not; I would not go, 

Though at next door we might meet. 
Though she w'ere true wlxm you met her, 
And last till you write your letter, 

Yet she 
Will be 

False, ere I come, to two or thiee. 
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Jp7. 

That Time and Absence proves 
Rather helps than hurts to loves 

ABSENCE, hear thou my protestation 
Against thy strength, 

Distance and length : 

Do what thou canst for alteration, 

For hearts of truest mettle 

Absence doth join and Time doth settle. 

Who loves a mistress of such quality, 

His mind hath found 
Affection’s ground 

Beyond time, place, and all mortality. 

To hearts that cannot vary 
Absence is present. Time doth tarry. 

My senses yi'ant their outwaid motion 
Which now within 
Reason doth win. 

Redoubled by her secret notion ; 

Like rich men that take pleasure 
In hiding more than handling treasure. 

By Absence this good means I gam. 

That I can catch her 
Where none can watch her, 

In some close corner of my biain: 

Tlieie 1 embrace and kiss lier. 

And so enjoy her and none miss her. 
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igS. The Ecstasy 

VJ^HERE, like a pillow on a bed, 

A pregnant bank swell’d up, lo i ( "t 

The violet’s reclining head, 

Sat we two, one another’s best. 

Our hands were firmly cemented 

By a fast balm which thence did s}>!ing; 

Oar eye-beams twisted, and did thread 
Our eyes upon one double string. 

So to engraft our hands, as yet 

Was all the means to make us one ; 

And jiictures in our eyes to get 
Was all our prop.igation. 

As ’twixt two equal ainiies Fate 
Susjx?nds unceiiain victory, 

0..r souls — whicli to advance their state 
^^’^ere gone out — hung ’twjxt her and me 

An ! whilst our souls negotiate there, 
e like sej>ulchial statues luy ; 

Ail day the same our posture^ wtie. 

And we said nothing, ail the day. 

/pp. The Tredjn 

D ear io\e, tor nothing lesb than thee 

Would I have bioke this hajqiy dieai i . 
It was a theme 

For reason, much too strong for fantasy. 
Therefore tljou w^ked’st me wisel)' ; yet 
My dream thou biuk’st not, but continut. d’st it 
a.H 
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Thou art so true that thoughts of thee suffice 
To make dreams truths and fables histones; 

I'lntcr these arms, for since thou thought*st it best 
Not to dream all my dream, let ’s act the rest. 

As lightning, or a tajtcr’s light, 

’riiinc eyes, and not thy noise, waked me; 

Yet I thought thee — 

For thou lov’st truth— an angel, at first sight; 

P)Ut when I saw thou saw’st my heart. 

And knew'st my thoughts beyond an angel's art, 

When thou knew’st what I dieamt, when thou knew'stwhen 
FNccss of joy would wake me, and cani'st th' n, 

I must confess it could not choose but he 
Profane to think thee anything but thee. 

Coming and staying show’d thee thee. 
r>i!t rising makes me doubt that now 
Thou art not thou. 

That Love is weak w'here Fear’s as stiong as he; 

"Fis not all sjiint pure and brave 
If mixture it of Fear, Shame, Honour have. 

Pei chance as torches, which mu«t ready be. 

Men light and put out, so thou deal'st with me. 

Thou cani’st to kindle, go’st to come : then I 
Will dream that hope again, but eLc would die. 


200, The Funeral 

Vi/7HOEV}'R comes to shroud me, do not h'>rm 
^ Nor question much 
Fhat subtle wieath of hair about mine arm; 

I’he mystery, the sign you must not touch, 
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For *tis my outward soul, 

Viceroy to that which, unto heav’n being gone. 

Will leave this to control 

And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution. 

For if tiie sinewy thread my brain lets Fill 
Thiough every part 

Can tie those parts, and make me one of all ; 

Those hairs, which upward grew, and stiengtli and art 
Have from a better brain, 

Can better do ’t : except she meant that I 
By this should know my pain, 

As piisoners then are manacled, when they’re condemn’d to die. 

Whatc'er she nieant by ’t, bury it with me, 

For since I am 

Lou's maityr, it might breed idolatry 
If into other hands these rchques came. 

As ’twas humility 

T’ affoid to it all that a soul can do. 

So ’tis some bravery 

That, since you would hate none of me, I bury some of you. 


201, A Hyniyi to God the Father 


VyriLT Tliou foiglve that sin where 1 begun, 

Which was my sin, though it were done before ? 
Wilt Thou forgive that sin through which I run. 

And do run still, though still I do deplore ? 

When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done; 

For I have more. 
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Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I have won 
Others to sin, and made my sins their door r 
Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I did shun 
A year or two, but wallow’d in a score ? 

When Thou hast done, Tiiou hast not done; 

For I have more. 

I have a sin of fear, that \/hen I’ve sputt 
My last thread, I shall perish on the shore; 
But swear by Thyself that at my death Thy Son 
Shall shine as He shines now and heretofore ; 
And haMng done that, Thou hast done; 

I fear no more. 


202, Death 

I^FATH, be not pioud, though some have called the? 
^ Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so : 

For those whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow 
Die nor, poor Death ; nor yet canst thou kill me. 

Fiom Rest and Sleep, which but thy picture be. 

Much plea-^ure, then from thee much more must flow ; 
And soonest our best men with thee do go— 

Rest of their bones and souls’ delivery ! 

Thou’it slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell ; 

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well 
And bt'tter than thy stroke. Why swell'st thou then ’ 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 

And Death shall be no mere: Death, thou shah die! 



RICHARD BARNEFIELD 
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Thtlomel 


1574-16*7 


AS it fell upon a day 

In the merry month of May, 
Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made, 

Beasts did leap and birds d;d sing, 

Trees did grow and plants did spring; 
Everything did banish moan 
Save the Nightingale alone: 

She, poor biid, as all forlorn 
Lean’d lier breast up-till a thorn, 

And there sung the dolcfull’st ditty, 

That to hear it was great pity. 

Fie^ fie^ Jie J now would she a y ; 

Tereu, Tereu ! by and by ; 

That to hear her so complain 
Scaice I could from tears refrain; 

For her griefs so lively shown 
Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah 1 thought I, thou mourn’st in vain. 
None takes pity on thy j>ain : 

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee. 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee . 
King Pandion he is dead, 

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead ; 

All thy fellow birds do sing 
Careless of thy sorrowing ; 

Even so, poor bird, like thct. 

None alive will pity me. 
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204. Sweet Content 

JS73-164* 

ART thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers ^ 

O sweet content ! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplex’d? 

O punishment ! 

Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vex’d 
To add to golden numbers golden numbers ? 

O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content! 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face; 

Then hey nonny nonny — hey nonny nonny ! 

Canst drink the waters of the cri'^j.ed spring ? 

O sweet content ! 

Swim’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine ov, n tears ? 
O punishment! 

Then he that patiently want’s burden bears, 

No burden bears, but is a king, a king ! 

O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content I 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 

Then hey nonny nonny — hey nonny nonny ! 


THOMAS HEYWOOD 

20 f. Matin Song 

157 >-1650 

pACK, clouds, away! and welcome, day.' 

^ With night we banish sorrow. 

Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, lark, aloh 
To give nn Love good-morrow! 

1 i 





THOMAS HEYWOOD 


Wings from the wind to please her mind, 
Notes from the lark I’ll borrow : 

Bird, prune thy wing ! nightingale, sing ! 
To give my Love good-morrow ! 

To give my Love good-morrow 
Notes from them all I’ll borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin red-breast ! 

Sing, birds, in every furrow ! 

And from each bill let music shrill 
Give my fair Love good-morrow ! 
Blackbird and thrush in every bush, 

Stare, linnet, and cocksparrow, 

You pretty elves, among yourselves 
Sing my fair Love good-morrow ! 

To give my Loac good-morrow I 
Sing, birds, in e\ery furrow! 

2c 6, The Alessjge 

*Y^E little birds that sjt and sing 
Amidst the shady \ alleys. 

And see how Phillis sweetly walks 
Within her gai den-alleys ; 

Go, pretty biids, about her bower; 

Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower ; 

Ah me! methinks I see her fiown ! 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go tell her through your chirping bills, 

As you by me are bidden. 

To her is only known my love. 

Which from the woild is hidden. 
sc^. stare] starling. 
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Go, pretty birds, and tell her so. 

See that your notes strain not too low, 
For still methinks I see her frown; 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go tune your voices' harmony 
And sing, I am her Io\er; 

Strain loud and sweet, that every note 
With sweet content may move her : 
And she that hath the sweetest voice. 
Tell her I will not change my choice: 
— Yet still methinks I see her frown ! 
Ye pretty wantons, garble. 

O fly ! make haste 1 see, see, she falK 
Into a pretty slumber! 

Sing round about her rosy bed 
That waking she may wonder : 

Say to her, ’tis her lo\er true 
That sendeth love to vou. to you! 

And when you hear her kind reply, 
Return v-ith pleasant waiblings. 


JOHN FLETCHER 

207, ' Sleep 

^ 1579-16^5 

/^OME, Sleep, and with thy sweet decenirg 
Lock me in delight auliiie; 

Let some pleasing di earns beguile 
All my fancies; that fiom thence 
1 may feel an influence 
All my powers of care bereaMng ! 
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Though but a shadow, but a sliding. 
Let me know some little joy I 
We that suffer long annoy 
Are contented with a thought 
Through an idle fancy wrought: 

O let my joys have some abiding ! 

20 8 . Brteial Song 

/^^YNTHIA, to thy power and thee 
obey. 

Joy to this gieat company I 
And no day 

Come to steal this night away 
Till the lites of love are ended, 

And the lusty bridegroom say. 

Welcome, light, of all befiiended! 

Pace out, you watery pow ers below ; 
Let your feet. 

Like the galleys when they low. 
n\ en beat ; 

Let your unknown measures, set 
To the still winds, tell to all 
Tliat gods are come, immortal, gieat. 
To honoui this great nuptial ! 

Aspatia* s Song 

T AY a garland on my heise 
Of the dismal yew ; 

Maidens, willow branches bear; 

Say, I died true. 


2og, 
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My love was false, but I was firm 
From my hour of birth. 

Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth ! 

21 o» Hymn to Tan 

OING his praises that doth keep 
^ Our flocks from haim, 

Pan, the father of our sheep ; 

And arm in arm 
Tread we softly in a round, 

Whilst the hollow neighbouring giound 
Fills the music with her sound. 

Pan, O gieat god Pan, to thee 
Thus do we sing ! 

Thou who keep'st us chaste and fiee 
As the young spring: 

F\''r be thy honour sjioke 
I :oni that j)!ace the morn is bioke 
To that place day doth unyoke ! 

211, Away, T>dights ! 

AW^\Y, delights! go seek some other dwelling, 
^ For 1 must die. 

Farewell, fil^e love I thy tongue is e\er telling 
Lie after he. 

boi «.\er let me rest now tiom thy smaits; 

Alas, for pity go 
And fire their hearts 

That have been hard to thee I Mine was not so. 
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Never again deluding love shall know me, 

For I will die ; 

And all those griefs that think to overgiow me 
Shall be as I : 

For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry — 
‘Alas, for pity stay, 

And let us die 

With thee ! Men cannot mock us in the clay.* 


212. Love*s Kfnhiems 

O W the lusty spring is seen ; 

~ Golden yellow, gaudy blue, 
Daintily invite the view: 
Everywhere on every giecn 
Roses blushing as they blow. 

And enticing men to pull, 

Lilies whiter than the snow, 

Woodbines of sweet honey full: 

All love’s emblems, and all cry, 

‘ Ladies, if not pluck’d, we die/ 

Yet the lusty spring liath stay’d; 
Blushing led and purest white 
Daintily to love invite 
Every woman, every maid: 

Cherries kissing as they grow, 

And inviting men to taste, 

Ajiples even ripe below, 

Winding gently to the waist : 

All love’s emblems, and all cry, 

‘ Ladies, if not pluck’d, we die/ 



JOHN FLETCHER 


21^, Hear, ye Ladles 

T T FA ye ladies that despise 
^ ^ What the mighty Love has done ; 
Fear examples and be wise: 

Fair Callisto was a nun; 

Leda, sailing on the stream 
To deceive the hopes of man, 

Love accounting but a dream, 

Doted on a silver swan ; 

Danae, in a brazen tower, 

Where no love was, loved a shower. 

Hear, ye ladies that are coy, 

What the mighty Lo\e can do; 

F ear the fierceness of the boy : 

The chaste Moon he makes to woe ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires, 

Circled round about with spies, 

Never dreaming loose desires, 

Doting at the altar dies ; 

Ilion, in a short hour, higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 


2 / 4 . (Tod Lyueits 

OD Lyaeus, t\cr young, 

E\er honour’d, ever sung. 
Stain’d with blood of lusty grapes, 
In a thousand lusty shapes 
Dance upon the mazer's brim, 

In the crimson liquor swim; 


mazer] a bowl of maple-wood. 





JOHN FLETCHER 


From thy plenteous hand divine 
Let a river run with wine ; 

God of youth, let this day here 
Enter neither care nor fear, 

21 y. Beauty Clear and Fair 

IDEAUTY clear and fair, 

Wheie the air 

Rather like a peifume dwells; 

Where the violet and the rose 
Their blue veins and blush disclose, 
And come to honour nothing else ; 

Where to live near 
And planted there 
Is to li\e, and still live new; 

Where to gain a favour is 
More than light, per])etual bliss — ■ 
Jvl.ike me live by serving you ! 

D ear, again back recall 
To this light, 

A stranger to himself and all ! 

Both the wonder and the story 
Sliall be yours, and eke the glory ; 
I am your servant, and your thrall. 

21 6 , Alelancholjy 

T T ENCE, all you vain delights, 

^ As short as are the nights 
Wherein you spend your folly ! 
There ’s naught in this life sweet, 
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If men were wise to see’t, 

But only melancholy — 

O sweetest melancholy ! 

Welcome, folded arms and fixfed eyes, 

A sight that piercing mortifies, 

A look that *s fasten’d to the ground, 

A tongue chain’d up without a sound I 

Fountain-heads and pathless groves, 

Places which pale passion loves I 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ! 

A midnight bell, a parting groan — 

These are the sounds we feed upon : 

Then stietch our bones in a still gloomy valley, 
Nothing ’s so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy. 


2 / 7 * ^Veep no more 

VyTEEP no more, nor sigh, nor groan, 
’ Sorrow calls no time that ’s gone ; 
Violets pluck’d, the sweetest ram 
Makes not fiesh nor grow again. 

Trim thy locks, look cheerfully; 

Fate’s hid ends eyes cannot see. 

Joys as wingdd dreams fiy fast, 

Why should sadness longer last? 

Giief IS but a wound to woe; 

Gentlest fair, mourn, mourn no moe 



JOHN WEBSTER 


218. A T>irge 

V-1630? 

/^ALL for the robin-redbreast and the wren. 
Since o*er shady groves they hover, 

And with leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendless bodies of unburied men. 

Call unto his funeral dole 

The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole, 

To rear him hillocks that shall keep him warm. 
And (when gay tombs are robb’d) sustain no harm; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that’s foe to men, 
For with his nails he’ll dig them up again. 


21 g. The Shrouding of the T>uchess of Malfi 

L-J ARK I Now everything is still. 

The screech-owl and the whistler shnlJ, 

Call upon our dame aloud, 

And bid her quickly don her shroud ! 

Much you had of land and rent; 

Your length in clay ’s now comj)etent ; 

A long war disturb’d your mind ; 

Here your perfect peace is sign’d. 

Of what is ’t fools make such vain keeping ? 

Sin their conception, their birth weeping, 

Their life a general mist of error. 

Their death a hideous storm of tenor. 

Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet, 
dole] lamentation. 
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And — the foul fiend more to check — 

A crucifix let bless your neck: 

’Tis now full tide ’tween night and day; 
End your groan and come away. 

220 . F’anitas f^anitatum 

A LL the flowers of the spring 
Meet to perfume our burying ; 
These have but their growing prime, 

And man does flourish but his time ; 
Survey our progress from our birth — 

We are set, we grow, we turn to earth. 
Courts adieu, and all delights, 

All bewitching appetites! 

Sweetest breath and clearest eye 
Like perfumes go out and die; 

And consequently this is done 
As shadows wait upon the sun. 

Vain the ambition of kings 

Who seek by trophies and dead things 

To leate a living name behind, 

And weave but nets to catch the wind. 


WILLIAM ALEXANDER, EARL OF 
STIRLING 


22 /. 


Aurora 


i 58 o ?- i 640 


O HAPPY Tithon ! if thou know’st thy hap, 

And valuest thy wealth, as 1 my want, 

Then need’st thou not — which ah ! I grieve to grant — 
Repine at Jove, lull’d in his leman’s lap; 
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That golden shower in which he did repose — 

One dewy drop it stains 
Which thy Aurora rains 
Upon the rural plains, 

When from thy bed she passionately goes. 

Then, wakenM with the music of the merles, 

She not remembers Memnon when she mourns ; 
Tliat faithful flame which in her bosom burns 
From crystal conduits throws those liquid pearls : 

Sad from thy sight so soon to be removed, 

She so her grief delates. 

— O favour’d by the fates 
Above the happiest states. 

Who art of one so worthy well-beloved ! 

PHINEAS FLETCHER 

122, A Litan/ 

1580-1650 

I^ROP, drop, slow tears, 

And bathe those beauteous feet 
Which brought from Heaven 

The news and Prince of Peace ; 

Cease not, wet eyes, 

His mercy to entieat; 

To cry for vengeance 
Sin doth ne\er cease. 

In your deep floods 

Drown all my faults and fears ; 

Nor let His eye 

See sin, but through my tears. 
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22 ?. Of his T>ear Son. Gervasc 

1583- x6jf 

T^EAR Lord, receive my son, whose winning love 
^ To me was like a fiiendship, far above 
The course of nature or his tender age; 

Whose looks could all my bitter griefs assuage : 

Let his pure soul, ordain’d seven years to be 
In that frail body which was part of me, 

Remain my pledge in Heaven, as sent to shou 
How to this port at every step I go. 


william DRUMMOND. OF HAWTHORNDEN 

224 . Invocation 

1585-1649 

pHCEBUS, aiise! 

And paint the sable skies 
With azure, white, and red ; 

Rouse Memnon’s mother from her Tithon's bed, 

That she thy ciiecr may with roses spread; 

The nightingales thy coming each-where sing; 

Make an eteinal spring ! 

Give life to this dark woild which lieth dead: 

Sjiread forth thy golden hair 

In larger locks than thou wast wont before, 

And emperor-like decore 

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair; 

Chase hence the ugly night 

Which serves but to make dear ih) glorious light. 
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This is that happy mom, 

That day, long wished day 

Of all my life so dark 

(If cruel stars have not my ruin sworn 

And fates not hope betray), 

Which, only white, deserves 
A diamond for ever should it mark : 

This is the morn should bring into this grove 
My Love, to hear and recompense my love. 

Fair King, who all preserves, 

But show thy blushing beams. 

And thou two sweeter eyes 

Shalt see than those which by Peneus’ streams 

Did once thy heart surprise : 

Nay, suns, which shine as clear 

As thou when two thou did to Rome appear. 

Now, Flora, deck thyself in fairest guise: 

If that ye, winds, would hear 
A voice surpassing far Amphion’s lyre. 

Your stormy chiding stay ; 

Let zephyr only breathe 
And with her tresses play. 

Kissing sometimes these purple poits of death. 

The winds all silent are ; 

And Phoebus in his chair 
EnsafFroning sea and air 
Makes vanish every star ; 

Night like a drunkard reels 
Beyond the hills to shun his flaming wheels; 
The fields with flowers are deck’d in every hue. 
The clouds bespangle with bright gold their blue 
Here is the pleasant place — 

And everything, save Her, who all should grace. 
346 
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22 X, Madrigal 

T IKE the Idalian queen, 

^ Her hair about her eyne, 

With neck and breast’s ripe apples to be seen, 

At first glance of the morn 
In Cyprus’ gardens gathering those fair flow’rs 
Which of her blood were bom, 

I saw, but fainting saw, my paramours. 

The Graces naked danced about the place. 

The winds and trees amazed 
With silence on her gazed, 

The flowers did smile, like those upon her face ; 
And as their aspen stalks those fingers band. 

That she might read my case, 

A hyacinth I wish’d me in her hanct 

226, Spring Bereaved i 

•^HAT zephyr e\ery year 
^ So soon was heard to sigh in forests here, 
It was for her: that wrapp’d in gowns of green 
Meads were so early seen. 

That in the saddest months oft sung the merles. 

It was for her; for her trees dropp’d forth pearls. 

That proud and stately courts 
Did envy those our shades and calm resorts. 

It was for her ; and she is gone, O woe ! 

Woods cut again do grow, 

Bud doth the rose and daisy, winter done ; 

But we, once dead, no more do see the sun. 

5*’;. paramours] » sing, paramour. band] bound. 
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227. Spring Bereaved 2 

C WEET Spring, thou turn’st with all thy goodly train, 
Thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with flow’rs 
The zephyrs curl the green locks of the plain, 

The clouds for joy in pearls weep down their show’rs. 
Thou turn’st, sweet youth, but ah ! my pleasant hours 
And happy days with thee come not again ; 

The sad memorials only of my pain 

Do with thee turn, which turn my sweets in sours. 

Thou art the same which still thou wast before, 
Delicious, wanton, amiable, fair ; 

But she, whose breath embalm’d thy wholesome arr. 

Is gone — nor gold nor gems her can restore. 

Neglected virtue, seasons go and come. 

While thine forgot he closed in a tomb. 

22<y. Spring Bereaved ^ 

A LEXIS, hei'e she stay’d ; among these j'ines, 

Sweet hermit! ess, she did alone repair; 

Here did she spread the treasure of her hair. 

More rich than that brought from the Colchian mines. 
She set her by these musked eglantines, 

— The happy place the print seems yet to bear: 

Her voice did sweeten here thy sugar’d lines, 

To which winds, trees, beasts, birds, did lend their ear. 
Me here she first |>erceived, and here a morn 
Of bright carnations did o’erspread her face ; 

Here did she sigh, here first my hopes were born, 

And I first got a pledge of promised grace; 

But ah ! what served it to be hajrjiy so ? 

Sith passed pleasures double but new woe ? 
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22 p. Her T as sing 

' I HE beauty and the life 
^ Of life’s and beauty’s fairest paragon 
— O tears! O grief! — hung at a feeble thread 
T o which pale Atropos had set her knife ; 

The soul with many a groan 
Had left each outward part, 

And row did take his last leave of the heart: 

Naught else did want, save death, ev’n to be dead; 
When the afflicted band about her bed, 

Seeing so fair him come in lips, checks, eyes, 

Cried, '‘Ah / and can Death enter Paradise ? * 

2^0, Inexorable 

TVA Y thoughts hold mortal strife ; 

I do detest my life, 

And with lamenting cries 
Peace to my soul to bring 
Oft call that prince which here do:h monarchise: 

— But he, grim-gnnning King, 

Who caitiffs scorns, and doth the blest sui prise, 
Late having deck’d with beauty's rose his tomb. 
Disdains to crop a weed, and will not come. 

2 j/. Change should breed Change 

l£W doth the sun appear, 

^ The mountains’ snows decay. 

Crown’d with frail flowers forth comes the baby year. 
My soul, time posts away ; 
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And thou yet in that frost 
Which flower and fruit hath lost, 

As if all here immortal were, dost stay. 

For shame ! thy powers awake, 

Look to that Heaven which never night makes black, 
And there at that immortal sun’s bright rays, 

Deck thee with flowers which fear not rage of days ' 

2^2. Saint John Baptist 

' I ""HE last and greatest Herald of Heaven’s King, 

^ Girt with rough skins, hies to the deserts wild. 
Among that savage brood the woods forth bring. 
Which he than man more harmless found and mild 
His food was locusts, and what young doth spring 
With honey that from virgin hives distil I’d ; 

Parch’d body, hollow eyes, some uncouth thing 
Made him appear, long since from eaith exiled. 

There burst he forth; ‘All ye, whose hopes icly 
On God, with me amidst these deserts mourn ; 
Re[>ent, repent, and from old errors turn ! ’ 

— Who listen’d to his voice, obey’d his cry ? 

Only the echoes, which he made relent, 

Rung from their marble caves ‘ Repent ! Repent i ’ 

GILES FLETCHER 

2 j PVooing Song 

158?-! jj 

T OVE is the blossom where there blows 
^ Every thing that lives or grows: 

Love doth make the Heav’ns to move, 

And tlie Sun doth bum in love; 



GILES FLETCHER 


Love the strong and weak doth yoke. 
And makes the ivy climb the oak, 
Under whose shadows lions wild. 
Soften'd by love, grow tame and mild : 
Love no med’cine can appease. 

He burns the fishes in the seas : 

Not all the skill his wounds can stench. 
Not all the sea his fire can quench. 
Love did make the bloody spear 
Once a leavy coat to wear. 

While in his leaves there shrouded lay 
Sweet birds, for love that sing and play 
And of all love’s joyful flame 
I the bud and blossom am. 

Only bend thy knee to me, 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be I 

See, see the flowers that below 
Now as fresh as morning blow ; 

And of all the virgin rose 
That as bright Aurora shows ; 

Idow they all un leaved die, 

Losing their virginity ! 

Like unto a summei shade, 

But now born, and now they fade. 

Every thing doth pass away ; 

There is danger in delay : 

Come, come, gather then the rose. 
Gather it, or it you lose ! 

All the sand of Tagus' shore 
Into my bosom casts his ore: 

All the valleys' swimming com 
T o my house is yearly borne : 



GILES FLETCHER 


Every grape of every vine 
Is gladly bruised to make me wine : 

While ten thousand kings, as proud, 

To carry up my train have bow’d. 

And a world of ladies send me 
In my chambers to attend me : 

All the stars in Heav’n that shine, 

And ten thousand more, are mine : 

Only bend thy knee to me, 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be I 

FRANCIS BEAUMONT 

2^4. On the Tombs in JVestminste) Abbey 

KR6-if-:6 

J^ORTALITY, behold and fear! 
iVl What a change of flesh is here ! 

Think how many royal bones 
Sleep within this heap of stones : 

Here they lie had realms and lands, 

Who now want strength to stir their hands : 

Where from their pulpits seal’d with dust 
They preach, ‘ In greatness is no tmst.’ 

Here ’s an acre sown indeed 
With the richest, royall’st seed 
That the earth did e’er suck in 
Since the first man died for sin ; 

Here the bones of birth have ciicd — 

‘ Though gods they were, as men they died.’ 

Here are sands, ignoble things, 

Dropt from the ruin’d sides of kings ; 

Here’s a world of pomp and state, 

Buried in dust, once dead by fate. 



JOHN FORD 


2^^' ‘Dawn 

1586-16J9 

PLY hence, shadows, that do keep 

Watchful sorrows charm’d in sleep ! 

Tho’ the eyes be overtaken, 

Yet the heart doth ever waken 
Thoughts chain’d up in busy snare> 

Of continual woes and cares : 

Love and griefs are so exprest 
As they rather sigh than rest. 

Fly hence, shadows, that do keep 
Watchful sorrows chaim’d in sleep! 


GLORGE WITHER 

2^6. / loved a Lass 

T LOVED a lass, a fair one. 

^ As fair as e’er WaS seen ; 

SJie was indeed a rare one, 

Another Slieba Queen ; 

But, fool as then 1 was, 

I thought she loved me tovj . 

But now, alas ! she ’s left me, 

FuL'ro^ It ro^ loo / 

Her hair like gold did glister, 

Each eye was like a star, 

bhe did surpass her sister, 

Whicli pass’d all others far; 

She would me honey call. 

She’d — O she’d kiss me tool 

But now, alas I she ’s left me. 

Fakro^ IcrOy loo ! 
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Many a merry meeting 

My love and I have had ; 

She was my only sweeting. 

She made my heart full glad 5 

The tears stood in her eyes 
Like to the morning dewr 

Rut now, alas ! she ’s left me, 
Falero^ lero^ loo / 

Her cheeks were like the cherry. 
Her skin was white as snow ; 

When she was blithe and merry 
She angel-Iike did show ; 

Her waist exceeding small. 

The fives did fit her shoe : 

But now, alas ! she ’s left me, 
FalerOy lero, loo / 

In summer time or winter 
She had her heart’s desire ; 

I still did scorn to stint her 
From sugar, sack, or fire; 

The world went round about. 

No cares we ever knew ; 

But now, alas ! she 's left me, 
Falero, Itfro, loo / 

To maidens’ vows and sweaiing 
Henceforth no credit give ; 

You may give them the heaiing. 
But never them believe ; 

They are as false as fair. 
Unconstant, frail, untrue : 

For mine, alas ! hath left me, 
Faleroy UrOy loo I 
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257 . *rhe Lover* s Resoluthn 

OHALL I, wasting in despair. 
Hie because a woman ’s fair ? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care 
'Cause another's rosy are ? 

Be she fairer than the day, 

Or the flow'ry meads in May, 

If she think not well of me, 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Shall my silly heart be pined 
’Cause I see a woman kind I 
Or a well disposM nature 
Joined witli a lovely feature ? 

Be she meeker, kinder, than 
Turtle-dove or pelican. 

If she be not so to me, 

What care I how kind she be? 

Shall a woman's virtues move 
Me to perish for her love ? 

Or her well-deservings known 
Make me quite forget my own ? 

Be she with that goodness blest 
Which may merit name of Best, 

If she be not such to me. 

What care I how good she be? 

'Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and die ? 

She that bears a noble mind. 

If not outward helps she find, 
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Thinks what with them he would do 
That without them dares her woo ; 
And unless that mind I see, 

What care I how great she be? 

Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 

I will ne’er the more despair ; 

If she love me, this believe, 

I will die ere she shall grieve ; 

If she slight me when I woo, 

I can scorn and let her go ; 

For if she be not for me, 

What care I for whom she be? 


2^8. The Choke 

E so oft my fancy drew 

Here and there, that I ne’ei knew 
Where to place desire before 
8o that range it might no more ; 

But as he that passeth by 
Where, in ail her jollity, 

Flora’s riches in a row 
L)o in seemly order grow, 

And a thousand flowers stand 
Bending as to kiss his hand ; 

Out of which delightful store 
One he may take and no more ; 

Long he pausing doubteth whether 
Of those fair ones he should gather. 

First the Primrose courts his eyes, 

I'hen the Cowslip he espies; 



GEORGE WITHER 


Next the Pansy seems to woo him. 
Then Carnations bow unto him ; 

Which whilst that enamour’d swain 
From the stalk intends to strain, 

(A.S half-fearing to be seen) 

Prettily her leaves between 
Peeps the Violet, pale to see 
That her virtues slighted be ; 

Which so much his liking wins 
That to seize her he begins. 

Yet before he stoop’d so low 
He his wanton eye did throw 
On a stem that grew more high. 

And the Rose did there espy. 

Who, beside her previous scent. 

To procure his eyes content 
Old display her goodly breast, 

Where he found at full exprest 
All the good that Nature showers 
On a thousand other flowers ; 
Wherewith he affected takes it. 

His belo\ed flow^er he makes it. 

And without desire of more 
V’^alks through all he saw before. 

So I w'and’ring but erewhile 
Through the garden of this Isle, 

Saw rich beauties, I confess, 

And in number numberless. 

Yea, so ditfering loAcly too. 

That I had a world to do 
Tire I could set up my rest. 

Where to choose and choose the best. 
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Thus I fondly fear'd, till Fate 
(Which I must confess in that 
Hid a greater favour to me 
Than the world can malice do me) 
Show'd to me that matchless flower, 
Subject for this song of our ; 

^Vhose perfection having eyed. 
Reason instantly espied 
That Hesire, which ranged abioad, 
Tliere would find a period : 

And no marvel if it might. 

For it there hath all dchght. 

And in her hath nature placed 
What each several fair one graced. 


Let who list, for me, advance 
The admired flowers of France, 
Let who will praise and behold 
Tiie reserved Marigold ; 

IvCt the sweet-breath *d Violet now 
Unto whom she plcaseth bow ; 

And the fairest Lily spread 
Where she will her golden head; 

1 ha\e such a flower to wear 
Tiiat for those I do not care. 

Let the young and ha])py swains 
Playing on the Britain j)lains 
Court unblamed their shej)herdesses, 
And with their gold curled tresses 
Toy uncensured, until I 
Grudge at their prosperity. 
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Let all times, both present, past. 
And the age that shall be last, 
Vaunt the beauties they bring forth. 
I have found in one such worth. 
That content I neither care 
W liat the best before me were ; 
Nor desire to live and see 
Who shall fair hereafter be ; 

For I know the hand of Nature 
Will not make a fairer creature. 


A Hy^nn 

IJ OW near me came the hand of Death, 
Wlien at my side he struck my dear, 
And took away the precious bieath 
Winch quicken’d my belo\ed peer! 

How lieIpKss am I thereby made' 

By day how giie\ed, by night how s..d 
And now my life’s delight is gone, 

— Ah'S* how am I Kft alone! 

"i'iie \olce whirli 1 did more esteem 
'Fhan music in her sweetest, key, 
d’hose e\es which unto me did seem 
More comfoitable than the dav , 

Those now by me, as they lu\e Ivv", 
Shall ne\er more l:)e heaid or seen : 
leat wliat 1 once «.n,o)’d in them 
Shall seem hei caller as a dieam. 

1 eer] inion. 
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Lord ! keep me faithful to the trust 
Which my dear spouse reposed in me: 
To him now dead preserve me just 
In all that should performed be ! 

For though our being man and wife 
Extendeth only to this life, 

Yet neither life nor death should end 
The being of a faithful friend. 


WILLIAM BROWNE, OF TAVISTOCK 

1^0, A IVelcorne 

1588-16. 

'\'X TELCO ME^ ivelcome ! do I singy 
^ ^ Ear more ^welcome than the spring; 

He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 


He that to the voice is near 
Breaking from your iv’ry pale, 

Need not walk abroad to hear 
The delightful nightingale. 

Welcome y voelcomey then • . 


lie that looks still on your eyes, 

Though the winter have begun 
To benumb our arteries, 

Shall not want the summer’s sun. 

Welcome^ 'welcome y then . . 

He that still may see your cheeks, 

Where all rareness still reposes, 

Is a fool if e’er he seeks 
Other lilies, other roses. 

Welcomfy 'welcome y then . . 
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He to whom your soft lip yields, 

And perceives your breath in kissing, 

All the odours of the fields 
Never, never shall be missing. 

Welcome^ •welcome^ then . • • 

He that question would anew 
What fair Eden was of old. 

Let him rightly study you, 

And a brief of that behold. 

Welcome^ ivelcome^ then • • . 

24 /. The Sirens* Song 

CTEER, hither steer your winged pines, 

^ All beaten mariners! 

Here lie Love’s undiscover’d mines, 

A prey to passengers — 

Perfumes far sweeter than the best 
Which make the Phoenix’ urn and nest. 

Fear not your ships. 

Nor any to oppose you save our lips; 

But come on shore. 

Where no joy dies till Love hath gotten more. 

For swelling waves our panting breasts, 

Where never storms arise, 

Exchange, and be awhile our guests : 

For stars gaze on our eyes. 

The compass Love shall hourly sing. 

And as he goes about the ring. 

We will not miss 

To tell each point he nameth with a kiss. 

— Then come on shore, 

Wliere no joy dies till Love hath gotten more. 
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242. The Rose 

A ROSE, as fair as ever saw the North, 

Grew in a little garden all alone ; 

A sweeter flower did Nature ne’er })ut forth. 

Nor faiier garden yet was never known; 

The maidens danced about it morn and noon, 

And learned baids of it their ditties made; 
l^he nimble fairies by the pale-faced moon 
Water'd the root and kiss’d her pretty shade. 

But well-a-day ! — the g.udener carele<^s grew; 

The maids and fairies both were kept away, 

And in a drought the catequ liars threw 
Tiiemsehes upon the bud and every spray. 

God shield the stock ! If heaven send no supplies. 
The faiiest blossom of the gaiden dies. 


-’ 4 i- 

her gait, if she be walking ; 

Be she sitting, I desire hei 
For her state’s sake; and admire her 
For her wit if she be talking ; 

Gait and state and wit a])prove her ; 
For which all and each 1 love her. 

Be she sullen, I commend her 
For a modest. Be she merry, 

For a kind one her prefer I. 

Briefly, everything doth lend her 

So much grace, and so appiove her, 
That for everything I love her. 
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244, Memorj^ 

CO shuts the marigold her leaves 
^ At the departure of the sun ; 

So from the honeysuckle sheaves 

The bee goes when the day is done; 

So sits the turtle when she is but one, 

And so all woe, as I since she is gone. 

To some few biids kind Nature hath 
Made all the summer as one day : 

Which once enjoy’d, cold winter’s wiath 
As night they slee})ing pass away. 

Those hap)iy creatures are, that know not yet 
The pain to be deprived or to forget. 

I oft have heard men say there be 
Some that with confidence profess 
The helpful Art of Memory : 

But could they teach Forgetfulness, 

I’d learn; and try what fuither art could do 
To make me love her and foiget her too. 


Kpjtapbs 

24 y. In Olitum M,S. X” Maij^ 1614 

]y4 AY ! Be thou never graced wuth birds that sing, 
Nor Flora’s pride ! 

In thee all floweis and roses spring. 

Mine only died. 
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On the Countess Dowager of Pembroke 

T TNDERNEATH this sable herse 
^ Lies the subject of all verse: 
Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother: 
Death, ere thou hast slain another 
Fair and learn’d and good as she, 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 


ROBERT HERRICK 

2^7, Corinna s going a- Maying 

ET Up, get up for shame ! The blooming morn 
Upon her wings presents the god unshorn. 

See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air; 

Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangling herb and tree ! 

Each flower has wept and bow’d toward tlie east 
Above an hour since, yet you not drest ; 

Nay ! not so much as out of bed ? 

When all the birds have matins said 
And sung their thankful hymns, ’tis sin, 

Nay, profanation, to keep in, 

Whereas a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring sooner than the lark, to fetch in May. 

Rise and put on your foliage, and be seen 
'To come forth, like the spring-time, fiesh and green, 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels for your gown or hair: 

Fear not; the leaves will strew 
Gems in abundance upon you: 
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Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 

Against you come, some orient pearls unwept. 

Come, and receive them while the light 
Hangs on the dew-locks of the night: 

And Titan on the eastern hill 
Retires himself, or else stands still 
Till you come forth ! Wash, dress, be brief in praying : 
Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying. 

Come, my Corinna, come ; and coming, mark 
How each field turns a street, each street a park, 

Made green and trimm’d with trees ! see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough 
Or branch ! each porch, each door, ere this. 

An ark, a tabernacle is. 

Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove, 

As if here were those cooler shades of love. 

Can such delights be in the street 
And open fields, and we not see ’t ? 

Come, we’ll abroad : and let ’s obey 
The proclamation made for May, 

And sin no more, as we have done, by staying ; 

But, my Corinna, come, let ’s go a-Maymg. 

There ’s not a budding boy or girl this day 
But is got up and gone to bring in May. 

A deal of youth ere this is come 
Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 

Some have despatch’d their cakes and cream, 
Before that we have left to dream ; 

And some have wept and woo’d, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth ; 


beads] prayers. 
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Many a green-gown has been given, 

Many a kiss, both odd and even : 

Many a glance, too, has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s firmament: 

Many a jest told of the keys betraying 

"I’his night, and locks pick’d: yet we’re not a-Maying 

C'eine, let us go, while we are in our prince, 

And take the harmless folly of the time! 

We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is short, and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun. 

And, as a vapour or a drop of rain, 

Once lost, can ne’er be found again. 

So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song,, or fleeting shade, 

All love, all liking, all delight 

Lies drown’d with us in endless night. 

Then, while time serves, and we are but decaying. 
Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying. 

To the Tirgins, to mahe mmh of Time 

G ather ye rosebuds while ye nu.y, 

Old Time is still a-flying : 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 

The higher he ’s a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 

And nearer he ’s to setting. 

ay; green-gown] tumble on the grass. 
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24p. 


2S0, 


"^rhat age is best which is the first, 

When youth and blood are warmer ; 

But being spent, the worse, and worst 
'I^imes still succeed the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your time, 

And while ye may, go marry : 

For ha\ing lost but once your pnme, 

You may for ever tarry. 

Zo the ll^estem 

OWIIET western wind, whose luck it is. 
Made rival with the air, 

To give Perenna’s Iip a kiss. 

And fan her wanton hair : 

Bung me but one. I’ll ])romise thee. 

Instead of common shower>, 

Thy wings shall be embalm’d by n e. 

And all beset with fiowers. 

T^o Klectra 

T DARE not ask a kiss, 

I dare not beg a smile. 

Lest having that, or this, 

I might grow proud the while. 

No, no, the utmost •^hare 
Of my desire shall be 
Only to kiss that air 
'^I’hat lately kissed thee. 
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2yi, To F'ioJets 

VJ^ELCOME, maids of honour ! 
You do biing 
In the spring, 

And wait upon her. 

She has virgins many, 

F resh and fair ; 

Yet you are 
More sweet than any. 

You're the maiden posies. 

And so graced 
To be placed 
'Fore damask roses. 

Yet, though thus respected, 
By-and-by 
Ye do lie, 

Poor girls, neglected. 

2f2, To T)affocitls 

"PAIR daffodils, we weep to sec 
^ You haste away so soon ; 

As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attain’d his noon. 

Stay, stay 

Until the hasting day 
Has run 

But to the evensong ; 

And, having pray’d together, wc 
Will go with you along. 
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We have short time to stay, as you, 
We have as short a spring ; 

As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or anything. 

We die 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away 

Like to the summer’s rain ; 

Or as the pearls of morning's dew. 
Ne’er to be found again. 


To Blossoms 

'PAIR pledges of a fruitful tree, 

* Why do ye fall so fast I 
Your date is not so past 

But you may stay yet here auhile 
To blush and gently smile. 

And go at last. 

What ! were ye born to be 
An hour or half’s delight, 

And so to bid good night ? 

''Fwas pity Nature brought you forth 
Merely to show your worth 
And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne’er so brave : 

And after they have shown their pride 
Like you awhile, they glide 
Into the grave. 
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2y/f.. The Trim rose 

A SK me why I send you here 

This sweet Infanta of the year? 

Ask me why I send to you 

This primrose, thus bepcarl’d with dew ? 

I will whisper to your cars : — 

The sweets of love are mix’d with tears 

Ask me why this flower does show' 

So yellow-green, and sickly too ? 

Ask me why the stalk is weak 
And bending (yet it doth not break) ? 

I will answ'er : — These discover 
What fainting hopes are in a lover. 

The Funeral Rites of the Rose 

' I 'HE Rose was sick and smiling died; 

And, being to be sanctified. 

About the bed there sighing stood 
The sweet and flowery sisterhood ; 

Some hung the head, while some did bring. 
To W'ash her, water from the spring; 

Some laid her forth, while others wept. 

But all a solemn fast there kept : 

The holy sisters, some among. 

The sacred dirge and trental sung. 

But ah 1 w'hat sweets smelt everywhere. 

As Heaven had spent all perfumes theie. 

At last, when prayers for the dead 
And rites were all accomplished. 

They, weeping, spread a lawny loom, 

And closed her up as in a tomb. 

2 /; trental] services for the dead, of thirty masses 
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2 s 6 . Cherrjr-Ripe 

^HERRY-RIPE, ripe, ripe, I cry, 

F ull and fair ones ; come and buy 
If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer : There 
Where my Julia’s lips do smile ; 

There ’s the land, or cherry-isle, 

Whose plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow. 


2/7. vY MecRtation for his Mistress 

'Y^OU are a tulip seen to-day. 

But, dearest, of so short a stay 
That where you grew scarce man can say 

Vou are a lovely July-flower, 

Yet one rude wind or ruffling shower 
Will force you hence, and in an hour. 

You are a sparkling rose i’ th’ bud, 

Yet lost ere that chaste flesh and blood 
Can show where you or grew or stood. 

You are a full-spread, fair-set vine. 

And can with tendrils love entwine. 

Yet dried ere you distil your uine. 

You are like balm enclosed well 
In amber or some crystal slieil. 

Yet lost ere you transfuse your smt.II 
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You are a dainty violet, 

Yet withered ere you can be set 
Within the virgin’s coronet. 

You are the queen all flowers among ; 

But die you must, fair maid, ere long, 

As he, the maker of this song. 

2^8. T>elight in "Disorder 

\ SWEET disorder in the dress 

Kindles in clothes a wantonness ; 

A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction : 

An erring lace, which here and there 
Enthrals the ci inison stomacher : 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbands to flow confusedly ; 

A winning wave, deserving note. 

In the tcm])estuous petticoat : 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 
I see a wild civility : 

Do more bewitch me than when ail 
Is too pieci'-e in every part. 

2S‘Q> Upon Julids Clothes 

VJ^HENAS in silks my Julia goes. 

Then, then, methinks, how sweetly flows 
The liquefaction of her clothes ! 

Next, when I cast mine eyes and ste 
That brave vibration each way free, 

— O how that glittering taketh me ! 
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260, The Bracelet : To Julia 

V\^HY I tie about thy wrist, 
Julia, this silken twist ; 

For what other reason is ’t 
But to show thee how, in part. 
Thou my pretty captive art ? 

But thy bond-slave is my heart : 
’Tis but silk that bindeth thee. 
Knap the thread and thou art free ; 
But ’tis otherwise with me ; 

— I am bound and fast bound, so 
That from thee I cannot go ; 

If I could, I would not so. 


261. To T>aisies, not to shut so soon 

O HUT not so soon ; the dull -eyed night 
^ Has not as yet begun 
To make a seizure on the light. 

Or to seal up the sun. 

No marigolds yet closed are. 

No shadows great appear ; 

Nor doth the eaily shejiherd’s star 
Shine like a spangle hcie. 

Stay but till my Julia close 
Her hfe-begetting eye, 

And let the whole world then dispose 
Itself to live or die. 
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T^he JSlight-piece : T^o Julia 

T T ER eyes the glow-worm lend thee. 
The shooting stars attend thee ; 
And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 

No Will-o’-the-wisp mislight thee, 

Nor snake or slow-worni bite thee ; 

But on, on thy way 
Not making a stay, 

Since ghost there ’s none to affright thee, 

Let not the dajk thee cumber; 

What though the moon does slumber ? 
The stars of the niglit 
Will lend thee their light 
Like tapers clear without number 

Then, Julia, let me woo thee. 

Thus, thus to come unto me; 

And when I shall meet 
Thy silv’ry feet. 

My soul I’ll pour into thee. 

2^j. 7~b JIusiCj to becahn his Fever 

/^HARM me asleep, and mtit me so 
With thy delicious numbers, 

Tnat, being ravish’d, hence 1 go 
Away in easy slumbers. 

Ease my sick head. 

And make my bed. 
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Thou power that canst sever 
From me this ill. 

And quickly still, 

Though thou not kill 
My fever. 

Thou sweetly canst convert the same 
From a consuming fire 
Into a gentle licking flame. 

And make it thus expire. 

Then make me weep 
My pains asleep ; 

And give me such reposes 
That I, poor I, 

May think tliereby 
I live and die 
’Mongst roses. 

Fall on me like the silent dew. 

Or like those maiden showers 
Winch, by the jieep of day, do stievr 
A baptim o’er the flowers. 

Melt, melt my pains 
With thy soft strains ; 

That, having ease me gi\en, 

With full delight 
I leaNe this light, 

And take my flight 
For Heaven. 
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2<f4. To T> tan erne 

O WEET, be not proud of those two eyes 
^ Which starlike sparkle in their skies ; 
Nor be you proud that you can see 
All hearts your captives, yours yet free ; 

Be you not proud of that rich hair 
Which wantons with the love-sick air ; 
Whenas that ruby which you wear, 

Sunk from the tip of your soft ear, 

Will last to be a precious stone 
When all your world of bcauty^s gone. 


26 f. To CRnone 


VyrHAT conscience, say, is it in thee, 
When I a heart had one. 

To take away that heart from me, 

And to retain thy own ? 


For shame or pity now incline 
To play a loving part; 

Either to send me kindly thine, 

Or give me back my heart. 

Covet not both ; but if thou dost 
Resolve to part with neither, 

Why, yet to show that thou art just, 
Take me and mine together! 
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266, T"o Antbea^ 'who may command 
him Anything 

ID ID me to live, and I will live 
Thy Protestant to be ; 

Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 

A heart as sound and free 

As in the whole world thou canst fnd. 
That heart I’ll give to tliee. 

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay 
To honour thy deciee: 

Or bid it languish quite away, 

And *t shall do so for thee. 

Bid me to w'eep, and I will weep 
While I have eyes to see : 

And, having none, yet will I keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and I’ll despair 
Under that cypress-tree : 

Or bid me die, and I will dare 
E’en death to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 
The very eyes of me : 

And hast command of every part 
To live and die for thee. 
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267, To the J^tllow-tree 

* i HOU art to all lost love the best, 

The only true plant found, 

Wherewith young men and maids distrest. 
And left of love, are crown’d. 

W^hen once the lover’s rose is dead, 

Or laid aside foi lorn : 

Then willow-gai lands *bout the head 
Bedew’d with tears are worn. 

When with neglect, the loveis* bane, 

Poor maids rewarded be 

For their love lost, their only gain 
Is but a wreath fiom thee. 

And underneath thy cooling shade. 

When weary of the light, 

The Io\e-s]jent youth and love-sick maid 
Come to w'eep out the night. 

26 S. The Mad Ma/d^s So}ig 

^OOD-MORROW to the day so fair. 
Good-morning, sir, to you ; 

Good-morrow to mine own torn hair 
Bedabbled with the dew. 

Good-morning to this primrose too, 

Good -morrow to each maid ^ 

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew 
Wherein my love is laid. 
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All! woe is me, woe, woe is me! 

Alack and wcll-a-day! 

For pity, sir, find out that bee 
Which bore my love away. 

Fll seek him in your bonnet brave, 

1*11 sock him in your eyes ; 

Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave 
I’ th’ bed of strawberries. 

ril seek him theie; I know ere this 
The cold, cold earth doth shake him ; 
But I will go, or send a kiss 
By you, sir, to awake him. 

Pray hurt him not ; though he be dead, 
He knows well who do love him, 

And who with green turfs rear his head, 
And who do rudely move him. 

He *s soft and tender (pray take heed) ; 

With bands of cowslips bind him, 

And bring him home — but ’tis deciecd 
That I shall never find liim ! 

Comjort to a Youth that had lust 
his Yove 

VyrHAT needs complaints. 

When slie a place 
Has with the race 
Of saints ? 

In endless mirth 
She thinks not on 
AV hat’s said or done 
In Earth. 
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She sees no tears, 

Or any tone 
Of thy deep groan 
She heais : 

Nor does she mind 
Or think on *t now 
That ever thou 
Wast kind ; 

But changed above. 

She likes not there. 

As she did here, 

Thy love. 

Forbear therefore. 

And lull asleep 
Thy woes, and weep 
No more. 

T'o Meac/ows 

'Y^E have been fresh and green. 

Ye have been fill’d with floweis, 
And ye the walks have been 

Where maids have spent their hours. 

You have beheld how they 
With wicker arks did come 
To kiss and bear away 

The richer cowslips home. 

You’ve heard them sweetly sing, 

A*nd seen them in a round : 

Each virgin like a spring, 

With honeysuckles crown’d. 
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But now we see none here 
Whose silvery feet did tread 
And with dishevell’d hair 
AdornM this smoother mead. 

Like unthrifts, having spent 
Your stock and needy grown, 
You’re left here to lament 
Your poor estates, alone. 

27 /. Child * s Grace 

T T ERE a little child I stand 

Heaving up my either hand ^ 
Cold as paddocks though they be. 
Here I lift them up to Thee, 

For a benison to fall 

On our meat and on us all. Amen 


272. Epitaph 

upon a Child that died 
T T ERE she lies, a pretty bud, 

* Lately made of flesh and blood 
Who as soon fell fast asleep 
As her little eyes did peep. 

Give her strewings, but not stir 
The earth that lightly covers her. 


77 j. Another 

P_I ERE a pretty baby lies 

Sung asleep with lullabies ; 
Pray be silent and not stir 
Th* easy earth that covers her. 
9TI. paddocks] frogs. 





ROBERT HERRICK 


274 . His H^inding-sheet 

C OME thou, who art the wine and wit 
Of all IVe writ ; 

The grace, the glory, and the best 
Piece of the rest. 

Thou art of what I did intend 
The all and end ; 

And what was made, was made to meet 
Thee, thee, my sheet. 

Come then and be to my chaste side 
Both bed and bride : 

We two, as reliques left, will have 
One rest, one grave: 

And hugging close, we will not fear 
Lust entering here: 

Where all desires are dead and cold 
As is the mould ; 

And all affections are foigot. 

Or trouble not. 

Heie, here, the slaves and prisoners be 
From shackles free : 

And weeping widows long oppress’d 
Do here find rest. 

The wronged client ends his laws 
Here, and his cause. 

Here those long suits of Cliancery lie 
Quiet, or die : 

And all Star-Chamber bills do cease 
» Or hold their peace. 

Here needs no Court for our Request 
Where all are best. 

All wise, all equal, and all just 
Alike i* th’ dust. 
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Nor need we here to fear the frown 
Of court or crown : 

Where fortune bears no sway o’er things, 

There all are kings. 

In this securer place we’ll keep 
As lull’d asleep ; 

Or for a little time we*ll lie 
As robes laid by; 

To be another day re-wom, 

Turn’d, but not torn: 

Or like old testaments engross’d, 

Lock’d up, not lost. 

And for a while lie here conceal’d. 

To be reveal’d 

Next at the great Platonick year, 

And then meet here. 

27 y. Lhatij tc the Holj Spirit 

T N the hour of my distress. 

When temptations me o]jpre-'S, 

And when I my sins confess. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When 1 he within my bed. 

Sick in heart and sick in head, 

And with doubt-^ discomforted. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me 1 
When the house doth sigh and veep. 

And the world is drown’d in sleep, 

Yet mine eyes the watch do keep. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

2’]4. Platonick year] the perfect or cyclic year, when the sun, moon, 
and five planets end their revolutions together and start anew. 
See I'xmaus, p. 39. 
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When the passing bell doth toll, 

And the Furies in a shoal 
Come to fright a parting soul. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When the tapers now burn blue. 

And the comforters are few. 

And that number more than true, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When the priest his last hath pray’d 
And I nod to what is said, 

’Cause my speech is now decay’d. 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When, God knows, I’m toss’d about 
Either with despair or doubt ; 

Yet before the glass be out. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me I 

^Vhen the tempter me pursu’th 
With the sins of all my youth. 

And half damns me with untruth. 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me 1 

When the flames and hellish cries 
Fright mine ears and fright mine eyes, 
And all terrors me surprise. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me 1 

Wiien the Judgment is reveal’d. 

And that open'd which was seal’d. 
When to Thee I have appeal’d. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 
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27 a. A T)ivine Rapture 

1592-1644 

P'EN like two little bank-dividing brooks, 

^ That wash the pebbles with their wanton streams, 
And having ranged and search’d a thousand nooks, 
Meet both at length in silver-breasted Thames, 

Where in a gi eater current they conjoin; 

So I my Best-beloved’s am ; so He is mine. 

E’en so we met ; and after long pursuit, 

E’en so we joined ; we both became entire ; 

No need for either to renew a suit. 

For I was flax, and He was flames of fire; 

Our firm-united souls did more than twine ; 

So I my Best-beloved’s am ; so He is mine. 

If all those glittering Monarchs, that command 
The servile quarters of this earthly ball, 

Should tender in exchange their shares of land, 

I would not change my fortunes for them all ; 

Tiieir wealtli is but a counter to my coin : 

Tlie world ’s but theirs ; but my Beloved ’s mine. 


277 . Epigram 

Resptee Finem 

IVAY soul, sit thou a patient looker-on; 

Judge not the play before the play is done: 
Her plot hath many changes ; every day 
Speaks a new scene ; the last act crowns the play. 
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278, A Contemplation upon Flowers 

1593-1669 

"DRAVE flowers — that I could gallant it like you, 
^ And be as little vain ! 

You come abroad, and make a harmless show. 

And to your beds of earth again. 

Y ou are not proud : you know your birth : 

For your embroider’d garments are from earth. 

You do obey your i1?onths and times, but I 
Would have it ever Spring ; 

My fate would know no Winter, never die. 

Nor think of such a thing. 

O that I could my bed of earth but view 
And smile, and look as cheei fully as you! 

0 teach me to see Death and not to fear. 

But rather to take truce ! 
flow often have I seen you at a bier, 

And there look fresh and spruce ! 

You fragrant flowers! then teach me, that my breath 
Like youis may sweeten and perfume my death. 

27 p. A Remind athn 

VJ^E, that did nothing study but the way 

To lo\e each other, with which tlioughts the da) 
Ruse with delight to us and with them set, 

Must learn the hateful art, how to forget. 

We, that did nothing wish that Heaven could give 
Bt 7 ond oursehes, nor did desire to live 
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Beyond that wish, all these now cancel must, 

As if not writ in faith, but words and dust. 

Yet witness those clear vows which lovers make, 
Witness the chaste desires that never brake 
Into unruly heats; witness that breast 
Which in thy bosom anchor’d his whole rest — 

*7’is no default in us j I dare acquire 
Tliy maiden fait h, thy purpose fair and white 
As thy pure seFf. Cross planets did env^ 

Us to each other, and Heaven did untie 
F.ister than vows could bind. Oh, that the stars, 
When lovers meet, should stand opposed in wars ! 

Since then some higher Destinies command. 

Let us not strive, nor labour to withstand 
What is ])ast help. The longest date of grief 
Can never yield a hope of our relief: 

Fold back our arms ; take hpme our fruitless loves, 
That must new foi tunes try, like turtle-doves 
Dislodged fiom their haunts. We must in tea's 
Unwind a love knit up in many )eats. 

In this la'^t kis^ I here surrender thee 
ILck to th)^elf. — So, thou again art free: 

Thou in another, sad as that, resend 
The truest heart that lover e’er did lend. 

Now turn from each: so fare our sever’d hearts 
As the divorced soul from her body parts. 

280, Excqujf on his li'ife 

ACCFP r, thou shrine of my dead samt, 
Instead of dirges this complaint; 

And foi sweet llowers to crown thy ^.el^e 
Receive a strew of weeping verse 
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From thy grieved friend, whom thou might’ st see 
Quite melted into tears for thee. 

Dear loss ! since thy untimely fate, 

My task hath been to meditate 
On thee, on thee ! Thou art the book. 

The library whereon I look, 

Tho* almost blind. For thee, loved clay, 

I languish out, not live, the day. . . • 

Thou hast benighted me ; thy set 
This eve of blackness did beget, 

Who wast my day (tho’ overcast 
Before thou hadst thy noontide past) : 

And I remember must in tears 
Thou scarce hadst seen so many yeais 
As day tells hours. By thy clear sun 
My love and fortune first did run ; 

But thou wilt never more appear 
Folded within my hemisphere. 

Since both thy light and motion, 

Like a Bed star, is fall’n and gone. 

And ’twixt me and my soul’s dear wish 
The earth now interposed is. . . . 

I could allow thee for a time 
To darken me and my sad clime ; 

Were it a month, a year, or ten, 

I would thy exile hie till then, 

And all that space my mirth adjourn — 

So thou wouldst piomise to return, 

And putting olf thy ashy shroud 
At length disperse this sorrow’s cloud. 

But woe IS me ! the longest date 
Too narrow is to calculate 
These empty hopes : never shall I 
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Be so much blest as to descry 
A glimpse of thee, till that day come 
Which shall the earth to cinders doom, 

And a fierce fever must calcine 
'^riie body of this world — like thine, 

My little world ! That fit of fire 
O nee off, our bodies shall aspire 
To our souls’ bliss : then we shall rise 
And view ourselves with clearer eyes 
In that calm region where no night 
Can hide us fiom each other’s sight. 

Meantime thou hast her, earth : much good 
May my harm do thee ! Since it stood 
With Heaven’s will I might not call 
Her longer mine, I give thee all 
My short-lived right and interest 
In her whom living I loved best. 

Be kind to her, and prithee look 
Thou write into thy Doomsday book 
Each ])arcei of this rarity 
Which in thy casket shrined doth lie, 

As thou wilt answer Him that lent — 

Not gave — tiiee my dear monument. 

So close the ground, and ’bout her shade 
Black curtains diaw: my bride is laid. 

Sleej) on, my Love, m thy cold bed 
Never co be discjuieted ! 

Mv last good- night 1 Thou wilt not wake 
Till 1 thy late shall overtake; 

Till age, or grief, or sickne«'S must 
Marry my body to that dust 
It so much loves ; and fill the room 
My heart kcej s emj.ty in thy tomb. 
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Stay for me there: I will not fail 
To meet thee in that hollow vale. 

And think not much of my delay: 

I am already on the way, 

And follow thee with all the speed 
Desire can make, or sorrows breed. 

Each minute is a short degree 

And every hour a step towards thee. . , . 

*Tis true — with shame and grief I yield — ■ 
Thou, like the van, first took’st the field ; 
And gotten hast the victory 
In thus adventuring to die 
Before me, whose more years might crave 
A just precedence in the grave. 

But hark ! my pulse, like a soft drum, 

Beats my approach, tells thee I come ; 

And slow howe’er my marches be 
1 shall at last sit down by thee. 

The thought of this bids me go on 
And wait my dissolution 
With hope and comfort. Dear — foigive 
The crime — I am content to li\c 
Divided, with but half a heart, 

Till we shall meet and never part. 

GEORGE HERBERT 

2S1, Virtue V' 

* 59 ^- 

eWEET day, so cool, so calm, so bright! 
^ The bridal of the earth and sky — 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night j 
For thou must die. 
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Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye, 

Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
A box where sweets compacted he, 

My music shows ye have your closes, 

And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 

Like season’d timber, never gives ; 

But though the whole world turn to coal. 
Then chiefly lues. 


282, as ter 

T GOT me flowers to straw Thy way, 

I got me boughs off many a tree ; 

But Thou wast u]) by break of day, 

And brought’st Thy sweets along witli Thee. 

Yet though my flowers be lost, they say 
A heart can ne\er come too late; 

Teach it to sing Thy praise this day, 

And then this day nij hfe shall date. 


28 


^Discipline 




’T'HROW away Thy 
Thiow aw'ay Thy 
O my God, 
Take tile gentle path ! 


rod, 
w i.ith ; 
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F or my heart’s desire 

E^nto Thine is bents 
I as]>ire 

To a full consent. 

Not a word or look 

I affect to own. 

But by book, 

And Thy Book alone. 

Though I fail, I weep ; 

Tliough I halt in pace, 

Yet I C2'eej> 

To the throne of grace. 

Then let wiath lemove; 

Lo\e will do the deed ; 

For with love 

Stony heaits will bleed. 

Love is swifl of foot ; 

Love’s a man of war, 

And can shoot, 

And can hit fioni far. 

Wlio can ’scajie his bow ? 

Tli.it which wrought on The 
B] ought Thee low, 

Needs must woik on me. 

Throw away Thy lod; 

Though man frailties liatli, 
Thou ait God: 

Throw away Thy wrath ! 
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2 <? 4 . A Dialogue ^ 

Man. QWEETEST Saviour, if my soui 
^ Were but worth the having, 
Quickly should I then control 
Any thought of waving. 

But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To Thy wietch so full of stains, 
What delight or hope remains ? 

Savicur. What, child, is the balance thine, 
Thine the jiOise and measure ? 

If I s ly, ‘Thou shalt be Mine,’ 
I'lngcr not My tre.<sure. 

Wiiat the gains m having thee 
13o amount to, only He 
Who for man was sold can see ; 
Tliat tiansfen’d th' accounts to Me. 

Alan But as I can "ee no merit 
l^eading to this favour, 

So the way to fit me for it 
Is beyond my savour. 

As the leason, th"*n, is Thme, 

So the way is none of mine; 

I disclaim the whole design ; 

Sin disclaims and 1 resign. 

SiiTiour. That is all : if that I could 
Get without repining ; 

And My clay. My crcatuie, would 
I'ollovv' My resigning ; 

savour] savoir, knowing. 
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That as I did freely part 
With My glory and desert, 

Left all joys to feel all smart 

Afan. Ah, no more ! Thou break ’st my heart 1 


jSf. 


The PuUef 


God at first made Man, 

^ Having a glass of blessings standing by- 
Let us (said He) pour on him all we can ; 

Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie, 

Contract into a span. 


So strength first made a way. 

Then beauty flow’d, then wisdom, honour, plea'^ure: 
When almost all was out, God made a stay, 
Perceiving that, alone of all His treasure, 

Rest in the bottom lay. 


For if I should (said He) 

Bestow this jewel also on My creature. 

He would adore My gifts instead of Me, 

And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature : 
So both should losers be. 


Yet let him keep the rest, 

But keep them with repining restlessness ; 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least. 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to My breast. 
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286, Love 

T OVE bade me welcome; yet my soul drew back, 

^ Guilty of dust and sin. 

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack 
From my first entrance in, 

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning 
If I lack’d anything. 

‘ A guest,’ I answer’d, ‘ worthy to be here : ' 

Love said, ‘ You shall be he.’ 

‘ I, the unkind, ungrateful ? Ah, my dear, 

I cannot look on Thee.’ 

Love took my hand and smiling did reply, 

‘ Who made the eyes but I ? ’ 

‘Truth, Lord; but I have marr’d them: let my shame 
Go where it doth deserve.’ 

‘And know you not,’ says Love, ‘Who bore the blame?' 

‘ My dear, then I will serve.’ 

‘You must sit down,’ says Lo\e, ‘and taste my meat.* 

So I did sit and eat. 

JAMES SHIRLEY 

287, ^ Hymn 

1596-1666 

O FLY, my Soul! What hangs upon 
Thy drooping wings, 

And weighs them down 
With love of gaudy mortal things ? 

The Sun is now i’ the east: each shade 
As he doth rise 
Is shorter made, 

That earth may lessen to our eyes. 
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O be not caieless then and ])lay 
Until the Star of Peace 
Hide all his beams in dark recess ! 

Poor pilgrims needs must lose their way, 
When all the shadows do incicase. 

jSS. T)eath the JLeveller 

’’ I ' H E glories of our blood and state 

Aie shadows, not substantial things ; 
Thcie IS no armour against Fate; 

DtMth lays his icy hand on kings ; 
Sceptre and Ciovv'n 
Must tumble down, 

Ar d in the du^t be equal made 

With the ]>oor crooked ‘'Cylhe and sjiade. 

Some men with swords may renj> the fu-ld. 
And plant fi esh laurels where they kill : 
But their strong ncr^es at last must yield ; 
They tame but one another still ; 

E.irlv or late 
They stooji to fate. 

And must gne u]) their mui muring hieath 
When they, pale ca]>tives, cree]) to d' ath. 

The gailands w'iiher on your brow; 

Then boast no moie )our miglity deeds I 
U]'un Death’s purjile altar now^ 

See where the victor-\ictim bleeds 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb ; 

Only the actions of the just 

SnrJl sweet and blossom in their dust. 



THOMAS CAREW 


280. Sou^ 

^ »595'-i63Q^ 

ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 

When June is past, the fading rose ; 

For in your beauty's orient deep 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 


Ask me no more whither do stray 
’Fhe golden atoms of the day ; 
f or n pure love heaven did prepaie 
Tho^'U powders to cniich your hair. 


A'-k me no moie w'liithcr doth ha-te 
'The nigiitingale when May is past ; 
For in )our sw'cet dividing throat 
She winters and keeps waim her note. 


Ask me no mote wheie those stais 'light 
ri\ t downwaids fall m dead of night; 
For in your eyes tliey sit, and there 
1' 1 \cd become as in their sphere. 


Ask me no more if cast or west 
The PhucniK builds her spicy nest ; 
Lhji unto )ou at last siie flies, 

And in \our fiagiant bosom dies. 


zgo. Ft) snAsr^ns to "Joj : a 

T 1 :1 e cjuick spiiits in your e\e 

Now languish and anon must die; 
If (\eiy sweet and every grace 
Must fly fiom that forsaken face; 
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Then, Celia, let us reap our joys 
Ere Time such goodly fruit destioyS. 

Or if that golden fleece must grow 
For ever free from aged snow ; 

If those bright suns must know no shade, 

Nor your fresh beauties ever fade ; 

Then fear not, Celia, to bestow 

What, still being gather’d, still must giow. 

Thus either Time his sickle brings 
In vain, or else in vain his wings. 


2pi. To His Inconstant Afi stress 

VVTHEN thou, poor Excommunicate 

From all the joys of Love, shah see 

The full reward and glorious fate 

Which my strong faith shall purchase me, 
Then curse thine own inconstancy ! 

A fairer hand than thine shall cure 

That heart which thy false oaths did wound ; 

And to my soul a soul more pure 

Than thine shall by Love’s hand be bound, 
And both with equal glory crown’d. 

Then shalt thou weep, entreat, complain 
To Love, as I did once to thee; 

When all thy tears shall be as vain 

As mine were then : for thou shalt be 
Damn’d for thy false apostasy. 
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igz. The Unfading Beautjr 

T T E that loves a rosy cheek. 

Or a coral lip admires, 

Or from star-like eyes doth seek 
Fuel to maintain his fires: 

As old Time makes these decay, 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and steadfast mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm desires^ 
Flearts with equal love combined. 

Kindle never-dying fires. 

Where these are not, I despise 
Lovely cheeks or lips or eyes. 

2g j. Ingrateful Beauty threatened 

^NOW, Celia, since thou art so proud, 
*Twas I that gave thee thy renown. 
Tliou hadst in the forgotten crowd 
Of common beauties lived unknown, 
Had not my verse extolPd thy name, 

And with it impM the wings of Fame. 

That killing power is none of thine ; 

I gave it to thy voice and eyes ; 

Thy sweets, thy graces, all are mine ; 

Thou art my star, shin’st in my skies ; 
Then dart not from thy borrow’d sphere 
Lightning on him that fix’d thee there. 

tgj imp’d] grafted with new feathers. 
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Tempt me with such affrights no more, 
Lest what I made I uncreate ; 

Let fools thy mystic form adore, 

1 know thee in thy mortal state. 

Wi'ic poets, that wrapt Trutli in talcs. 
Knew her themselves through all her veils. 

2(j 4. flpitaph 

On the JLady Mnry l^iUhrs 

” I "HE Lady Mary Vilhcrs lies 

Under this stone ; with weeping eyes 
The parents tliat first gave her biitli, 

And tlicir sad friends, laid her in eaith. 

I f any of them. Reader, were 
Known unto thee, '^hed a tear; 

Or if thyself jiossess a gem 
As dear to thee, as this to them, 

I'hough a stranger to this ]*lace, 

Bewail in theirs thine own hard case : 

For thou ]>erhnps at tliy return 
May’st find thy Darling in an urn. 

jpy. A7Jothe7 

’ i 'HIS httle \ault, this narrow room, 
or Lo\e .ind Beauty is the tor.ib : 
The dawning beam, that ’gan to char 
Our clouded sky, lies darken’d here, 

For ever set to us : by Death 
Sent to enfiame the World Beneath. 

’Twas but a bud, yet did contain 
More sweetness than shall spring again ; 
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A budding Star, that might have grown 
Into a Sun when it had blown. 

This hopeful Beauty did create 
New life in Love’s declining state ; 

But now his empire ends, and we 
F rom fire and wounding darts are free ; 

His brand, his bow, let no man fear : 

The flames, the arrows, all lie here. 

JASPER MAYNE 

2g6, Ti7ne 

1604-1673 

'^IME is the feather’d thing. 

And, whilst I praise 

The sjiarkhngs of thy looks and call them rajs. 
Takes wing, 

Leaving behind him as he flies 
An un|)ercei\ed dimness in thine eyes. 

His minutes, whilst they’re told, 

Do make us old ; 

And every sand ol his fleet glass. 

Increasing age as it doth pass, 

Insensibly sows wrinkles there 
Wlierc flowers and roses do appear. 

Wiulst we do speak, our fire 
Doth into ice expire. 

Flames turn to frost; 

And ere we can 

Know how our crow turns swan, 

Or how a silver snow 

Springs there where jet did grow, 

Our fading spring is in dull winter lost ^ 
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Since then the Night hath hurl'd 
Darkness, Love’s shade, 

Over its enemy the Day, and made 
The world 

Just such a blind and shapeless thing 
As 'twas before light did from darkness spring, 
Let us employ its treasure 
And make shade pleasure : 

Let ’s number out the hours by blisses. 

And count the minutes by our kisses ; 

Let the heavens new motions feel 
And by our embraces wheel ; 

And whilst we try the way 
By which Love doth convey 
Soul unto soul, 

And mingling so 
Makes them such raptures know 
As makes them entranced lie 
In mutual ecstasy, 

Let the harmonious spheres in music roll ! 

WILLIAM HABINGTON 
To Roses in the Bosofn of Cast ay a 

JfM>5-i654 

'Y’E blushing virgins hapj)y are 

In the chaste nunnery of her breasts — 

For he’d profane so chaste a fair, 

Whoe’er should call them Cupid’s nests. 

Transplanted thus how bright ye grow 1 
How rich a perfume do ye yield-' 

In some close garden cowslips so 
Are sweeter than i’ th’ open held. 
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In those white cloisters live secure 

From the rude blasts of wanton breath ! — 
Each hour more innocent and pure, 

Till you shall wither into death. 

Then that which living gave you room. 

Your glorious sepulchre shall be. 

There wants no marble for a tomb 

Whose breast hath marble been to me. 

2pS, JSIox Nocti TnJkat Saeriiiam 

VVTHEN I survey the bright 
Celestial sphere ; 

So rich with jewels hung, that Night 
Doth like an Ethiop bride appear : 

My soul her wings doth spread 
And heavenward flics, 

Th’ Almighty’s mysteries to lead 
In the large volumes of the skies. 

For the bright firmament 

Shoots forth no flame 
^ silent, but is elo<quent 

In speaking the Creator’s name. 

No unregarded star 

Contracts its light 
Into so small a character, 

Remo\ed far from our human sight. 

But if wc steadfast look 
We shall discern 
In it, as in some holy book. 

How man may heavenly knowledge Icam. 
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It tells the conqueror 

That far-stretch'd power. 
Which his proud dangers traffic for, 

Is but the triumph of an hour : 

That from the farthest Noith, 

Some nation may, 

Yet undiscovered, issue fortli. 

And o’er his new-got conquest sway 

Some nation yet shut in 
With hills of ice 

May be let out to scourge his sin. 

Till they shall equal him in vice. 

And then they likewise shall 
Their rum have ; 

For as yourselves youi cmjaies fall. 

And eiery kingdom hath a grave. 

Thus those celestial fires, 

’^Fhough seeming mute. 

The fallacy of our desires 

And all the pride of life confute : — 

For they have watch’d since first 
The W^orld had birth : 

And found sin in itself accurst. 

And nothing permanent on Earth. 
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zgg. A “Devout Lover 

T HAVE a mistress, for perfections rare 
^ In every eye, but in my thoughts mo<t fan. 
Like tapers on the altar shine her eyes ; 

Her breath is the perfume of sacrifice; 

And wheresoe’er my fancy would begin, 

Still her perfection lets religion in. 

We sit and talk, and ki'?« away the hour<i 
As chastely as the morning dews kiss flowers : 

I touch her, like my beads, with devout care, 
And come unto my courtship as my pra\cr. 


^00. An O^e to Master Anthony Staff s A 

to hasten Him irto thf Ccunt/y 

/^OME, spur away, 

I have no patience for a longer stay. 

But must go down 

And leave the chargeable noise of thi" great tuv-a- 
1 will the country see, 

Wheie old simplicity, 

Though hid in gray. 

Doth look more gay 
Tiian fojipery in plush and scarlet clad. 

I'arcwell, you city w'its, that are 
Almost at ciiil war — 

Tis time that I giow wnsc, w'hen all the w'orld grows mai. 
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More of my days 

1 will not spend to gain an idiot’s praise; 

Or to make sport 

Foi some slight Puisne of the Inns of Court. 

Then, worthy Stafford, say, 

How shall we spend the day ? 

With what delights 
Shorten the nights? 

When from this tumult we are got secure, 

Where mirth with all her freedom goes, 

Yet shall no finger lose; 

Where every word is thought, and every thought is pure ? 
There from the tree 

We’ll cherries pluck, and pick the strawberry; 

And every day 

Go see the wholesome country girls make hay, 
Whose brown hath lovelier grace 
Than any painted face 
That I do know 
Hyde Park can show: 

Where I had rather gain a kiss than meet 
(Though some of them in greater state 
Might court my love with plate) 

The beauties of the Cheap, and wives of Lombard Stieet, 

But think upon 

Some other pleasures : these to me are none. 

Why do I prate 

Of women, that are things against my fate 1 
I nevej mean to wed 
That torture to ray bed: 

My Muse is she 
My love shall be. 
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Let clowns get wealth and heirs ; when I am 
And that great bugbear, grisly Death, 

Shall take this idle breath, 

If I a poem leave, that poem is my son. 

Of this no more ! 

We’ll rather taste the bright Pomona’s store. 

No fruit shall ’scape 

Our palates, from the damson to the grape. 
Then, full, we’ll seek a shade, 

And hear what music ’s made ; 

How Philomel 
Her tale doth tell, 

And how the other birds do fill the quire; 

The thrush and blackbird lend their throats, 
Warbling melodious notes ; 

We will all sports enjoy which others but desire. 

Ours is the sky. 

Where at what fowl we please our hawk shall 
Nor will we spare 

To hunt the crafty fox or timorous hare ; 

But let our hounds run loose 
In any ground they’ll choose; 

The buck shall fall. 

The stag, and all. 

Our pleasuies must from their own warrants be, 
For to my Muse, if not to me, 

I’m sure all game is free : 

Heaven, earth, are all but parts of her great royalty. 
And when we mean 

To taste of Bacchus’ blessings now and then. 
And drink by stealth 
A cup or two to noble Barkley’s health. 
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ril take my pipe and try 
The Phrygian melody ; 

Which he that hears, 

Lets through his ears * 

A madness to distemper all the brain • 
Then I another pipe will take 
And Doric music make, 

To cnilize with graver notes our wits again. 


SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT 

^01. Auhacie 

" i 'HE lark now lca\cs his wat'iy nest, 

^ And climbing shakes his dewy wing''. 

He takes this window for the East, 

And to implore your light he sings — 

Awake, awake' the morn will never lise 
d’lil she can chess hei beauty at your ey."'. 

The niej chant bows unto the seaman’s star. 

The ploughman from the sun his season take> ; 
But still the !o\er wondeis what they are 

Who look for day before his mistress wakc''. 
Awake, awake! break thro’ )our \eils of lawn! 
d’hen draw your curtains, and begin the dawn ! 


^ 02 , To a Mistress Dying 

Lover. VOUR beauty, ripe and calm and fii -h 
As eastern summers are, 

Must now, forsaking time and flesh. 

Add light to some small star. 
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Philosopher. Whilst she yet lives, were stais decay’d, 
Their light by hers relief might find ; 
But Death will lead her to a shade 
. Where Love is cold and Beauty blind. 

Loner. Lovers, whose priests all [loets are, 

Think every mistress, when she die^. 
Is changed at least into a star : 

And who dares doubt the poets \vi>e? 

Philosopher. But ask not bodies doom’d to die 
To what abode they go; 

Since Knowledge is but Sorrow’s ‘py. 

It is not safe to know. 


joj. Tyatse ivid 'Prayer 

pRAISE is de\otion fit for mighty mind-:. 
The difP ling woild’s agiceing sacnf ce ; 
Where Heaven divided hiiths united finds 
But Piaver in various discord upward dies. 

1 or Piaver the ocean is where diversely 

Men steer tiieir course, each to a sev'i^l co., : 
Where all our interests so discordant be 

That half beg winds by which the rest a:c ’o 

Bv Penitence when w’e ourselves forsake, 

’Tis but in wise design on piteous Heaven ; 

In Plaice we nobly give what God may take. 
And are, without a beggar’s blush, forgiven. 



EDMUND WALLER 


S04. 


On a Girdle 

1606-1687 

' I 'HAT which her slender waist confined 
^ Shall now my joyful temples bind; 

No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my Heaven^s extremest sphere, 

The pale which held that lovely deer : 

My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 

Did all within this circle move. 


A narrow compass ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that ’s good, and all that ’s fair ! 
Give me but what this ribband bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round! 


soy. Go, lovely Rose 

O, lovely Rose — 

Tell her that wastes her time and me, 

That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee. 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that's young, 

And shuns to have her graces spied, 

That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 

Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired. 

And -not blush so to be admired. 


gto 
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Then die — that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee; 

How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair ! 

^ 0 ^. OU Age 

I "HE seas are quiet when the winds give o'er; 

^ So calm are we when passions are no more. 

For then we know how vain it was to boast 
Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost. 

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptiness which age descries. 

The soul’s dark cottage, batter’d and decay’d, 

Lets in new light through chinks that Time hath made: 
Stronger by weakness, wiser men become 
As they draw near to their eternal home. 

Lea\ing the old, both worlds at once they view 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 

JOHN MILTON 

^07, Hymn on the Moniing of Christas 
Nativity 

160S-1674 

TT was the Winter wilde, 

While the Heav’n-born-childe, 

AH meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies; 
Nature in aw to him 
Had doff’t her gawdy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathize ; 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the Sun her lusty Paramour. 
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Only with speeches fair 
iShe woo's the gentle Air 

To hide her guilty front with innocent Sno\v, 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful! blame, 

ddie Saintly Vail of Maiden white to throw, 
Contounded, that her Makers eyes 
Should look so neer upon her foul deformities. 

But he her feais to cease. 

Sent down the meek-eyd Peace, 

She crown'd with 01i\e green, came softly sliding 
Down through ilie tinning ^ph(.ar 
liiS ready Harbinger, 

With Tuitle wing the anioious clouds dividing, 

And waving wide her mirtle wand. 

She strikes a univer^all Pea.ce through S( a and I .t.nd. 

No War, or Battails sound 
W is heard the Woild aiound. 

The idle -pear and -hield were high up hung ; 

The hooked Chanot stood 
Dn-tain'd with hostile blood, 

The Trumjiet spake not to the aimed throng. 

And Kings sate still with awtull eje, 

A- if they surely knew their sovran Loid \\ a- oy. 

But peaceful! was the night 
A’ hi I in the Prince of light 

His raign of peace upon the earth began : 

The Windcs with wonder whist, 

.Smoothly the waters kisl, 

Whisjienng new joyes to the milde Ocian, 

Who now hath epaite forgot to rave, 

^Vi^]e Birds of Calm sit brooding on the charmed wave. 
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The Stars with deep amaze 
Stand fixt in stedfast gaze, 

Bending one way their pretious influence. 

And will not take their flight, 

P’or all the morning light, 

Or Lucifer that often warn’d them thence; 

But in their glimmering Orbs did glow, 

Untill their Lord himself bespakc. and bid them go. 

And though the shady gloom 
Had gi\en day her room, 

The Sun himsilf wiih-held his wonted speed, 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his infeiiour flame. 

The new enlightn’d world no more should need • 

He saw a greater Sun appear 

Then Ins bnght Thione, or burning Axletree could bear. 

The Shc]jhcrds on the Lawn, 

Or eie the jioint of dawn. 

Sate simjdy chatting in a rustick row ; 

Full little thought they than, 

That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly com to live with them below; 

Perhajis their loves, or els their sheep. 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busie keep. 

When such musick sweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet. 

As ne\er was by mortall finger strook, 
l)i\ inely-w Liblcd \oicc 
Answeiing the stringed noise. 

As all their souU in blisfull r..ptuie took : 

The Air such pleasure loth to lose. 

With thousand echo’s still piolongs each heat’niy close. 
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Nature that heard such sound 
Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia’s seat, the Airy region thrilling, 

Now was almost won 
To think her part was don, 

And that her raign had here its last fulfilling ; 

She knew such harmony alone 

Could hold all Heav’n and Earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sight 
A Globe of circular light. 

That with long beams the shame-fac’t nighl array’d. 
The helmed Cherubim 
And sworded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displaid, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire, 

With unexpressive notes to Heav’ns new-born Heir. 

Such musick (as ’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 

While the Creator Great 
His constellations set. 

And the well-ballanc’t world on hinges hung, 

And cast the dark foundations deep. 

And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel keep. 

Ring out ye Crystall sphears, 

Once bless our human cars, 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so) 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the Base of Heav’ns deep Organ blow 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consort to th’Angelike symphony. 
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For if such holy Song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold. 

And speckl’d vanity 
Will sicken soon and die. 

And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould. 

And Hell it self will pass away. 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day 

Yea Truth, and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Th’enameld Arras of the Rain-bow wearing. 

And Mercy set between, 

Thron’d in Celestiall sheen. 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down stearing, 
And Heav'n as at som festival!, 

Will open wide the Gates of her high Palace Hail, 

But wisest Fate sayes no. 

This must not yet be so, 

The Babe lies yet in smiling Infancy, 

That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss; 

So both himself and us to glorifie: 

Yet first to those ychain’d in sleep. 

The wakefull trump of doom must thunder through the deep. 

With such a horrid clang 
As on mount Sinai rang 

While the red fire, and smouldring clouds out biake: 
The agdd Earth agast 
With terrour of that blast. 

Shall from the surface to the center shake; 

When at the worlds last session, 

The dreadfull Judge in middle Air shall spread his throne. 
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And then at last our bliss 
Full and peifcct is. 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
Th’old Dragon under ground 
In straiter limits bound, 

Not half so far casts his usurjiM sway, 

And wrath to see his Kingdom fail, 

Swindges the scaly Honour of his foulded tail. 

The Oracles are dumm. 

No loice or hideous humm 

Runs thiough the aichcd roof in words deccning. 
Apollo fiom his shiine 
Can no mate di\ine. 

With hollow shreik the steep of Del})hos lca\ing. 

No nightly tiance, or bieathcd spell. 

Inspire's the })ale-ey’d Pjiest from the piophetic cell. 

The lonely mountains oVe, 

And the le-ounding >'hc'ie, 

A ^Olce of wec])ing heaid, and loud lament; 

From haunted s]>ring, and dale 
Fdg'd with j»o]<lar jiale. 

The paiting Genius is with sighing sent, 

Vv’ith tlowie-inwov’n tresses torn 

The Nimphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets .nouin 

In consecrated Earth, 

And on the holy hleaith, 

Tlie Lars, and Lemurcs moan with midnigiit jiLiirit, 
In Urns, and Altars round, 

A drear, and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamins at their service cjuaint ; 

And the chill Maible seems to swc'at, 

While each peculiat power foigoes his wonted - i’. 
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Peor, and Baalim, 

Forsake their Temples dim, 

With that twise-battcr’d god of Palestine, 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heav’ns Queen and Mother both, 

Now sits not girt with Tapers holy shine. 

The Libyc Hammon shiinks his horn, 

In ^ain the Tyrian Maids their wounded Thamuz mourn. 

And sullen Moloch fled, 

Hath left in shadows died. 

His burning Idol all of blackest hue, 

Jn Aain with Cymbals ring, 

'Pney call the giisly king. 

In dismall dance about the furnace blue; 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

isis and Orus, and the Dog Anubis hast. 

Nor IS O-'iiis set'n 
In Mernj-hian Gio\e, or Gieen, 

Tiam})!ing the unshowr’d Grasse with lowings loud: 
Nor can he be at lest 
Wuhm his sacred chest. 

Naught but jiiofoundest Hell Cvin be his shroud, 

In \ain with Timbiel’d Anthems daik 

The sablc-stcled Sotceiers bear his worshipt A:k. 

He Cels fiom .leda’s Land 
'Idle dudded Infints lu.nd, 

Tiie laves of Bethkhem blind his dusky eyn ; 

Nor all the gods beside, 

Loiijyr dare abide. 

Not T)j'lion luge ending in snaky twme : 

Babe to ^hew his Godhead tiiie, 

L ..n in his swadiing bands controul the damned crew. 
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So when the Sun in bed. 

Curtain’d with cloudy red, 

Pillows his chin upon an Orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale. 

Troop to th’infernall jail, 

Each fetter’d Ghost slips to his severall grave, 

And the yellow-skirted Fayes, 

Fly after the Night-steeds, leaving their Moon-Iov’d maze 

But see the Virgin blest, 

Hath laid her Babe to rest. 

Time is our tedious Song should here ha\e ending. 
Hcav’ns youngest teemed Star, 

Hath fixt her polisht Car, 

Her sleeping Lord with Handmaid Lamp attending . 
And all about the Courtly Stable, 

Bright-harnest Angels sit in order serviceable. 

}oS. On Time 

tLY emious Time, till thou run out thy race. 

Call on the lazy leaden-stepjung hours, 

Whose speed is but the hea^y Plummets jiace ; 

And glut thy self with what thy womb de\our'). 
Which is no more then what is false and vain, 

And meerly mortal dross ; 

So little is our loss. 

So little is thy gain. 

For when as each thing bad thou hast entomb i, 
And last of all, thy greedy self con'^um'd, 

Then long Eternity shall greet our b!i>,s 
With an individual kiss ; 

And Joy shall overtake us as a flood. 

When every thing that is sinceiely good 
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And perfectly divine, 

With Truth, and Peace, and Love shall ever shine 

About the supreme Throne 

Of him, t’ whose happy-making sight alone, 

When once our heav’nly-guided soul shall clime, 

Then all this Earthy grosnes quit. 

Attir’d with Stars, we shall for ever sit, 

Triumj'hing over Death, and Chance, and thee O Time. 

At a' Solemn Mustek 

P>LEST pair of Sirens, pledges of Heav’ns joy, 

^ Sphear-born harmonious Sisters, Voice, and Vers, 
Wed your divine sounds, and mixt power emjiloy 
Dead things with inbreath’d sense able to pieice, 

And to our high-rais’d phantasie present, 

I’hat undisturbed Song of pure content, 

Ay sung before the saphire-colour’d throne 

To him that sits theron 

With Saintly shout, and solemn Jubily, 

Where the bright Seraphim in burning roiv 
I’hcir loud up-lifted Angel trumjiets blow, 

And the Cherubick host in thousand quires 
Touch their immortal Harps of golden wire^^, 

^Vlth those just Sjnrits that wear victorious Palms, 
Hymns devout and holy Psalms 
Singing c\erlastingly , 

That we on Eaith with undiscording voice 

May rightly answer that melodious noise ; 

x\s once we did, till dl^pro}>ortlon’d sin 

Jarr’d against natures chime, and with harsh dm 

Bioke the fair musick that all creatures made 

To tlicir great Lord, whose love tlieir motion sway’d 
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In perfect Diapason, whilst they stood 
In first obedience, and their state of good. 

O may we soon again renew that Song, 

And kecj) in tune with Heav’n, tiU God ere long 
To his celestial consort us unite. 

To live with him, and sing in endics morn of light. 

^10. U ylllcgro 

T_ T I .NCR loathed Melancholy 

Of Ceibcrus and blackest midnight born. 

In Stygian Ca\e forlorn 

’Mongst horrid shapes, and shreiks, and sights unholy. 
Find out som uncouth cell, 

Where brooding darknes spreads his jealous wings. 
And the night-Ravcn sings; 

There, under libon shades, and low brow’d Rocks, 
As ragged as thy Locks, 

In daik Cimmeiian d(‘sert etcr dwell - 
But com thou Goddes lair and free, 
in Heav’n ycleap'd Luphro^yne, 

And by men, hcait-ea'^mg Miith, 

Whom lovelv Venu‘^, at a birth 
With two Siiter Graces more 
To Ivy-crowned Bacchus boie; 

Or whether (as ^om Sager sing'l 

J'he fiolick Wind that breathes the Spring, 

Ztjihir wnth Auroia placing. 

As he met her once a Maying, 

There on Beds of Violets blew, 

And fresh-blown Roses washt in dew, 

I'ili’d her with thee a daughtci fair, 
do bucksom. bhth. and debonair. 



JOHN MILTON 


Haste thee nymph, and bring with thee 
Jest and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton "Wiles, 
Nods, and Becks, and Wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek. 

And love to live in dimple sleek ; 

Sport that wrincled Care derides. 

And Laughter holding both his sides. 
Com, and trip it as ye go 
On the light fantastick toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee. 
The Mountain Nymph, sweet Liberty ; 
And if I give thee honour due. 

Mirth, admit me of thy crue 
To live with her, and live with thee. 

In unreproved pleasures free; 

To hear the Lark begin his flight. 

And singing startle the dull night. 

From his watch-towre in the skies, 
d’lll the dappled dawn doth rise ; 

Then to com in spight of sorrow. 

And at my window bid good morrow. 
Through the Sweet-Briar, or the Vine, 

Or the twisted Lglantine. 

While the Cock with li\ely din. 

Scatters the rear of darknes thin. 

And to the stack, or the Barn dore. 
Stoutly struts his Dames before. 

Oft list’ning how the Hounds and horn 
Cheaily rouse the slumbring mom. 

From the side of som Hoar Hill, 
Through the high w'ood echoing shrill. 
Som time walking not unseen 
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By Hedge-row Elms, on Hillocks green, 
Right against the Eastern gate, 

Wher the great Sun begins his state, 
RobM in flames, and Amber light, 

The clouds in thousand Liveries dight* 
While the Plowman neer at hand, 
Whistles ore the Furrow’d Land, 

And the Milkmaid singeth blithe. 

And the Mower whets his sithe. 

And every Shepherd tells his tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the dale. 

Streit mine eye hath caught new pleasures 
Whilst the Lantskip round it measures, 
Russet Lawns, and Fallows Gray, 

^Vhere the nibling flocks do stray, 
Mountains on whose barren brest 
The labouring clouds do often rest : 
Meadows trim with Daisies pide. 

Shallow Brooks, and Rivers wide. 

Towers, and Battlements it sees 
Boosom’d high in tufted Trees, 

Wher perhaps som beauty lies. 

The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes. 

Hard by, a Cottage chimney smokes, 

From betwi-xt two aged Okes, 

Where Corydon and Thyrsis met, 

Arc at their savory dinner set 
Of Heaibs, and other Country Messes, 
Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses ; 
And then in haste her Bowre she leaves, 
With Thestylis to bind the Sheaves; 

Or if the earlier season lead 

To the tann’d Haycock in the Mead, 
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Som times with secure delight 
The up-land Hamlets will invite, 

When the merry Bells ring round. 

And the jocond rebecks sound 
To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the Chequer’d shade ; 

And young and old com forth to play 
On a Sunshine Holyday, 

Till the live-long day-light fail, 

Then to the Spicy Nut-brown Ale, 

With stories told of many a feat, 

How Faery Mab the junkets eat, 

She was pincht, and pull’d she sed, 

And he by Friars Lanthorn led 
Tells how the drudging Goblin swet, 

To ern his Cream-bowle duly set, 

When in one night, ere glimps of mom, 

Hi> shadowy Flale hath thresh’d the Corn 
That ten day-labourers could not end. 

Then lies him down the Lubbar Fend, 

And stretch’d out all the Chimney’s length. 
Basks at the lire his hairy strength ; 

And Cro])-fuIl out of dores he flings, 

Lre the first Cock his Mattin rings. 

Thus don the Tales, to bed they creep. 

By whispering Windes soon lull’d asleep. 

Towred Cities please us then, 

And the busie humm of men. 

Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold. 
In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold. 

With store of Ladies, whose bright eies 
Ram influence, and judge the prise 
Of Wit, or Arms, while both contend 
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To win her Grace, whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear 
In Saffron robe, with Taper clear. 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

With mask, and antique Pageantry, 

Such sights as youth full Poets dream 
On Summer ee\es by haunted stream. 
Then to the well-trod stage anon. 

If Jonsons learned Sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shakespear fancies childe, 
Warble his native Wood- notes wilde. 

And ever against eating Cares, 

Lap me in soft Lydian Aires, 

Married to immortal verse 
Such as the meeting soul may pierce 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of lincked sweetnes long drawn out, 

W^ith wanton heed, and giddy cunning. 
The melting voice through mazes running ; 
Untwisting all the chains that ty 
The hidden soul of harmony. 

That Orpheus self may heave his head 
Fiom golden slumber on a bed 
Of heapt Elysian flowres, and hear 
Such strains as would have won the e.u 
Of Pluto, to have quite set free 
His half regain’d Eurydice. 

These deliglits, if thou canst give. 

Mirth tvith thee, I mean to live. 
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i//. Tl *Penseroso 

IJ ENCE vain deluding joyes, 

The brood of folly without father bred, 
How little you bested, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toyes ; 
Dwell in som idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 
As thick and numberless 

As the gay motes that people the Sun Beams, 
Or likest hovering dreams 

The fickle Pensioners of Morpheus traio. 

But hail thou Goddes, sage and holy. 

Hail divinest Melancholy, 

Whose Saintly visage is too bright 
To hit the Sense of human sight; 

And therfore to our weaker view, 

Oie laid with black staid Wisdoms hue. 

Black, but such as in esteem. 

Prince Memnons sister might beseem, 

Or that Start’d Ethiope Queen that strove 
To set her beauties praise above 
The Sea Nymphs, and their powers offended- 
Yet thou art higher far descended, 

I’hee bright-hair’d Vesta long of yore, 

To solitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter she (in Saturns raign, 

Such mixture was not held a stain) 

Oft in glimmering Bowres, and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 
Of woody Ida’s inmost giove, 

Whilst yet there was no fear of Jove. 

Com pensive Nun, devout and pure, 
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Sober, stedfast, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkest grain, 

Flowing with majestick train, 

And sable stole of Cipres Lawn, 

Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 

Com, but keep thy wonted state. 

With eev'n step, and musing gate, 

And looks commercing with the skies. 

Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes : 

There held in holy passion still, 

Forget thy self to Marble, till 
With a sad Leaden downward cast. 

Thou fix them on the earth as fast. 

And joyn with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muses in a ring. 

Ay round about Joves Altar sing. 

And adde to these retired Leasure, 

That in trim Gardens takes his pleasure ; 
But first, and chiefest, with thee bring. 

Him that yon soars on golden wing. 
Guiding the fiery- wheeled throne, 

The Cherub Contemplation, 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will daign a Song, 

In her sweetest, saddest plight, 

Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 

While Cynthia checks licr Dragon yoke. 
Gently o’re th’accustom’d Oke ; 

Sweet Bird that shunn’st the noise of folly, 
Most musicall, most melancholy ! 

Thee Chauntress oft the Woods among, 

I woo to hear thy eeven-Song ; 
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And missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth-shaven Green, 

To behold the wandring Moon, 

Riding neer her highest noon, 

Like one that had bin led astray 
Through the Heav’ns wide pathles way ; 
And oft, as if her head she bow’d, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft on a Plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off Curfeu sound, 

Over som wide-water’d shoar. 

Swinging slow with sullen roar ; 

Or if the Ayr will not permit, 

Som still removed place will fit. 

Where glowing Embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all resort of mirth, 

Save the Cricket* on the hearth, 

Or the Belmans drousie charm, 

To bless the dores from nightly harm : 

Or let my Lamp at midnight hour, 

Be seen in som high lonely Towr, 

W'here I may oft out-watch the Bear, 

With thrice great Hermes, or unsphear 
The spirit of Plato to unfold 
What Worlds, or what vast Regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook : 

And of those Osemons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 

Whose power hath a true consent 
With Planet, or with Element. 

Som time let Gorgeous Tragedy 
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In Scepter^d Pall com sweeping by, 
Presenting Xhebs, or Pelops line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine. 

Or what (though rare) of later age, 
EnnoblM hath the Buskind stage. 

But, O sad Virgin, that thy power 
Might laise Musaeus from his bower, 

Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Such notes as warbled to the string. 

Drew Iron tears down Pluto’s cheek, 

And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 
Or call up him that left half told 
The story of Canibuscan bold, 

Of Camball, and of Aigarsife, 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That own'd the vertuous Ring and Glass, 
And of the wondrous Hors of Bia>b, 

On which the Tartar Kirtg did ride ; 

And if ought els, great Bards beside, 

In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 

Of Turneys and of Tioj^hics hung; 

Of Forests, and inchantinents drear, 

Where more is meant then meets the ear. 
Thus night oft see me in thy pale career. 
Till civil-suited Morn ajipeer. 

Not trickt and frounc’t as she was wont, 
V^ith the Attick Boy to hunt. 

But CherchePt in a comly Cloud, 

While rocking Winds are Piping loud. 

Or usher’d with a shower still, 

\Vhen the gust hath blown his fill, 

Hnding on the russhng Leaves, 

With minute drops from otf the Eaves. 
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And when the Sun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me Goddes bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And shadows brown that Sylvan loves. 
Of Pine, or monumental Oake, 

Where the rude Ax with heaved stroke. 
Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow’d haunt. 
There in close covert by som Brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 

Hide me from Day’s garish eie, 

W^hile the Bee with Honied thie. 

That at her flowry work doth sing. 

And the Waters murmuring 
With such consort as they keep, 

Entice the dewy- feather’d Sleep; 

And let som strange mysterious dream. 
Wave at his Wings in Airy stream, 

Of lively portrature display’d. 

Softly on my eye-lids laid. 

And as I wake, sweet musick breath 
Above, about, or underneath. 

Sent by som spirit to mortals good, 

Or th’ unseen Genius of the Wood. 

But let my due feet never fail, 

To walk the studious Cloysters pale. 

And love the high embowed Roof, 

With antick Pillars massy proof. 

And storied Windows richly dight. 
Casting a dimm religious light. 

There let the pealing Organ blow. 

To the full voic’d Quire below, 

In Service high, and Anthems deer. 
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As may with sweetnes, through mine car, 
Dissolve me into extasies, 

And bring all Heav’n before mine eyes. 
And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peacefull hermitage, 

The Hairy Gown and Mossy Cell, 

Where I may sit and rightly s])ell 
Of e\ery Star that Heaven doth shew. 
And every Herb that sips the dew ; 

Till old exj)eiience do attain 
To somthing like Prophetic strain. 

These pleasures Melancholy gi'e, 

And I with thee will choose to live. 

r. From ^ Ai caries^ 

O ’RE the smooth enamcld green 

Where no print of step hath been, 
Follow me as I sing. 

And touch the warbled string. 

Under the shady roof 
Of branching Elm Star-proof, 

Follow me, 

I will bring you where she sits 
Clad in splendor as befits 
Her deity. 

Such a rural Queen 

All Arcadia hath not seen. 

From ^ Comus ^ 

. / 

T^HE Star that bids the Shepherd fold, 
Now the top of Heav'n doth hold, 
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And the gilded Car of Day, 

His glowing Axle doth allay 
In the steep Atlantick stream, 

And the slope Sun his upward beam 
Shoots against the dusky Pole, 

Pacing toward the other gole 
Of his Chamber in the East. 

Mean while welcom Joy, and Feast, 

Midnight shout, and re\clry, 

Tipsie dance, and Jollity. 

Braid your Locks with rosie Twine 
Dropping odours, dropping Wine. 

Rigor now is gon to bed. 

And Advice with scrupulous head, 

Strict Age, and sowre Severity, 

With their grave Saws in slumber ly. 

We that are of purer fire 
Imitate the Starry Quire, 

Who in their nightly watchfull Spheais, 

Lead in swift round the Months and Years. 
The Sounds, and Seas with all their finny drov 
Now to the Moon in wavering Morrice move, 
And on the Tawny Sands and Shelves, 

Trip the pert Fairies and the dapper Elves; 

By dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, 

The Wood-Nymphs deckt with Daisies trim. 
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep ; 

What hath night to do with sleep ? 

Night hath better sweets to prove, 

Venus now wakes, and wak’ns Love. . • . 
Com, knit hands, and beat the ground, 

In a light fantastick round. 
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SI4. it 

Echo 

CWEET Echo, sweetest Nymph that liv’st unseen 
^ Within thy airy shell 

By slow Meander’s margent green, 

And in the violet imbroider’d vale 

Where the love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad Song mourncth well. 

Canst thou not tell me of a gentle Pair 
That likcst thy Narcissus arc ? 

O if thou have 

Hid them in som flowry Cave, 

Tell me but where 

Sweet Queen of Parly, Daughter of the Sphear ! 

So maist thou be translated to the skie«, 

And give resounding grace to all Heav’ns Harmonies ! 

Sabrina 

The Spirit sings : 

CABRINA fair 
^ Listen where thou art sitting 
Under the glassic, cool, translucent wave. 

In twisted braids of Lillies knitting 
The loose train of thy aml>er-dropping hair. 
Listen for dear honour’s sake. 

Goddess of the silver lake. 

Listen and save ! 

Listen and apj^ear to us, 

In name of great Oceanus, 

By the earth-shaking Neptune’s mace, 

And Tethys grave majcsiick pace, 
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By hoary Nereus wrincled look, 

And the Carpathian wisards hook, 

By scaly Tritons winding shell. 

And old sooth-saying Glaucus spell, 

By Leucothea’s lovely hands, 

And her son that rules the strands, 

By Thetis tinsel-slipper’d feet, 

And the Songs of Sirens sweet, 

By dead Parthenope’s dear tomb, 

And fair Ligea’s golden comb, 

Wherwith she sits on diamond rocks 
Sleeking her soft alluring locks, 

By all the Nymphs that nightly dance 
Upon thy streams with wily glance. 

Rise, rise, and heave thy rosie head 
From thy coral-pa v’n bed, 

And bridle in thy headlong wave, 

Till thou our summons answered have. 

Listen and save I 


Sabrina replies: 

By the rushy-fringed bank, 

Where grows the Willow and the Osier dank, 
My sliding Chariot stayes, 

Tiiick set with Agat, and the azurn sheen 
Of Turkis blew, and Emrauld green 
That in the channell strayes, 

Whilst from off the waters fleet 
Thus I set my printless feet 
O’re the Cowslips Velvet head, 

That bends not as I tread, 

Gentle swain at thy request 
I am here. 
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SI 6, h 

The Spirit epilogutzes : 

T^O the Ocean now I fly, 

And those happy climes that ly 
Where day never shuts his eye, 

Up in the broad fields of the sky : 

There I suck the liquid ayr 
All amidst the Gardens fair 
Of Hesperus, and his daughters three 
That sing about the golden tree : 

Along the crisped shades and bowres 
Revels the spruce and jocond S]>ring, 

The Graces, and the rosie>boosom’d Howres, 
Thither all their bounties bring, 

That there eternal Summer dwels. 

And West winds, with musky wing 
About the cedar’n alleys fling 
Nard, and Cassia’s balmy smels. 

Iris there with humid bow, 

Waters the odorous banks that blow 
Flowers of more mingled hew 
Than her purfl’d scarf can shew, 

^\nd drenches with Elysian dew 
(List mortals, if your ears be true) 

Beds of Hyacinth, and roses 
Where young Adonis oft reposes, 

Waxing well of his deep wound 
In slumber soft, and on the ground 
Sadly sits th’ Assyrian Queen ; 

But far above in spangled sheen 
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Celestial Cupid her fam’d son advanc’t, 

Holds his dear Psyche sweet intranc’t 
After her wandring labours long, 

Till free consent the gods among 
Make her his eternal Bride, 

And from her fair unspotted side 
Two blissful twins are to be bom, 

Youth and Joy; so Jove hath sworn. 

But now my task is smoothly don, 

I can fly, or I can run 
Quickly to the green earths end. 

Where the bow’d welkin slow doth bend, 
And from thence can soar as soon 
To the corners of the Moon. 

Mortals that would follow me, 

Love vertue, she alone is free. 

She can teach ye how to clime 
Higher then the Spheary chime; 

Or if Vertue feeble were, 

Heav’n it self would stoop to her, 

^ 17 . Lfcidas 

A Lament for a friend droxuned in his passage from 
Chester on the Irish Seas^ 

Y^ET once more, O ye Laurels, and once more 
* Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never-sear, 

1 com to pluck your Beiries harsh and crude, 
And with forc’d fingers rude. 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear. 

Compels me to disturb your season due : 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime 
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Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 

Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 

He must not flote upon his watry bear 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 

Without the meed of som melodious tear. 

Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well, 

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring, 

Begin, and som what loudly sweep the string. 

Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse. 

So may som gentle Muse 

With lucky woids favour my destin’d Urn, 

And as he passes turn. 

And bid fair peace be to my sable shrowd. 

For we were nurst upon the self-same hill, 

Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill. 

Together both, ere the high Lawns a]>]>ear’d 
Under the opening eyedids of the morn. 

We drove a field, and both together heard 
What time the Gray- fly winds her sultry horn, 

Batt’ning our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 

Oft till the Star that rose, at Ev’ning, bright 
Toward Heav’ns descent had slop’d his westering wheel. 
Mean while the Rural ditties were not mute, 

Temper’d to th’Oaten Flute; 

Rough Satyrs danc’d, and Fauns with clov’n heel, 

From the glad sound would not be absent long, 

And old Dama?tas lov’d to hear our song. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gon. 

Now thou art gon, and never must return ! 

Thee Shepherd, thee the Woods, and desert Caves, 
With wilde Thyme and the gadding Vine o’legiown, 
And all their echoes mourn. 
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The Willows, and the Hazle Copses green, 

Shall now no more be seen. 

Fanning their joyous Leaves to thy soft layes. 

As killing as the Cankei to the Rose, 

Or Taint-worm to the weanling Herds that graze. 

Or Frost to Flowers, that their gay wardrop wear, 
When first the White thorn blows; 

Such. Lycidas, thy loss to She})herds ear. 

Where were ye Nymphs when the remorseless deep 
Clos’d o’re the head of your lov’d Lycidas ? 

For neither were ye playing on the steep, 

Where your old Bards, the famous Druids ly, 

Not on the shaggy top of Mona high, 

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wisard stream : 

Ay me, I fondly dream ! 

Had ye bin there — for what could that ha\e don? 
\^'hat could the Muse her self that Orjiheus bore, 

The Muse her self, for her inchanting son 
Whom Universal nature did lament, 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 

His goary ^isage down the stream was sent, 

Dov'kn the switt Hebrus to the Lesbian shore. 

Alas ' What boots it with uncessant care 
To tend the homely slighted Shepherds trade, 

And strictly meditate the thankles Muse, 

Were it not better don as others use. 

To sj>ort with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Ne.era's hair ? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last intirmity of Noble mind) 

To scorn delights, and Ii\e laborious dayes ; 

But the fair Guerdon when we ho}>e to find. 

And think to buist out into sudden blaze, 
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Comes the blind Fury with th’abhorred shears, 

And slits the thin spun life. But not the praise, 
Phoebus replied, and touch’d my trembling ears ; 
Fame is no plant that glows on mortal soil, 

Nor in the glistering foil 

Set off to th’world, nor in broad rumour lies. 

But lives and spreds aloft by those pure eyes, 

And perfet witnes of all judging Jo\e; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 

Of so much fame in Heaven expect thy meed. 

O fountain Arcthuse, and thou honour’d tloud, 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown’d with vocall reeds, 
That strain I heard was of a higiier mood ; 

But now my Gate proceeds, 

And listens to the Herald of the Sea 
That came in Neptune’s plea, 

He ask’d the Wa\es, and ask'd the Fellon winds, 
What hard mishap hath doom’d this gentle swam i 
And question'd every gust of rugged wings 
That blows from off each beaked Promontory, 

They knew not of his story, 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings, 

That not a bla-^t w^as from his dungeon siiay’d. 

The Ayr was calm, and on the level brine, 

Sleek Panope with all her sisters play’d. 

It was that fatall and perfidious Bark 

Built in th’ech])sc, and rigg’d with curses dark, 

That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 

Next Camus, leverend Sire, went footing slow, 

H is Mantle hairy, and his Bonnet sedge. 

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that sanguine flower inscrib’d with woe. 
Ah; Who hath reft (quoth he) my dearest pledge? 
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Last came, and last did go, 

The Pilot of the Galilean lake. 

Two massy Keyes he bore of metals twain, 

(The Golden opes, the Iron shuts amain) 

He shook his Miter’d locks, and stern bespake, 

How well could I have spar’d for thee, young swain, 
Anow of such as for their bellies sake. 

Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold ? 

Of other care they little reck’ning make, 

Then how to scramble at the shearers feast. 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest. 

Blind mouthes ! that scarce themselves know how to hold 
A Sheep-hook, or have learn’d ought els the least 
That to the faithfull Herdmans art belongs ! 

What recks it them ? What need they ? They are sped ; 
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel Pipes of wretched straw, 

The hungry Sheep look up, and are not fed, 

But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw. 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread : 

Besides what the grim Woolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing sed. 

But that two-handed engine at the door. 

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more. 

Return Alpheus, the dread voice is past, 

That shrunk thy streams ; Return Sicilian Muse, 

And call the Vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their Bels, and Flourets of a thousand hues. 

Ye valleys low where the nulde whispers use, 

Of shades and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 

On whose fresh lap the swart Star sparely looks, 
T'hrow hither all your quaint enameld eyes. 

That on the green terf suck the honied shovv^res, 
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And purple all the ground with vernal flowres. 

Bring the rathe Primrose that forsaken dies. 

The tufted Crow-toe, and pale Gessamine, 

The white Pink, and the Pansie freakt with jeat, 
The glowing Violet. 

The Musk-rose, and the well attir’d Woodbine. 

With Cowslips wan that hang the j>ensi\e hed, 

And e\ ery flower that sad embroidery wears : 

Bid Amaranthus all his beauty shed, 

And Daffadillics fill their cups with tears, 

To strew the Laureat Herse where Lycid lies. 

For so to interpose a little ease. 

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 

Ay me ! Whilst thee the shores, and sounding Seas 
Wash far away, where ere thy bones are huild, 
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou to our moist \ows deny’d, 

Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old, 

Where the great \ision of the guarded Mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold ; 

Look homewaid Angel now, and melt with ruth. 
And, O )e Dolj^hms, waft the haples you^h. 

Weep no more, woful Shcjiherds weep no more, 
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead, 

Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar, 

So sinks the day-star in the Ocean bed. 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 

And tricks his beams, and with new sjiangled Ore, 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky : 

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high. 

Through the dear might of him that walk’d the waves 
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Where other groves, and other streams along, 

With Nectar pure his oozy Lock’s he laves, 

And hears the unexpressive nuptiall Song, 

In the blest Kingdoms meek of joy and love. 

There entertain him all the Saints abov»^ 

In solemn troops, and sweet Societies 
That sing, and singing in their glory move. 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 

Now Lycidas the Shepherds weep no more; 

Hence forth thou art the Genius of the shore. 

In tliy large recompense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Thus sang the uncouth Swain to th’Okes and rills, 
While the still morn went out with Sandals gray. 

He touch’d the tender stojis of various Quills, 

With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay : 

And now the Sun had stretch’d out all the hills. 
And now was dropt into the Western bay ; 

At last he rose, and twitch’d his Mantle blew : 

To morrow to fresh Woods, and Pastures new. 

To the JLach/ Margaiet JLejy 

'PN AUG PITER to that good Earl, once President 
Of Englands Counsel, and her Treasury, 

Who liv’d in both, unstain’d with gold or fee. 
And left them both, more in himself content. 

Till the sad breaking of that Parlament 
Broke him, as that dishonest victory 
At Chxronea, fatal to liberty 
Kil’d with report that Old man eloquent. 

Though later bom, then to have known the dayes 
Wherin your Father flourisht, yet by you 
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Madam, me thinks I sec him living yet; 

So well your words his noble vertues praise, 

That all both judge you to relate them true, 

And to possess them, Honour’d Margaret. 

Si8. On His Blindness 

VVTHEN I consider how my light is spent, 

E’re half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
And that one Talent which is death to hide. 

Lodg’d with me useless, though my Soul more bent 
To scr\e therewith my Maker, and jnesent 
My true account, least he returning chide. 

Doth God exact day-labour, light dcny’d, 

I fondly ask; But patience to pretent 
That murmur, soon rejilics, God doth not need 
Either man’s work or his own gifts, who best 
Bear his milde yoak, they serve him best, his State 
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o’re Land and Ocean without rest ; 

They also serte who only stand and waite. 

j/p. To Mr. Lawrence 

T AWRENCE of \ertuous Fathci \ertuous Son, 

^ Now that the Fields are dank, and ways are mire, 
Where shall we sometimes meet, and by the fire 
Help w'ast a sullen day ; what may be won 
From the hard Season gaining; time will run 
On smoother, till Favonius re-insjare 
The frozen earth ; and cloth in fresh attire 
The Lillie and Rose, that neither sow’d nor spun. 
What neat repast shall feast us, light and choice, 

Of Attick tast, with Wine, whence we may rise 
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To hear the Lute well toucht, or artfull voice 
Warble immortal Notes and Tuskan Ayre ? 

He who of those delights can judge, and spare 
To interpose them oft, is not unwise. 

S20. To Cyriack Skinner 

/^YRIACK, whose Grandsire on the Royal Bench 
Of Brittish Themis, with no mean applause 
Pronounc’t and in his volumes taught our Lawes, 
Which others at their Barr so often wrench ; 

To day deep thoughts resolve with me to drench 
In mirth, that after no repenting drawes ; 

Let Euclid rest and Archimedes jiause, 

And what the Swede intend, and w'hat the French 
To measure life, learn thou betimes, and know 
Toward solid good \that leads the nearest way; 
For other things mild Heav’n a time ordains, 

And disappro\es that care, though wise in show, 
That with supeifluous buiden loads the dav. 

And when God sends a cheerful hour, refrains. 

J 2 /. On His 'Deceased l^^ife 

l^ETHOUGHT I saw my late espousM Saint 
Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave, 
Whom Joves great Son to her glad Husband gne. 
Rescu’d from death by force though pale and faint. 
Mine as whom washt from spot of child-bed taint, 
Purification in the old Law did save. 

And such, as yet once more I trust to have 
Full sight of her in Heaven without restraint, 

Came vested all in white, pure as her mind ; 

H er face was vail’d, yet to my fancied sight, 
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Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shin’d 
So clear, as in no face with more delight. 

But O as to embrace me she enclin’d 
I wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night. 

S22. Light 

T T AIL holy light, ofspring of Hcav’n first-born, 

Or of th’ Eternal Coeternal beam 
May I express thee unblam’d ? since God is light. 
And nc\er but in unapproached light 
Dwelt from Eternitie, dwelt then in thee, 

Bright efRucnce of bright essence increate. 

Or hear'st thou rather pure Ethereal stream, 

Whose Fountain who shall tell? bcfoie the Sun, 
Before the Heatens thou wert, and at the \oice 
Of God, as with a Mantle didst intest 
The rising world of waters dark and deej), 

Won from the \oid and formless infinite. 

Thee I re-Msit now with bolder wing, 

E‘-cap*t the Stygian Pool, though long detain’d 
In that ob^scure soiourn. while in my flight 
Through utter and through middle darkness lx)rne 
With other notes then to th’ Orphean Lyie 
1 sung of Chaos and Eternal Night, 

Taught by the hed\’nly Muse to venture down 
The dark descent, and up to reascend, 

Though hard and rare: thte I revisit safe, 

And feel thy sovran Mtal Lamp; but thou 
ReMSit’st not these eyes, that rowlc in \ain 
To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn ; 

So thick a drop seiene hath quencht thir Oibs, 

Or dim suffusion \eild. Yet not the moie 
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Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt 
Cleer Spring, or shadie Grove, or Sunnie Hill, 

Smit with the love of sacred song ; but chief 
Thee Sion and the flowrie Brooks beneath 
That wash thy hallowd feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I visit ; nor somtimcs forget 
Those other two ecjuaPd with me in Fate, 

So were I cqual’d with them in renown, 

Blind Thamyris and blind Mseonides, 

And Tiresias and Phineus Prophets old. 

'I'hen feed on thoughts, that voluntarie move 
Harmonious numbers ; as the wakeful Bird 
Sings darkling, and in shadiest Covert hid 
Tunes her nocturnal Note. Thus with the Year 
Seasons return, but not to me returns 
Day, or the sweet approach of E\’n or Morn, 

Or sight of ^ernal bloom, or Summers Rose, 

Oi flocks, or herds, or human face di\me; 

But cloud in stead, and ever-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the chearful waies of men 
Cut off, and for the Book of knowledg fuir 
Presented with a Unnersal blanc 
Of Natures works to mee expung'd and ras’d, 

And wisdome at one entrance quite shut out. 

So much the rather thou Celestial light 
Siune inward, and the mind through all her powers 
Irradiate, there plant eyes, all mist from thence 
Purge and disj^ierse, that 1 may see and tell 
Oi things in\isible to mortal sight. 
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From ^Samson yigonistes^ 

i 

/'^H how comely it is and how reviving 

To the Spirits of just men long opprest ! 
When God into the hands of thir deliverer 
Puts in^'incible might 

To quell the mighty of the Earth, th’ o})pressour, 
The brute and boisterous force of violent men 
Hardy and industrious to support 
Tyrannic }K)wer, but raging to pursue 
The righteous and all such as honour Truth ; 

He all thir Ammunition 
And feats of War defeats 
With plain Heroic magnitude of mind 
And celestial vigour arm’d, 

Thir Armories and Magazins contemns, 

Renders them useless, while 

With winged expedition 

Swift as the lightning glance he executes 

His errand on the wicked, who surpris’d 

Lose thir defence distracted and amaz’d. 

// 

A ll is best, though we oft doubt, 

^ What th’ unsearchable dispose 
Of highest wisdom brings about, 

And ever best found in the close. 

Oft he seems to hide his face, 

But unex])ectedly returns 
And to his faithful Champion hath in place 
Bore witness gloriously ; whence Gaza mourns 
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And all that band them to resist 
His uncontroulable intent. 

His servants he with new acquist 
Of true experience from this great event 
With peace and consolation hath dismist, 
And calm of mind all passion spent. 


SIR JOHN SUCKLING 

A T>ouht of Martyrdom 

1609-164 

FOR some honest lover’s ghost, 

Some kind unbodied post 
Sent from the shades below ! 

I strangely long to know 
Whether the noble chaplets wear 
Those that their mistress’ scorn did bear 
Or those that were used kindly. 

For whatsoe’er they tell us here 
To make those sufferings dear, 

'Twill there, I fear, be found 
That to the being crown’d 
T’ have loved alone will not suffice, 

Unless we also have been wise 
And have our lo\es enjoy’d. 

^ What posture can we think him in 
That, here unloved, again 
Dej^arts, and ’s thither gone 
Where each sits by his own? 

Or how can that Elysium be 
Where I my mistress still must see 
Circled in other’s arms ? 
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For there the judges all are just. 
And Sophonisba must 

Be -his whom she held dear. 
Not his who loved her here. 
The sweet Philoclea, since she died- 
Lies by her Pirocles his side, 

Not by Amphialus. 

Some bays, perchance, or myrtle bou 
For difference crowns the brow 
Of those kind souls that were 
The noble martyrs here; 

And if that be the only odds 
(As who can tell ?), ye kinder gods, 
Gi\e me the woman here ! 

J2(^, The Constant Cover 

J /^^UT upon it, I ha\e loved 

Three whole days together ! 
And am like to lo\e three more. 
If it prove fair weather. 

Time shall moult away his wings 
Ere he shall di«^cover 
In the whole wide world again 
Such a constant lover. 

But the sjiite on ’t is, no piaise 
Is due at all to me : 

Love with me had made no s^s 
Had it any been but she. 

Had it any been but she, 

And that very face, 

There had been at least ere this 
A dozen dozen in her place. 
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v/^ 

J27- JVhy so Tale and IV an ? 


so pale and wan, fond lover ? 
’ ^ Prithee, why so pale ? 

Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 

Pnthcc, why so pale ? 


Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 

Will, when speaking well can’t win her, 
Saying nothing do ’t ? 

Prithee, why ^o mute ? 


Quit, quit for shame ! This will not move ; 

This cannot take her. 

If of hciself she wall not love. 

Nothing can make her : 

The devil take her! 


Hd^n^ Dearest, / but think of Thee 

Vji^HFN, dearest, I but think of thee, 
Methinks all things that lovely be 
Are present, and my soul delighted : 

For beauties that from worth arise 
Are like the grace of deities. 

Still present with us, tho’ unsighted. 

Thus while I sit and sigh the day 
With all his borrow’d lights away, 

Till nigiit\ black wings do overtake me, 
Thinking on thee, thy IxMuties then, 

As sudden lights do sieejiy men, 

So tiiey by their bright rays awake me. 
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Thus absence dies, and dying proves 
No absence can subsist with loves 
That do partake of fair perfection : 
Since in the darkest night they may 
By love’s quick motion find a way 
To see each other by reflection. 

The waving sea can with each flood 
Bathe some high promont that hath stood 
Far from the main up in the river : 

O think not then but love can do 
As much ! for that ’s an ocean too, 
Which flows not every day, but ever ! 


SIR RICHARD FANSHAWE 

^2p. A Rose 

1608-1666 

ID L OWN m the morning, thou shalt fade ere noon. 
^ What boots a life which in such haste forsakes thee ? 
Thou’rt wondrous frolic, being to die so soon, 

And passing proud a little colour makes thee. 

If thee thy brittle beauty so deceives, 

Know then the thing that swells thee is thy bane ; 

For the same beauty doth, in bloody leaves. 

The sentence of thy early death contain. 

Some clown’s coarse lungs will poison thy sweet flower, 
If by the careless plough thou shalt be toi n ; 

And many Herods lie in wait each hour 
To murder thee as soon as tliou art born — 

Nay, force thy bud to blow — their tyrant breath 
Antieijiating life, to hasten death ' 
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no. To Chloe : 

Who for his sake wished herself younger 

i 6 n>i 64 « 

•^HERE are two births; the one when light 
-*• First strikes the new awaken’d sense; 

The other when two souls unite, 

And we must count our life from thence; 

When you lo^c‘d me and I loied you 
Then both of us were born anew. 

Love then to us new souls did give 

And in those souls did plant new powers ; 

Since when another life we live, 

The breath we breathe is his, not ours : 

Lo\e makes those young whom age doth chill. 

And whom he hnds young keeps young still. 

jj/. Falsehood 

CTILL do the stars impart their light 
To those that traiel in the night; 

Still time runs on, nor doth the hani 
Or shadow on the dial stand ; 

The streams still glide and constant aie; 

Only thy mind 
Untiue I find, 

Which carelessly 
Neglects to be 

Like stream or shadow, hand or star. 

I' ool that I am ! I do recall 

My words, and swear thou’rt like them all : 
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Thou seem’st like stars to nourish fire, 
But O how cold is thy desire ! 

And like the hand upon the brass 
Thou point’st at me 
In mockery ; 

If I come nigh 
Shade-like thou’lt fly, 

And as the stream with murmur pass. 


On the ^een* s Return from the Low 
Countries 

IJ ALLOW the threshold, crown the posts anew! 

The day shall have its due. 

Twi^st all our victories into one bright wreath, 

On which let honour breathe ; 

Then throw it round the tem})les of our Queen ! 

’Tis she that must preserve those glories green. 

When greater tempests than on sea before 
Received her on the shoic ; 

When she was shot at ‘ for the King’s own good 
By legions hired to blood ; 

How bia\ely did she do, how bravely bear ! 

And show’d, though they durst rage, she durst not f u 

Courage was ca‘-t about her like a dress 
Of solemn comeliness : 

A gather’d mind and an untroubled face 
Did gi\e her dangers grace: 

Thus, arm’d with innocence, secure they move 
Who-^e highetrt ‘treason’ is but highest lo\e. 
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On a Firtmus Toung Gentlewoman 
that dieii suddenly 

CHE who to Heaven more Heaven doth annex, 

^ Whose lowest thought was above all our sex, 
Accounted nothing death but t’ be reprieved, 

And died as free from sickness as she lived. 

Others are dragg’d away, or must be driven, 

She only saw her time and stept to Heaven; 

Where scraphims view all her glories o’er, 

As one return’d that had been there before. 

For w'hile she did this lower world adorn, 

Her body seem’d rather assumed than born ; 

So rarified, advanced, so pure and w^hole. 

That body might have been another’s soul ; 

And equally a miracle it were 

That she could die, or that she could live here. 

JAMES GRAHAM, MARQETIS OF MONTROSE 

rii nrjer love Thee 7nore 

1612-1650 

ly ^ Y dear and only Love, I pra) 

That little world of thee 
Be govern’d by no other sway 
Than purest monaichy; 

For if contagion have a pait 
(Which virtuous souls abhor). 

And hold a synod in thine heart, 

I’ii never love thee moie. 

Like xMexander I W'lll reign. 

And I will reign alone; 

My thoughts did eveimore disdain 
A rival on my throne. 



MARQUIS OF MONTROSE 


He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 

That dares not put it to the touch, 

To gain or lose it all. 

And in the empire of thine heart, 
Where I should solely be, 

If others do pretend a part 
Or dare to vie with me. 

Or if Committees thou erect, 

And go on such a score, 
ril laugh and sing at thy neglect. 

And never love thee more. 

But if thou wilt prove faithful then, 
And constant of thy word, 
ril make thee glorious by my pen 
And famous by my sword ; 
ni serve thee in such noble ways 
Was never heard before ; 

I’ll crown and deck thee all with bays. 
And love thee more and more. 


THOMAS .IORDAN 

Coronemus nos J^osis antequam 

marcescant , 

1 Sis’- 1685 

T ET US drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice, 
^ With claret and sherry, theorbo and voice ! 

The changeable world to our joy is unjust, 

All treasure ’s uncertain. 

Then down with your dust ! 

In frolics dispose your pounds, shillings, and pence, 

For we shall be nothing a hundred years hence. 
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We*ll sport and be free with Moll, Betty, and Dolly, 
Have oysters and lobsters to cure melancholy ; 
Fish-dinners will make a man spring like a flea, 

Dame Venus, love’s lady. 

Was born of the sea : 

With her and with Bacchus we’ll tickle the sense. 

For we shall be past it a hundred years hence. 

Your most beautiful bride who with garlands is crown’d 
And kills with each glance as she treads on the ground. 
Whose lightness and brightness doth shine in such splendour 
That none but the stars 
Are thought fit to attend her, 

Though now she be pleasant and sweet to the sense, 
Will be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. 

Then why should we turmoil in cares and in fears, 
Turn all our tranquilPty to sighs and to tears ^ 

Let ’s eat, driijk, and ])lay till the worms do corrupt us, 
’Tis certain. Post mortem 
Nulla voluptas. 

For health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and sense, 
Must all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 


RICHARD CRASHAW 


U'^ishes to His Supposed Hi stress 

i6i3‘-i649 

V^HOE’ER she be— 

That not impossible She 
That shall command my heart and me ; 


Where’er she lie. 

Lock’d up from moital eye 
In shady leaves of destiny : 
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Till that ripe birth 
Of studied Fate stand forth, 

And teach her fair steps to our earth : 

Till that divine 
Idea take a shrine 

Of crystal flesh, through which to shine ; 

Meet you her, my \Vishes, 

Bespeak her to my blisses, 

And be ye call’d my absent kisses. 

I wish her Beauty, 

That owes not all its duty 
To gaudy tire, or ghsthing shoe-tie: 

Something more than 
TafTata or tissue can, 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan. 

A Face, that ’s best 
By its own beauty drest. 

And can alone commend the rcs^. 

A Face, made up 
Out of no other shop 

Than what Naiuie’s white hand sets ope. 

A Check, wheie youth 
And blood, with j>c‘n of tiuth, 

AVritc what the leader sweetly lu’th. 

A Check, where grows 
More than a moTniug rose, 

Whieh to no box his being owes. 
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Lips, where all day 
A lover’s kiss may play, 

Yet carry nothing thence away. 

Cooks, that oppress 

Their richest tiies, but dress 

And clothe their simp>lest nakedness. 

Cyes, that displace 

The neighbour diamond, and outface 
That sunshine by their own sweet grace. 

Tresses, that wear 
Jewels but to declare 

How much themselves more precious are 

Whose native ray 

Can tame the wanton day 

Of gems that in their bn’ght shades play. 

Cach ruby there, 

Or pearl that dare appear, 

Be its own blush, be its own tear. 

A well-tamed Heait, 

For who-^e moie noble smait 
Love may be long choosing a dart. 

Fyes, that bestow 

Full quivers on love’s bow. 

Yet pay less arrows than they owe. 

Smiles, that can waim 

The blood, yet teach a charm. 

That chastity shall take no harm. 
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Blushes, that bin 
The burnish of no sin, 

Nor flames of aught too hot within. 

Joys, that confess 
Virtue their mistress, 

And have no other head to dress. 

Fears, fond and slight 

As the coy biide’s, when night 

First does the longing lover right. 

Days, that need borrow 
No part of their good-morrow 
From a fore-spent night of sorrow. 

Days, tliat in sjute 

Cf darkness, by the light 

Of a clear mind, are day all night. 

Nights, sweet as they. 

Made short by loiers’ play. 

Yet long by th* absence of the day. 

Life, that dares send 
A challenge to his end, 

And when it comes, say, ‘ Welcome, friend 
Sydneian showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can crown old Winter’s head with flowers. 

Soft silken hours, 

Open suns, shady bowers ; 

’Bove all, nothing within that lowers. 
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Whatever delight 

Can make Day’s forehead bright, ^ 
Or give down to the wings of Night* 

I wish her store 

Of worth may leave her poor 

Of wishes ; and I wish — no more. 

Now, if Time knows 

That Her, whose radiant brows 

Weave them a garland of my \ o ws 5 

Her, whose just bays 
bly future hopes can raise, 

A trophy to her piesent praise; 

Her, that dares be 

What these lines wish to see ; 

1 seek no further, it is She. 

*Tis She, and here, 

Do ! I unclothe and clear 
My Wishes’ cloudy chaiacter. 

May she enjoy it 
^Vhose merit dare apply it. 

But modesty dares still deny it ! 

Such worth as this is 
Shall fix my flying Wishes, 

And determine them to kisses. 

Let her full glory. 

My fancies, fly before ye ; 

Be ye my fictions — but her story. 
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JJ7. The J4^eeper 

T T AIL, sister springs, 

Parents of si]\er>footed rills ! 

Ever bubbling things, 

Thawing crystal, snowy hills ! 

Still spending, never spent ; I mean 
Thy fair eyes, sweet Magdalene. 

Heavens thy fair eyes be ; 

Hea^ens of ever-falling stars; 

*Tis seed-time still with thee, 

And stars thou sow’st whose harvest dares 
Promise the earth to countershine 
Whatever makes Heaven’s forehead fine. 

Every morn fiom hence 
A brisk cheiub something sips 

Whose soft influence 
Adds sweetness to nis sweetest lips ; 

Then to his music : and his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day long. 

When some new bright guest 
Takes up among the stars a room. 

And Heaven will make a feast, 

Angels with their bottles come. 

And draw from these full eyes of thine 
Their Master’s water, their own wine. 

The dew no more will weep 
The primrose’s pale cheek to deck ; 

The dew no more will sleep 
Nuzzled in the lily’s neck : 

Much rather would it tremble here, 

And leave them both to be thy tear. 
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When sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty, 

— For she is a Queen — 

Then is she drest by none but thee : 

Then and only then she wears 
Her richest pearls — I mean thy tears^ 

Not in the evening’s eyes, 

When they red with weeping are 
For the Sun that dies. 

Sits Sorrow with a face so fair. 

Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet. 

Does the night arise ? 

Still thy tears do fall and fall. 

Does night lose her eyes ? 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 

Tet day and night do what they will. 
Thou hast thy task, thou weepest still. 

Not So long she lived 
Will thy tomb report of thee ; 

But So long she grieved : 

Thus must we date thy memory. 

Others by days, by months, by years. 
Measure their ages, thou by tears. 

Say, ye bright brothers, 

The fugitive sons of those fair eyes 
Your fruitful mothers. 

What make you here ? What hopes can ’tice 
You to be born ? What cause can borrow 
You from those nests of noble sorrow? 
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Whither away so fast ? 

For sure the sordid earth 
Your sweetness cannot taste, 

Nor does the dust deserve your birth. 

Sweet, whither haste you then ? O say, 
Why you trip so fast away? 

IVf go not to seek 
The darlings of Aurora s hed^ 

The rose’s modest cheeky 
Nor the violet’s humble head. 

No such thing : we go to meet 
A worthier object — our Lord’s feet. 


A Hymn to the Name ami Honour 
of the Admirable Saint Teresa 

T OVE, thou art absolute, sole Lord 
^ Of life and death. To prove the word, 
We’ll now appeal to none of all 
Those thy old soldiers, great and tall, 

Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down 
With strong arms their triumphant crown ; 

Such as could with lusty breath 
Speak loud, unto the face of death, 

Their great Lord’s glorious name ; to none 
Of those whose spacious bosoms spread a throne 
For love at large to fill. Spare blood and sweat • 
We’ll see Him take a private seat. 

And make His mansion in the mild 
And milky soul of a soft child. 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


Scarce has she learnt to lisp a name 
Of martyr, yet she thinks it shame 
Life should so long play with that breath 
Which spent can buy so brave a death. 

She never undertook to know 

What death with love should have to do. 

Nor has she e’er yet understood 

Why, to show love, she should shed blood ; 

Yet, though she cannot tell you why. 

She can love, and she can die. 

Scarce has she blood enough to make 
A guilty sword blush for her sake ; 

Yet has a heart dares hope to prove 

How much less strong is death than love. . . 

Since ^tis not to be had at home, 

She’ll travel for a martyrdom. 

No home for her, confesses she, 

But where she may a martyr be. 

She'll to the Moors, and trade with them 
For this unvalued diadem; 

She otl'ers them her dearest breath. 

With Christ’s name in ’t, in change for death 
She’ll bargain with them, and will give 
Them God, and teach them how to live 
In Him ; or, if they this deny, 

For Him she’ll teach them how to die. 

So shall she leave amongst them sown 
Her Lord’s blood, or at least her own. 

Farewell then, all the world, adieu I 
Teresa is no more for you. 

Farewell all pleasures, s}>orts, and ioys. 

Never till now esteemed toys ! 
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Farewell whatever dear may he — - 
Mother’s arms, or father’s knee ! 

Farewell house, and farewell home ! 

She ’s for the Moors and Martyrdom. 

Sweet, not so fast ; lo ! thy fair spouse^ 
Whom thou scek’st with so swift \ows* 
Calls thee back, and bids thee come 
embrace a milder martyrdom. . . . 

O how oft shah thou complain 
Of a sweet and subtle pain ! 

Of intolerable joys ! 

Of a death, in which who dies 
Lo ves his death, and dies again. 

And would for e\cr so be slain; 

And li\es and dies, and knows not why 
To live, but that he still may die ! 

How kindly will thy gentle heart 
Kiss the sweetly-killing dart ! 

And close in his embraces keep 
Those delicious wounds, that weep 
Balsam, to heal themselves with thus. 
When these thy deaths, so numerous, 
Shall all at once die into one. 

And melt thy soul’s sweet mansion ; 
Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hot a fire, and wasted 
Into perfuming clouds, so fast 
Shalt thou exhale to heaven at last 
In a resolving sigh, and then, — 

O what ? Ask not the tongues of men. 

Angels cannot tell ; suffice. 

Thyself shalt feel thine own full joys, 



RICHARD CRASHAW 


And hold them fast for ever there. 

So soon as thou shalt first appear, 

The moon of maiden stars, thy white 
Mistress, attended by such bright 
Souls as thy shining self, shall come, 

And in her first ranks make thee room ; 
Where, ’mongst her snowy family, 

Immortal welcomes wait for thee. 

O what delight, when she shall stand 
And teacli thy lips heaven, with her hand, 

On which thou now may’st to thy wishes 
Heap up tliy consecrated kisses ! 

What joy shall seize thy soul, when she, 
Bending her blessed eyes on thee. 

Those second smiles of heaven, shall dart 
Her mild rays through thy melting heart ! 

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee, 
Glad at their own home now to meet thee. 
All thy good works which went before. 

And waited for thee at the door. 

Shall own thee there ; and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King, thy spouse, 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. 

All thy old woes shall now smile on thee, 
And thy pains sit bright upon thee : 

All thy sorrows here shall shine. 

And thy sutferings be divine. 

Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems. 

And wrongs rejient to diadems. 

I’iven thy deaths shall live, and new 
Dress the soul which late they slew. 
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Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars 
As keep account of the Lamb’s wars. 

Those rare works, where thou shalt leave writ 
Lov^e’s noble history, with wit 
Taught thee by none but Him, while here 
l^hey feed our souls, shall clothe thine there. 
Each heavenly word by whose hid flame 
Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same 
Shall flourish on thy brows, and be 
Both fire to us and flame to thee ; 

^Vhose light shall live bright in thy face 
By glory, in our hearts by grace. 

Thou shalt look round about, and see 
Thousands of crown’d souls throng to be 
Themsehes thy crown, sons of thy vows. 

The virgin-births with which thy sj)OUse 
Made fruitful thy fair soul ; go now. 

And with them all about thee bow 
To Him ; put on. He’ll say, put on, 

M> rosy Love, that thy rich zone. 

Sparkling with the sacred flames 
Of thousand souls, whose happy names 
Heaven keeps upon thy score : thy bright 
Life brought them first to kiss the light 
That kindled them to stars ; and so 
Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shalt go. 
And, wheresoe’er He sets His white 
Steps, walk with Him those ways of light. 
Which who in death would live to see, 

Must learn in life to die like thee. 
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iiP- Upon the Booh and Ticture of the 
Seraphical Saint Teresa 

THOU undaunted daughter of desires ! 

By all thy dower of lights and fires; 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove ; 

By all thy lives and deaths of love ; 

By thy large draughts of intellectual day, 

And by thy thirsts of love more large than they ; 
By all thy brim-fiird bowls of fierce desire, 

By thy last morning’s draught of liquid fire; 

By the full kingdom of that final kiss 
That seized thy parting soul, and seal’d thee His ; 
By all the Heav’n thou hast in Him 
(Fair sister of the seraphim!); 

By all of Him we have in thee ; 

Leave nothing of myself in me. 

Let me so read thy life, that I 
Unto ail life of mine may die! 

^^0. f^erses from the Shepherds^ Hjmn 

VYTE saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Young dawn of our eternal day ; 

We saw Thine eyes break from the East, 

And chase the trembling shades away ; 

We saw Thee, and we blest the sight, 

We saw Thee by Thine own sweet light. 

Poor world, said I, what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry stranger? 

Is this the best thou canst bestow — 

A cold and not too cleanly manger? 
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Contend, the powers of heaven and earth. 

To fit a bed for this huge birth. 

Proud world, said I, cease your contest. 
And let the mighty babe alone ; 

The phoenix builds the phoenix’ nest, 

Lo^e’s architecture is His own. 

The babe, whose birth embraves this morn, 

Made His own bed ere He was born. 

I saw the curl’d drops, soft and slow, 
Come hovering o’er the place’s head, 

Off ’ring their whitest sheets of snow, 

To furnish the fair infant’s bed. 

Forbear, said I, be not too bold; 

Your fleece is white, but ’tis too cold. 

I saw th’ obsequious seraphim 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow. 

For well they now can spare their wings. 
Since Heaven itself lies here below. 

Well done, said I ; but are you sure 

Your down, so warm, will pass for pure ? 

No, no, your King *s not yet to seek 
Where to repose His royal head ; 

See, see how soon His new-bloom’d cheek 
’Twixt mother’s breasts is gone to bed ! 

Sweet choice, said we ; no way but so, 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow ! 

She sings Thy tears asleep, and dips 
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 
That in their buds yet blushing lie. 
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She Against those mother diamonds tries 
The points of her young eagle’s eyes. 

Welcome — tho’ not to those gay flies, 

Gilded i’ th’ beams of earthly kings, 

Slippery souls in smiling eyes — 

But to poor shepherds, homespun things. 
Whose wealth ’s their flocks, whose wit ’s to be 
Well read in their simplicity. 

Yet, when young April’s husband show’rs 
Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s bed, 

We’ll bring the first-born of her flowers. 

To kiss Thy feet and crown Thy head. 

To Thee, dread Lamb! whose love must keep 
The shepherds while they feed their sheep. 

To Thee, meek Majesty, soft King 
Of simple graces and sweet loves ! 

Each of us his Iamb will bring, 

Each his pair of silver doves ! 

At last, in fire of Thy fair eyes. 

Ourselves become our own best sacrifice 1 


^ 4 /. Christ Crucified 

'T^HY restless feet now cannot go 
For us and our eternal good. 

As they were ever wont. What though 
They swim, alas I in their own flood ? 

Thy hands to give Thou canst not lift. 

Yet will Thy hand still giving be; 

It gives, but O, itself ’s the gift! 

It gives tho’ bound, tho’ bound ’tis free ! 
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^ 42 . An Epitaph upon Husband and fVife 

Who died and nvere buried together. 

those whom death again did wed 
This grave ’s the second marriage-bed. 

For though the hand of Fate could force 
’Twixt soul and body a divorce, 

It could not se\er man and wife, 

Because they both lived but one life. 

Peace, good reader, do not weep ; 

Peace, the lovers aie asleep. 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot that love could tie. 

Let them sleep, let them sleep on. 

Till the stormy night be gone, 

And the eternal morrow dawn ; 

Then the curtains will be drawn. 

And they wake into a light 
Whose day shall never die in night. 

RICHARD LOVELACE 
To Luca St a j going to the tVars 

1618-1658 

’’ I 'ELL me not, Sweet, I am unkind, 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms 1 fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field ; 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 
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Yet this inconstancy is such 

As thou too shalt adore ; 

I could not love thee, Dear, so much, 

Loved I not Honour more. 

544. To Luvasta, going bejond the Seas 

T F to be absent were to be 
Away from thee ; 

Or that when I am gone 
You or I were alone ; 

Then, my Lucasta, might I crave 
Pity from blustering wind or swallowing wave. 

But ril not sigh one blast or gale 
To swell my sail, 

Or pay a tear to ’suage 
The foaming blue god’s rage ; 

For whether he will let me pass 
Or no, I’m still as happy as I was. 

Though seas and land betwixt us both. 
Our faith and troth. 

Like separated souls, 

All time and space controls : 

Above the highest sphere we meet 
Unseen, unknown ; and greet as Angels greet, 

60 then we do anticipate 
Our after- fate. 

And are alive i* the skies^ 

If thus our lips and eyes 

Can speak like spirits unconfined 
In Hea\en, their earthy bodies left behind. 
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Graft ana Dancing 

OHE beat the happy pavement — 

^ By such a star made firmament, 

Which now no more the roof envies ! 
But swells up high, with Atlas even. 
Bearing the brighter nobler heaven, 
And, in her, all the deities. 

Each step trod out a Lover's thought, 

And the ambitious hopes he brought 

Chain’d to her brave feet with such arts, 
Such sweet command and gentle awe. 
As, when she ceased, we sighing saw 
The floor lay paved with broken hearts. 


To y^marantha, that she vconld 
c^ishevel her Hair 

^^ARANTHA sweet and fair, 

Ah, braid no more that shining hair 1 
As my curious hand or eye 
Hovering round thee, let it fly ! 

Let it fly as unconfined 
As its calm ravisher the wind, 

Who hath left his darling, th' East, 

To wanton o’er that spicy nest. 

Every tress must be confest, 

But neatly tangled at the best ; 

Like a clew of golden thread 
Most excellently ravelldd. 
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Do not then wind up that light 
In ribbands, and oVrcloud in night, 

Like the Sun in 's early ray ; 

But shake your head, and scatter day ! 

J47. The Grasshopper 

THOU that swing’st upon the waving hair 
Of some well-hJled oaten beard, 

Drunk every night with a delicious tear 

Dropt thee from hea\en, where thou wert rear’d 

The joys of earth and air arc thine entire, 

That with thy feet and wings dost hop and flyi 
And when thy pojipy works, thou dost retire 
To thy carved acom-bed to lie. 

Up with the day, the Sun thou welcom’st then, 
Sj)ort’st in the gilt j^laits of his beams, 

And all these merry days mak’st merry men, 
Thyself, and melancholy streams. 

54<?. To Althea, from Trison 

Vl^HEN Lo\e with unconhned wings 
Hovers within my gates, 

And my di\ine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates; 

When I he tangled in her hair 
And fettei’d to her eye, 

The birds that wanton in the air 
Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 
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Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 

When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 
When healths and draughts go free— 
Fishes that tipple in the deep 
Know no such liberty. 

When, like committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty. 

And glories of my King ; 

When I shall voice aloud how good 
He is, how great should be, 

Enlarged winds, that curl the flood, 
Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage ; 

If I ha\e freedom in my love 
And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above, 

Enjoy such liberty. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 

Anacreontics 


S4‘P* Drinking 


1618-1667 


'"T^HE thirsty earth soaks up the rain. 

And drinks and gapes for drink again ; 
The plants suck in the earth, and are 
With constant drinking fresh and fair; 
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The sea itself (which one would think 
Should have but little need of drink) 
Drinks twice ten thousand rivers up, 

So fill’d that they o’erflow the cup. 

The busy Sun (and one would guess 
By ’s drunken fiery face no less) 

Drinks up the sea, and when he’s done. 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun : 
They drink and dance by their own light. 
They drink and revel all the night : 
Nothing in Nature ’s sober found. 

But an eternal health goes round. 

Fill up the bowl, then, fill it high, 

Fill all the glasses there — for why 
Should every creature drink but I ? 

Why, man of moials, tell me whv ? 


2. The Epicure 

T TNDERNEATH this myrtle shade, 
On flowery beds supinely laid. 
With odorous oils my head o’erflowing. 
And around it roses growing. 

What should I do but drink away 
The heat and troubles of the day ? 

In this more than kingly state 
Love himself on me shall wait. 

I'lll to me. Love! nay, fill it up! 

And mingled cast into the cup 
Wit and mirth and noble fires. 

Vigorous health and gay desires. 

The wheel of life no less wfiil stay 
In a smooth than rugged way : 
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Since it equally doth flee, 

Let the motion pleasant be. 

Why do we precious ointments shower? 
Nobler wines why do we pour? — 
Beauteous flowers why do we spread 
Upon the monuments of the dead ? 
Nothing they but dust can show, 

Or bone« that hasten to be so. 

Crown me with roses while I live. 

Now your wines and ointments givei 
After death I nothing crave, 

Let me alne my pleasures have; 

All are Stoics in the grave. 


Swallow 

PJ'OOLISH prater, what dost thou 
So early at my window do ? 

Cruel bird, thou’st ta'en away 
A dream out of my arms to-day ; 

A dream that ne’er must equal I’d be 
By all that waking eyes may see. 

Thou this damage to repair 
Nothing half so sweet and fair, 

Nothing half so good, canst bring, 

Tho’ men say thou bring’st the Spring. 


On the T>eath of Mr. IVtlliarn Hetue/ 

T T was a dismal and a fearful night : 

Scarce could the Morn drive on th’ unwilling Light, 
When Sleep, Death^s image, left my troubled breast 
By something liker Death possest. 
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My eyes with tears did uncommanded flow, 

And on my soul hung the dull weight 
Of some intolerable fate. 

What bell was that ? Ah me ! too much I know 1 

My sweet companion and my gentle peer, 

Why hast thou left me thus unkindly here, 

Thy end for ever and my life to moan ? 

O, rhou hast left me all alone ! 

Thy soul and body, when death’s agony 
Besieged around thy noble heart, 

Did not with more reluctance part 
Than I, my dearest Friend, do part from thee. 

My dearest Friend, would I had died for thee! 

Life and this world henceforth will tedious bej 
Nor shall I know hereafter what to do 

If once my griefs prove tedious too. 

Silent and sad I walk about all day. 

As sullen ghosts stalk speechless by 
Where their hid treasures he ; 

Alas! my treasure’s gone; why do I stay? 

Say, for you saw us, ye immortal lights. 

How oft unwearied have we spent the nights. 

Till tlie Ledxan stais, so famed for love, 

Wonder’d at us from above! 

We spent them not in toys, in lusts, or wine; 

But search of deep Philosophy, 

Wit, Eloquence, and Poetry — 

Arts which I loved, for they, my Friend, were thine. 

Ye fields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, say 
Have ye not seen us walking every day ? 
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Was there a tree about which did not know 
The love betwixt us two ? 

Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade; 

Or your sad branches thicker join 

And into darksome shades combine, 

Dark as the grave wherein my Friend is laid! 

Large was his soul : as large a soul as e’er 

Submitted to inform a body here; 

High as the place *twas shortly in Heaven to have, 
But low and humble as his grave. 

So high that all the virtues tlicre did come, 

As to their chiefest seat 
Conspicuous and great ; 

So low, that for me too it made a room. 

Knowledge he only sought, and so soon caught 

As if for him Knowledge had rather sought ; 

Nor did more learning ever crowded he 
In such a short mortality. 

Whene’er the skilful youth discoursed or wiit, 

Still did the notions throng 
About his eloquent tongue ; 

Nor could his ink flow faster than his wit. 

His mirth was the pure sjiirits of various wit, 

Yet rie\er did his God or friends forget; 

And when deep talk and wisdom came m \iew, 
Retired, and gave to them their due. 

For the rich help of books he always took, 

Though his own searching mind before 
Was so with notions written o'er. 

As if wise Nature had made that her book. 
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With as much zeal, devotion, piety, 

He always lived, as other saints do die. 

Still with his soul severe account he kept. 

Weeping all debts out ere he slept. 

Then down in peace and innocence he lay. 

Like the Sun’s laborious light, 

Which still in water sets at night, 

Unsullied with his journey of the day. 

But happy Thou, ta’en from this frantic age, 

Where ignorance and hypocrisy does rage ! 

A fitter time for Heaven no soul e’er chose — 

The place now only free from those. 

There ’mong the blest thou dost for ever shine ; 
And wheresoe’er thou casts thy view 
Upon that white and radiant crew, 

See’st not a soul clothed with more light than thine. 


Ij-j. The hVish 

Vl^ELL then ! 1 now do plainly see 

This busy woild and I shall ne’er agree. 
The \ery honey of all earthly joy 
Does of all meats the soonest cloy ; 

And they, methinks, deserve my pity 
Who for it can endure the stings, 

The crowd and buzz and murmurings, 

Of this great hive, the city. 

Ah, yet, ere I descend to the giave 
May I a small house and large garden have; 
And a few friends, and many books, both true, 
Both wise, and both delightful too ! 
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And since love ne’er will from me lice, 

A Mistress moderately fair, 

And good as guardian ‘angels are, 

Only beloved and loving me. 

O fountains ! wlvcn in you shall I 
Myself cased of unpeaccful thoughts espy ? 

O fields ! O woods ! when, when shall I be made 
The haj)])y tenant of your shade ? 

Here ’s the spring-head of Pleasure’s flood : 
Here ’s wealthy Nature’s treasury. 

Where all the riches lie that she 

Has coin’d and stamp’d for good. 

Pride and ambition here 

Only in far-fetch’d metaphors appear ; 

Here nought but winds can hurtful muimurs scatter, 
And nought but Echo flatter. 

The gods, whcrr they descended, hither 
From heaven did always choose their way ; 

And therefore we may boldly say 
That ’tis the way too thither. 

How happy here should I 

And one dear She live, and embracing die! 

She who is all the world, and can exclude 
In deserts solitude. 

I should have then this only fear ; 

Lest men, when they my pleasures see, 

Should hither throng to live like me. 

And so make a city here. 



ALEXANDER BROME 


ST4- 


The Resolve 

1630-1 666 

'TELL me not of a face that’s fair, 

Nor lip and cheek that’s red. 

Nor of the tresses of her hair, 

Nor curls in order laid, 

Nor of a rare seraphic voice 
That like an angel sings ; 

Though if I were to take my choice 
I would have all these things : 

But if that thou wilt have me love, 

And it must be a she. 

The only argument can move 
Is that she wall love me. 

The gloties of )Our ladies be 
But metaphors of things, 

And but resemble what we see 
Each common object brings. 

Roses out-ied their lips and cheeks, 

Lilies their w'hiteness stain; 

\Miat fool IS he that shadows seeks 
And may the substance gain ? 

Tlien if thou’lt have me love a lass, 

Let it be one that ’s kind : 

EEe I’m a servant to the glass 
That ’s with Canary lined 
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jfT- Horatian Ode 

upon Crom^eWs Return from Ireland 

1621-1678 

T^HE forward youth that would appear 
Must now forsake his Muses dear, 

Nor in the shadows sing 
His numbers languishing. 

Tis time to leave the books in dust, 

And oil the unused armour’s rust, 

Removing from the wall 
The corslet of the hall. 

So restless Cromwell could not cease 

In the inglorious arts of peace, 

But through adventurous war 
Urged his active star: 

And like the three-fork’d lightning, fir'll 

Bieaking the clouds where it was nurst, 

Did thorough his own side 
His fiery way divide : 

For ’tis all one to courage high. 

The emulous, or enemy ; 

And with such, to enclose 
Is more than to oppose. 

Then burning through the air he went 

And palaces and temples rent ; 

And Ca?sar’s head at last 
Did through his laurels blast. 
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’Tis madness to resist or blame 
The face of angry Heaven’s flame ; 
And if we would speak true, 
Much to the man is due. 

Who, from his private gardens, where 
He lived reserved and austere 
(As if his highest plot 
To plant the bergamot). 

Could by industrious valour climb 
To ruin the great work of time. 

And cast the Kingdoms old 
Into another mould ; 

Though Justice against Fate complain. 
And plead the ancient rights in vain — 
But those do hold or break 
As men are strong or weak — 

Nature, that hateth emptiness. 

Allows of j:>enetration less. 

And therefore must make room 
Where greater spirits come. 

What field of all the civil war 
Where his were not the deepest scar ? 
And Hampton shows what part 
He had of wiser art ; 

Where, twining subtle fears with hoj^. 
He wove a net of such a scope 

That Charles himself might chase 
To Caiesbrooke’s narrow case; 
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That thence the Royal actor borne 
The tragic scaffold might adorn : 

While round the armed bands 
Did clap their bloody hands. 

He nothing common did or mean 
Upon that memorable scene, 

Rut with his keener eye 
The axe-'s edge did try ; 

Nor call’d the gods, with vulgar spite. 
To vindicate his helpless right ; 

But bow'd his comely head 
Down, as upon a bed. 

This was that memorable hour 
Which first assured the forced power r 
So when they did design 
The Cajutol’s first line, 

A Bleeding Head, where they begun. 
Did fright the architects to run ; 

And yet in that the State 
Foiesaw its ha}ij)y fate ! 

And now the Irl^h are ashamed 
To see themsehes in one ) imt tamed . 
So much one man can do 
That does both act and know. 

They can affirm his praises best. 

And have, though o\e!Come, confest 
How good he is, how ju'-t 
And fit for highest trust. 
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Nor yet grown stiffer with command, 

Rut btill in the republic’s hand — 

How fit he is to sway 
That can so well obey ! 

He to the Commons’ feet presents 
A Kingdom for his first year’s rents, 
And, what he may, forbears 
His fame, to make it theirs : 

And has his sword and spoils ungirt 
To lay them at the public’s skiit. 

So when the falcon high 
Falls heavy from the sky. 

She, ha\ing kill’d, no mo:e doth search 
But on the next green bough to perch ; 
Where, when he fiist docs luic. 
The falconer has her sure. 

What may not then our Isle presume 
While victory his crest does plume ? 
What may not others fear. 

If thus he crowns each year ? 

As Ctesar he, ere long, to Gaul, 

To Italy an Hannibal, 

And to all States not free 
Shall climacteric be. 

The Pict no shelter now shall find 
Within his particolour’d mind. 

But, fiom this valour, sad 
Shrink underneath the plaid ; 
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Happy, if in the tufted brake 
The English hunter him mistake, 

Nor lay his hounds in near 
The Caledonian deer. 

But thou, the war’s and fortune’s son, 
^lai ch indefatigably on ; 

And for the last effect, 

Still keep the sword erect ; 

Besides the force it has to flight 
The spirits of the shady night, 

The same arts that did gain 
A power, must it maintain. 


yi Gari/en 

Written after the Cfvil Wars 

OEE how the flowers, as at paiade, 

Under their colours stand display’d : 
Each regiment in order grows, 

That of the tulip, pink, and rose. 

But when the vigilant patrol 
Of stars walks round about the pole. 

Their lea\es, that to the stalks are cuil’d. 
Seem to their staves the ensigns furl’d. 
Then in some flower’s belo\ed hut 
Each bee, as sentinel, is shut, 

And sleeps so too ; but if once stirr’d, 
She runs you through, nor asks the word. 
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O thou, that dear and happy Isle, 
The garden of the woiid erewhile, 
Thou Paradise of the four seas 
Which Heaven planted us to please. 
But, to exclude the world, did guard 
With wat’ry if not flaming sword ; 
What luckless apple did we taste 
To make us mortal and thee waste 1 
Unhappy! shall we never more 
That sweet militia restore, 

When gardens only had their towers, 
And all the garrisons were flowers ; 
When roses only arms might bear, 
And men did rosy garlands wear ? 


lS7^ To His Cojy Mistress 

T— T AD we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, Lady, were no crime 
W^e would sit down and think which way 
To walk and pass our long lovers day. 
Thou by the Indian Ganges* side 
Shouldst 1 ubics find : I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the Flood, 

And you should, if you please, refuse^ 

Till the conversion of the Jews. 

My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow; 

An bundled years should go to praise 
Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze ; 
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Two hundred to adore each breast, 

But thirty thousand to the rest ; 

An age at least to every part, 

And the last age should show your hear 
For, Lady, you deserve this state, 

Nor would I love at lower rate. 

But at my back I always hear 
Time's winged chariot hurrying near; 
And yonder ail before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 

Thy beauty shall no more be found, 

Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song : then worms shall try 
That long preser\cd virginity,' 

And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust: 

The gra\e a line and private ])lace, 

But none, I think, do there embrace. 

Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on th\ skin like morning dew. 

And while thy willing soul transpires 
At e\ery }>oje with instant fires, 

Now let us spoil us while we may. 

And now, like amorous buds of ]uey, 
Rather at once our time devour 
Than languish in his sIow-cha])t power. 
Let us roll all our stiength and all 
Our sweetness up into one ball, 

And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
Thorough the non gates of life: 

Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, >tt we will make him run. 
slou-chapi] slow-jawed, slowly devouring. 
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S^8. The Ticture of Little T. C in a 
Trospect of Flowers 

OEE with what simplicity 

This nymph begins her golden days ! 
In the green grass she loves to lie, 

And there with her fair aspect tames 
The wilder flowers, and gi\es them names; 

But only with the roses plays, 

And them does tell 

What colour best becomes them, and what smell. 

Who can foretell for what high cause 
This darling of the gods was born ? 

Yet this is she whose chaster laws 
The wanton Love shall one day fear, 

And, under her command severe, 

See his bow broke and ensigns toin. 

Happy who c.io 

Aj)pea5e this virtuous enemy of man ! 

O then let me in time compound 
And parley with those conquering eyes. 

Ere they have tried their force to wound ; 
Fre with their glancing wheels they drive 
In triumph over hearts that strive, 

And them that yield but more despise : 

Let me be laid, 

Where I may see the glories from some shade. 

Meantime, whilst every verdant thing 
Itself does at thy beauty charm, 
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Reform the errors of the Spring ; 

Make that the tulips may have share 
Of sweetness, seeing they are fair, 

And roses of their thorns disarm ; 

But most procure 

That ^iolets may a longer age endure. 

But O, young beauty of the woods. 

Whom Nature courts with fruits and flowers, 
Gather the flowers, but spare the buds ; 
Lest Flora, angry at thy crime 
To kill her infants in their prime. 

Do quickly make th’ example yours ; 

And ere we sec, 

Nip in the blossom all our hopes and thee. 


JFP* Thoughts in a Garden 

T T OW vainly men themselves amaze 

To win the palm, the oak, or bays, 
And their incessant labours see 
Crown'd from some single herb or tree, 
Whose short and narrow-verged shade 
Does prudently their toils upbraid ; 

While all the flowers and trees do close 
To weave the garlands of rejx>se ! 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here, 

And Innocence thy sister dear ? 

Mistaken long, 1 sought you then 
In busy companies of men: 
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Your sacred plants, if here below. 

Only among the plants will grow: 

Society is all but rude 
To this delicious solitude. 

No white nor red was ever seen 
So amorous as this lovely green. 

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame. 

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name : 
Little, alas ! they know or heed 
How far these beauties hers exceed ! 

Fair trees ! wheresVer your barks I wound, 
No name shall but your own be found. 

When we have run our passions’ heat, 

Love hither makes his best retreat : 

The gods, that mortal beauty chase, 

Still in a tree did end their race ; 

Apollo hunted Daphne so 
Only that she might laurel grow ; 

And Pan did after Syrinx speed 
Not as a nymph, but for a reed. 

What wondrous life is this I lead ! 

Ripe apples drop about my head ; 

The luscious clusters of the vine 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine ; 

The nectarine and curious peach 
Into my hands themselves do reach ; 
Stumbling on melons, as I pass, 

Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 

Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less 
Withdraws into its happiness ; 
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The mind, that ocean where each kind 
Does straight its own resemblance find ; 

Yet it creates, transcending these. 

Far other worlds, and other seas ; 

Annihilating all that made 

To a green thought hi a green shade. 

bdere at the fountain’s sliding foot, 

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root, 

Casting the body’s vest aside, 

hly soul into the boughs does glide ; 

There, like a bird, it sits and sings. 

Then whets and combs its silver wings, 
And, till prepared for longer flight. 

Waves in its plumes the vaiious light. 

Such was that happy Garden-state 
While man there walk’d without a mate : 
After a place so pure and sweet, 

W^hat other help could yet be meet ! 

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share 
To wander solitary tnere : 

Two paradises ’twere in one. 

To live in Paradise alone. 

I low well the skilful gard’ner drew 
Of flowers and heibs this dial new! 

Where, from above, the milder sun 
Does through a fragrant zodiac run : 

And, as it works, th’ industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hour 
Be reckon’d, but with herbs and flowers !! 
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S (fo. Bermudas 


"yYTHERE the remote Bermudas ride 
In the ocean’s bosom unespied, 
From a small boat that row’d along 
The listening winds received this song ; 


‘What should we do but sing His praise 
That led us through the watery maze 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 

And yet far kinder than our own ? 

Where He the huge sea-monsters v/racks. 
That lift the deep upon their backs, 

He lands us on a grassy stage, 

Safe from the storms’ and prelates’ rage ? 
He gave us this eternal Spring 
Which here enamels everything, 

And sends the fowls to us in care 
On daily visits through the air ; 

He hangs in shades the orange bright 
Like golden lamps in a green night, 

And does in the pomegranates close 
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows : 

He makes the figs our mouths to meet 
And throws the melons at our feet ; 

But ap])les plants of such a price. 

No tiee could ever bear them twice. 

With cedars chosen by His hand 
I'lom Lebanon He stores the land; 

And makes the hollow seas that roar 
Pioclaim the ambergris on shore. 

He cast (of which we rather boast) 

The Gospel’s pearl upon our coast ; 
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And in these rocks for us did frame 
A temple where to sound His name. 

O, let our voice His praise exalt 
Till it arrive at Heaven’s vault, 

Which thence (perhaps) rebounding may 
Echo beyond the Mexique bay ! ’ 

Thus sung they in the English boat 
A holy and a cheerful note ; 

And all the way, to guide their chime, 
With falling oars they kept the time. 


^ 6 1 , Kpitaph 

P NO UGH; and leave the rest to Fame! 

’Tis to commend her, but to name. 
Courtship which, living, she declined. 

When dead, to offer were unkind : 

Nor can the truest wit, or friend, 

Without detracting, her commend. 

To say — she lived a virgin chaste 
In this age loose and all unlaced ; 

Nor was, when vice is so allowed. 

Of virtue or ashamed or proud ; 

That her soul was on Heaven so bent, 

No minute but it came and went ; 

That, ready her last debt to pay, 

She summ’d her life up every day ; 

Modest as morn, as mid-day bright, 

Gentle as evening, cool as night : 

— ’Tis true ; but all too weakly said. . 
’Twas more significant, she 's dead. 
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The Retreat 

i63i-i6gs 

I«J APPY those early days, when I 
^ Shined in my Angel-infancy ! 

Before I understood this place 
Appointed for ray second race, 

Or taught my soul to fancy aught 
But a white celestial thought: 

When yet I had not walk’d above 
A mile or two from my first Lo\e, 

And looking back — at that short space — 
Could see a glimpse of His bright face; 

When on some gilded cloud, or flow’r. 

My gazing soul \iould dwell an hour, 

And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity : 

Before I taught my tongue to wound 
My Conscience with a sinful sound, 

Or had the black art to dispense 
A several sin to ev’ry sense, 

But felt through all this fleshly dress 
Bright shoots of everlastingness. 

O how I long to travel back. 

And tread again that ancient track ! 

That I might once more reach that plain 
Where first I left my glonous train ; 

From whence th’ enlighten’d spirit sees 
That shady City of Palm-trees. 

But ah ! my soul with too much stay 
Is drunk, and staggers in the way ! 
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Some men a forward motion love, 

But I by backward steps would move ; 

And when this dust falls to the urn, 

In that state I came, return. 

Teace 

ly Y soul, there is a country 
Far beyond the stars. 

Where stands a winged sentry 
All skilful in the wars : 

There, above noise and danger, 

Sweet Peace sits crown’d with smiles. 
And One born in a manger 
Commands the beauteous files. 

He is thy giacious Fiiend, 

And — O my soul, aw^ake! — 

Did in pure lo\e descend 
To die here for thy sake. 

If thou canst get but thither. 

There grows the flower of Peace, 

The Rose that cannot wither. 

Thy fortress, and thy case. 

Lca\e then thy foolish ranges; 

For none can thee secure 
But One who never changes — 

Thy God, thy life, thy cure, 

10^, The Timber 

OURE thou didst flourish once! and many springs. 

Many bright mornings, much dew, many showers, 
Pas'^'d o’er thy head ; many light hearts and w ing^.. 

Which now are dead, lodged in thy living bowers. 



HENRY VAUGHAN 


And still a new succession sings and flies ; 

Fresh groves grow up, and their green branches shoot 

Towards the old and still enduring skies, 

While the low violet thrives at their root. 

But thou beneath the sad and heavy line 

Of death, doth waste all senseless, cold, and dark ; 

Where not so much as dreams of light may shine, 

Nor any thought of greenness, leaf, or bark. 

And yet — as if some deep hate and dissent, 

Bred in thy growth betwixt high winds and thee, 

Were still alive — thou dost great storms resent 

Before they come, and know’st how near they be. 

Else all at rest thou liest, and the fierce breath 
Of tempests can no more disturb thy ease; 

But this thy stiange resentment after death 

Means only those who bioke — in life — thy peace. 


Friends T>epiirted 

"^HEY are all gone into the world of light I 
And I alone sit ling’ring here ; 

Their very memory is fair and bright. 

And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 

Or those faint beams in which this hill is diest 
After the sun’s remove. 
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1 see them walking in an air of glory, 

Whose light doth trample on my days i 

My days, which are at best but dull and hoary. 

Mere glimmering and decays. 

O holy Hope ! and high Humility, 

High as the heavens above I, 

These are your walks, and you have show’d them me, 
To kindle my cold lo\c. 

Dear, beauteous Death ! the jewel of the Just, 

Shining nowhere, but in the dark ; 

What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust, 

Could man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledged bird’s nest may know, 
At first sight, if the bird be flown ; 

But what fair well or grove he sings in now, 

That is to him unknown. 

And yet as Angels in some brighter dreams 
Call to the soul, when man doth sleep : 

So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes, 
And into glory peep. 

If a star were confined into a tomb, 

Her captive flames must needs burn there ; 

But when the hand that lock’d her up gives room, 
She’ll shine through all the sphere. 

O Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under Thee ! 

Resume Thy spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. 
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Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 
My perspective still as they pass: 

Or else remove me hence unto that hill, 

Where I shall need no glass. 


JOHN BUNYAN 

The Shepherd Boy sings in the 
Valley of Humiliation 

1628-1688 

t_I E that is down needs fear no fall, 

^ * He that is low, no pride ; 

He that is humble ever shall 
Have God to be his guide. 

I am content with what I have, 

Little be it or much : 

And, Lord, contentment still I crave. 

Because Thou savest such. 

Fullness to such a burden is 
That go on pilgrimage: 

Heie little, and hereafter bliss. 

Is best from age to age. 
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Thomas the Rhymer 

•^RUE Thomas lay on Huntlie bank; 

^ A ferlie he spied wi’ his e’e ; 

And there he saw a ladye bright 
Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 

Her skirt was o* the grass-green silk, 

Her mantle o’ the velvet fyne ; 

At ilka tett o’ her horse’s mane, 

Hung fifty siller bells and nine. 

True Thomas he pu’d aff his cap. 

And loutcd low down on his knee: 

‘Hail to thee, Mary, Queen of Hea\cn! 

For thy peer on earth could ne\er be.’ 

‘0 no, 0 no, Thomas,’ she said, 

‘ That name does not belang to me ; 

I’m but the Queen o’ fair Elfland, 

That am hither come to visit thee. 

‘Harp and carp, Thomas,’ she said; 

‘ Harp and carp along wi’ me ; 

And if ye dare to kiss my lips, 

Sure of your bodie I will be.’ 

fcrhe] marvel. tett] tassel, harp and carp] play at 

recite (as a minstrel). 


400 



ANONYMOUS 


‘ Betide me weal, betide me woe, 

That weird shall never daunten me.’ 

Syne he has kiss’d her rosy lips, 

All underneath the Eildon Tree. 

‘Now ye maun go wi’ me,’ she said, 

‘True Thomas, ye maun go wi’ me; 

And ye maun serve me seven years. 

Thro’ weal or woe as may chance to be.’ 

She’s mounted on her milk-white steed. 

She’s ta’en tiue Thomas up behind; 

And aye, whene’er her bridle rang, 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind. 

O they rade on, and farther on. 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind ; 

Until they reach’d a desert w'ide, 

And living land was left behind. 

‘Light down, light down now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee ; 

Abide ye there a little space. 

And I will show you ferlies three. 

‘ O see ye not yon narrow road, 

So thick beset wi’ thorns and briers? 

That is the Path of Righteousness, 

Though after it but few inquires. 

‘ And see ye not yon braid, braid road, 

That lies across the lily leven ? 

That is the Path of Wickedness, 

Though some call it the Road to Heaven. 


levecj lawn. 
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‘And see ye not yon bonny road 
That winds about the femie brae? 

That is the Road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

‘ But, Thomas, ye sail baud your tongue, 
Whatever ye may hear or see; 

For speak ye word in Elflyn-land, 

Ye’ll ne’er win back to your ain countrie.’ 

0 they rade on, and farther on, 

And they waJed rivers abune the knee ; 

And they saw neither sun nor moon, 

But they heard the roaring of the sea. 

It was mirk, mirk night, there was nae starlight. 
They waded thro* red blude to the knee; 

For a’ the blude that’s shed on the earth 
Rins through the spiings o’ that countrie. 

Syne they came to a garden green, 

And she pu’d an apple frae a tree: 

‘Take this for thy wages, true Thomas; 

It will give thee the tongue that can never lee.* 

‘ My tongue is my am,’ true Thomas he said ; 

‘ A gudely gift ye wad gie to me ! 

1 neither dought to buy or sell 

At fair or tryst where I might be. 

‘ I dought neither speak to prince or peer. 

Nor ask of grace from fair ladye ! ’ — 

‘ Now baud thy peace, Thomas,’ she said, 

‘For as I say, so must it be.’ 
doagbt’ could. 
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He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 
And a pair o* shoon of the velvet green 
And till seven years were gaae and past, 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 


36^, Sir T a trick Spens 

I. The Sailing 

^ I '’HE king sits in Dunfermline town 
Drinking the blude>red wine ; 

‘ O wharc will I get a skeely skipper 
To sail this new ship o* mine ? ' 

O up and spak an eldern knight, 

Sat at the king’s right knee ; 

* Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor 
That e\cr sail’d the sea.’ 

Our king has written a braid letter, 
And seal’d it with his hand. 

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens, 

Was walking on the strand. 

‘To Noroway, to Noroway, 

To Noroway o’er the faem ; 

The king’s daughter o’ Noroway, 

’Tis thou must bring her hame.’ 

The first word that Sir Patrick read 
So loud, loud laugh’d he ; 

The neist word that Sir Patrick read 
The tear blinded his e’e. 


j68 skeely] skilful. 
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* O wha is this has done this deed 

And tauld the king o* me, 

To send us out, at this time o* year, 

To sail upon the sea? 

‘ Be it wind, be it weet, be it hail, be it sleet, 
Our ship must sail the faem ; 

The king’s daughter o' Noroway, 

'Tis we must fetch her hame.’ 

They hoysed their sails on Monenday morn 
Wi’ a’ the speed they may ; 

They hae landed in Noroway 
Upon a Wodensday. 

II. T/je Return 

* Mak ready, mak ready, my merry men a’ I 

Our gude ship sails the morn.' 

‘Now ever alack, my master d^ar, 

I fear a deadly storm. 

‘ I saw the new moon late yestreen 
Wi’ the auld moon in her arm ; 

And if we gang to sea, master, 

I fear we’ll come to harm.’ 

They hadna sail’d a league, a league, 

A league but barely three, 

When the lift grew dark, and the wind blew Ic 
And gurly grew the sea. 

The ankers brak, and the topmast lap, 

It was sic a deadly storm : 

And the waves cam owre the broken ship 
Till a’ her sides were torn, 
lift] sky. lap] sprang. 
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‘Go fetch a web o* the silken claith, 

Another o’ the twine, 

And wap them into our ship’s side, 

And let nae the sea come in.’ 

They fetch’d a web o’ the silken claith, 

Another o’ the twine, 

And they wapp’d them round that gude ship’s side, 
But still the sea came in. 

O laith, laith were our gude Scots lords 
To wet their cork-heel’d shoon ; 

But lang or a’ the j)lay was play'd 
They wat their hats aboon. 

And mony was the feather bed 
That flatter'd on the faem ; 

And mony \\a.s the gude lord’s son 
That never mair cam hame. 

O lang, lang may the ladies sit, 

Wr their fans into their hand, 

Before they see Sir Patrick Spens 
Come sailing to the stiand! 

And lang, lang may the maidens sit 
Wi’ their gowd kames in their hair, 

A-waiting for their ain dear loves 1 
For them theCll see nae mair. 

Half-owre, half-owre to Aberdour, 

’Tis fifty fathoms deep; 

And there lies gude Sir Patrick S|x?ns, 

Wi’ the Scots lords at his feet ! 

flatter’d] tossed afloat. kames] combs. 
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Sd^p, The Lass of Lochroy an 

^ WHA will shoe my bonny foot? 

And wha will glove my hand ? 

And wha will bind my middle jimp 
Wi’ a lang, lang linen band? 

* O wha will kame my yellow hair, 

With a haw bayberry kame ? 

And wha will be my babe’s father 
Till Gregory come hame ? ’ 

‘Thy father, he will shoe thy foot, 

Thy brother will glove thy hand, 

Thy mither will bind thy middle jimp 
Wi’ a lang, lang linen band. 

‘Thy sister will kame thy yellow hair, 

Wi’ a haw bayberry kame; 

The Almighty will be thy babe’s father 
Till Gregory come hame.’ 

‘And wha will build a bonny ship, 

And set it on the sea? 

For I will go to seek my love, 

My ain love Gregory.’ 

Up then spak her father dear, 

A wafu’ man was he ; 

‘And I will build a bonny ship, 

And set her on the sea. 

.mp] trim. kame] comb. haw bayberry] ?a corruption for 
braw ivory’ : or bayberry may - laurel-wood. 
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‘And I will build a bonny ship, 

And set her on the sea, 

And ye sal gae and seek your love^ 
Your ain love Gregory.* 

Then he *s gart build a bonny ship, 
And set it on the sea, 

Wi’ four-and-twenty mariners. 

To bear her company. 

O he’s gart build a bonny ship, 

To sail on the salt sea; 

The mast was o’ the beaten gold. 
The sails o’ cramoisie. 

The sides were o’ the gude stout aik. 
The deck o’ mountain pine, 

The anchor o’ the silver shene, 

The ropes o’ silken twine. 

She hadna sail’d but twenty leagues, 
But twenty leagues and three, 

When she met wi’ a rank reiver. 

And a* his companie. 

‘Now are ye Queen of Heaven hie, 
Come to pardon a’ our sin? 

Or are ye Mary Magdalane, 

Was bom at Beth lam ? * 


‘ I’m no the Queen of Heaven hie, 
Come to pardon ye your sin, 

Nor am I Mary Magdalane, 

Was born in Bethlam. 


cramoisie] crimson. reiver] robber. 


40; 



ANONYMOUS 


‘ But I’m the lass of Lochroyan, 

That ’s sailing on the sea 
To see if I can find my love, 

My ain love Gregory.’ 

‘ O see na ye yon bonny bower ? 

It ’s a’ covered owre wi* tin ; 

When thou hast sail’d it round about. 
Lord Gregory is within.’ 

And when she saw the stately tower. 

Shining both clear and bright, 

Whiik stood aboon the jawing wa\e, 

Built on a rock of height, 

Sa3^s, ‘ Row the boat, my mariners, 

And bring me to the land, 

For 3'onder I see my love’s castle, 

Close by the salt sea strand.’ 

She sail’d it round, and sail’d it round, 
And loud and loud cried she, 

‘ Now break, now break your fairy charms. 
And set my true-love free.’ 

She ’s ta’en her young son in her arms. 

And to the door she ’s gane. 

And long she knock’d, and sair she ca’d. 
But answer got she nane. 

‘ O oj:)en, open, Gregory ! 

O open ! if ye be within ; 

For here’s the lass of Lochroyan, 

Come far fra kith and kin. 
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‘ O open the door, Lord Gregory ! 

O open and let me in ! 

The wind blows ioud and cauld, Gregory, 
The rain drops fra my chin, 

‘The shoe is frozen to my foot, 

The glove unto my hand, 

The wet drops fia my yellow hair, 

Na langer dow I stana.’ 

O up then spak his ill mithcr, 

— An ill death may she die ! 

‘ Ye’re no the lass of Lochroyan, 

She ’s far out-owre the sea. 

*Awa’, awa’, ye ill woman. 

Ye’re no come here for gude ; 

Ye’re but some witch or wil’ warloclc, 

Or mermaid o’ the flood.’ 

‘I am neither witch nor wil’ warlock. 

Nor mermaid o’ the sea. 

But I am Annie of Lochroyan, 

O oj en the door to me ! ’ 

‘Gin ye be Annie of Lochroyan, 

A^ I tiow thou binna she. 

Now tell me of some love-tokens 
That pass’d ’tween thee and me.’ 

‘ O dinna ye mind, love Gregory, 

As we sat at the wine. 

We ch .. ecd the rings frae our fingers ? 
And 1 can shew thee thme. 


dow] can. 
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‘ O yours was i^iide, and gude cnougli, 
But ay the best was mine. 

For yours was o* the gude red gowd. 
But mine o’ the diamond fine. 

‘ Yours was o’ the gude red gowd, 
Mine o’ the diamond fine ; 

Mine was o’ the purest troth. 

But thine was false within.’ 

‘If ye be the lass of Lochroyan, 

As I kenna thou be. 

Tell me some mair o’ the love-tokens 
Pass’d between thee and me.’ 

‘ And dinna ye mind, love Gregory ! 
As we sat on the hill. 

Thou twin’d me o’ my maidenheid, 
Right sair against my will ? 

‘ Now open the door, love Gregory I 
Open the door ! I pray ; 

For thy young son is in my arms. 

And will be dead ere day.* 

‘Ye lie, ye lie, ye ill woman, 

So loud I hear ye lie ; 

For Annie of the Lochroyan 
Is far out-owre the sea.’ 

Fair Annie turn’d her round about : 

‘ Weel, sine that it be sac. 

May ne’er woman that has borne a son 
Hae a heart sae fu’ o’ wae ! 
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‘Tak down, tak down that mast o’ gowd, 

Set up a mast of tree ; 

It disna become a forsaken lady 
To sail sae royallie.’ 

When the cock had crawn, and the day did dawn, 
And the sun began to peep, 

Up then raise Lord Gregory, 

And sair, sair did he weep. 

‘ O I hae dream’d a dream, mither, 

I wish it may bring good ! 

That the bonny lass of Lochroyan 
At my bower window stood. 

‘ O I hae dream’d a dream, mither, 

The thought o’t gars me greet ! 

Thiit fair Annie of Lochroyan 
Lay dead at my bed-feet.’ 

‘Gin it be for Annie of Lochroyan 
That ye mak a’ this mane. 

She stood last night at your bower-door, 

But I hae sent her hame.’ 

‘ O wae betide ye, HI woman, 

An ill death may ye die ! 

That wadna open the door yourseU 
Nor yet wad waken me.’ 

O he 's gane down to yon shore-side, 

As fast as he could dree, 

And there he saw fair Annie’s baik 
A rowing owre the sea. 
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‘ O Annie, Annie,’ loud he cried, 

‘ O Annie, O Annie, bide ! ’ 

But ay the mair he cried ‘ Annie,’ 

The braider grew the tide. 

‘ O Annie, Annie, dear Annie, 

Dear Annie, speak to me ! ’ 

But ay the louder he gan call. 

The louder roar’d the sea. 

The wind blew loud, the waves rose hie 
And dash’d the boat on shore ; 

Fair Annie’s corpse was in the faem. 
The babe rose never more. 

Lord Gregory tore his gowden Jocks 
And made a wafu’ moan ; 

Fair Annie’s corpse lay at his feet, 
tiis bonny son was gone. 

‘ O cherry, cherry was her cheek, 

And gowden was her hair, 

And coral, coral was her lips, 

Nane might with her compare.’ 

Then first he kiss’d her pale, pale cheek. 
And syne he kiss’d her chin. 

And syne he kiss’d her wane, wane lips. 
There was na breath within. 

‘ O wae betide my ill mither. 

An ill death may she die ! 

She turn’d my true-love frae my door. 
Who cam so far to me. 
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‘O wae betide my ill mither, 

An ill death may she die! 

She has no been the dcid o’ ane, 

But she 's been the deid of three.* 

Then he ’s ta’en out a little dart, 

Hung low down by his gore, 

He thrust it through and through his heart, 
And words spak never more. 


^70. The T)owie Houms of T arrow 

T ATE at een, drinkin’ the wine, 

^ And ere they paid the lawin’, 

They set a combat them between, 

To fight it in the dawin*. 

‘ O stay at hame, my noble lord ! 

O stay at hame, my marrow ! 

My cruel brother will you betiay, 

On the dowie houm^ o’ Yarrow.* 

‘ O fare ye weel, my lady gay ! 

O fare ye weel, my Sarah ! 

For I maun gae, tho’ I ne’er return 
Fiae tiie dowie banks o’ Yanow.’ 

She kiss’d his cheek, she kamed his liair, 

As she had done before, O ; 

She belted on his noble brand. 

An’ he ’s awa to Yarrow. 

jtg. gore] skiit, waist. ^70 lawin’] reckoning. marrow] 

aiarned), husband or wife, dowie] doletul. houms] water-mead>. 
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0 he gane up yon high, high hill — 

I wat he gaed wi’ sorrow — 

An' in a den spied nine arm'd men, 

I' the dowie houms o* Yarrow. 

‘ O are ye come to drink the wine. 

As ye hae doon before, O ? 

Or are ye come to wield the brand. 

On the dowie banks o’ Yarrow?' 

‘ I am no come to drink the wine. 

As I hae don before, O, 

But I am come to wield the brand, 

On the dowie houms o' Yarrow.' 

Four he hurt, an’ five he slew, 

On the dowie houms o' Yarrow, 

Till that stubborn knight came him behind, 
An’ ran his body thorrow. 

‘ Gae hame, gae hame, good brother John, 
An' tell your sister Sarah 

To come an’ lift her noble lord, 

Who’s sleepin’ sound on Yariow.* 

‘ Yestreen I dream’d a dolefu’ dream ; 

I ken'd there wad be sorrow ; 

1 dream’d I pu'd the heather green, 

On the dowie banks o* Yarrow.' 

She gaed up yon high, high hill — 

I wat she gaed wi' sorrow — 

An' in a den spied nine dead men, 

On the dowie houms o’ Yarrow. 
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She kiss’d his cheek, she kamed his hair, 

As oft she did before, O ; 

She drank the red blood frae him ran, 

On the dowie houms o’ Yarrow. 

‘ O baud your tongue, my douchter dear, 

F or what needs a’ this sorrow ? 

1*11 wed you on a better lord 
Than him you lost on Yarrow.’ 

‘ O haud your tongue, my father dear, 

An’ dinna grieve your Sarah ; 

A better lord was never born 
Than him I lost on Yarrow. 

‘Tak hame your ousen, tak hame your kye, 
For they hae bred our sorrow ; 

I wiss that they had a’ gane mad 
Whan they cam first to Yarrow.’ 

Clerk Saunders 

^LERK SAUNDERS and may Margaret 
Walk’d owre yon garden greeny 

And deep and heavy was the love 
That fell thir twa between. 

‘ A bed, a bed,’ Clerk Saunders said, 

‘ A bed for you and me ! ’ 

‘Fye na, fyc na,’ said may Margaret, 

‘Till anes we married be!’ 

% 

‘Then I’ll take the sword frae my scabbard 
And slowly lift the pin ; 

And you may swear, and save your aith, 

Ye ne’er let Clerk Saunders m. 
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‘Take you a napkin in your hand, 

And tie up baith your bonnie e’en, 

And you may swear, and save your aith, 

Ye saw me na since late yestreen.’ 

It was about the midnight hour, 

When they asleep were laid, 

When in and came her seven brothers, 

Wi’ torches burning red : 

When in and came her seven brothers, 

Wi’ torches burning bright : 

They said, ‘We hae but one sister, 

And behold her lying with a knight ! * 

Then out and spake the first o’ them, 

‘ I bear the sword shall gar him die.’ 

And out and spake the second o’ them, 

‘ His father has nae mair but he.’ 

And out and spake the third o’ them, 

‘ I wot that they are lovers dear.’ 

And out and spake the fourth o’ them, 

* Tliey hae been in love this mony a year.’ 

Then out and spake the fifth o’ them, 

‘ It were great sin true love to twain.* 

And out and spake the sixth o’ them, 

‘ It were shame to slay a sleeping man,’ 

Then up and gat the seventh o’ them. 

And never a word spake he ; 

But he has striped his bright brown brand 
Out through Clerk Saunders’ fair bodye. 
nped] thrust. 
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Clerk Saunders he started, and Maigarct she turnM 
Into his ai ms as asleep she lay ; 

And sad and silent was the night 

' That was atween thir twae. 

And they lay still and sleeplt sound 
Until the day began to daw*; 

And kindly she to him did say, 

‘ It is time, true love, you were a\vd\* 

But he lay still, and sleepit sound. 

Albeit the sun began to sheen ; 

Slie look’d atween her and the wa’, 

And dull and drowsie were his e’en. 

Then In and came her father dear ; 

Said, ‘ Let a’ your mourning be ; 

I’ll cairy the dead corse to the clay, 

And I'll come back and comfoit thee.* 

‘ Comfort weel your seven sons. 

For comfoited I will never be: 

I ween ’twas neitlier kna\e nor loon 
Was in tlie bower last night \vi’ me.’ 

The clinking bell gaed thiough the town, 

To carry the dead corse to die clay; 

And Clerk Saunders stood at may Margaiet’s window, 
I wot, an hour before die day. 

‘Aie ye sleeping, Marg’ret?* he says, 

* Or are ye waking presentlie ? 

Give me my faith and troth again, 

I wot, true love, I gied to thee.’ 
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‘ Y our faith and troth ye sail never get. 

Nor our true love sail never twin, 

Until ye come within my bower, 

And kiss me cheik and chin.’ 

‘My mouth it is full cold, Marg’ret; 

It has the smell, now, of the ground ; 

And if I kiss thy comely mouth. 

Thy days of life will not be lang. 

‘ O cocks are crowing a merry midnight ; 

1 wot the wild fowls are boding day ; 

Gue me my faith and troth again, 

And let me fare me on my way.* 

‘ Thy faith and troth thou sallna get, 

And our true love sail never twin, 

Until ye tell what comes o’ women, 

I wot, who die in stiong traivelling ? * 

‘ Their beds are made in the heavens higli, 
Down at the foot of our good Loid’s knee, 
Weel set about wi’ gillylloweis ; 

I wot, sweet com])any for to see. 

‘ O cocks are crowing a merry midnight j 
I wot the wild fowls are boding day ; 

The psalms of heaven will soon be sung, 

And I, ere now, will be miss’d away.’ 

Then she has taken a crystal wand, 

And she has stroken her troth thereon ; 

She has given it him out at the shot-window, 
Wi’ mony a sad sigh and heavy groan, 
tv ui] break in two. 
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‘ I thank yc, Marg’ret ; I thank ye, Marg’ret 
And ay I thank ye heartilic ; 

Gin ever the dead come for the quick, 

Be sure, Marg’ret, I’ll come for thee.’ 

It *s hosen and shoon, and gown alone, 

She climb’d the wall, and follow’d him. 
Until she came to the green forest. 

And theie she lost the sight o’ him. 

* Is theie ony loom at your head, Saunders? 

Is there ony room at your feet ? 

Or ony room at your side, Saunders, 

Wheie fain, fain, I wad sleep?’ 

‘There’s nae room at my l.ead, Marg’iet, 
Theie ’s nae room at my feet; 

My bed it is fu’ lowly now, 

Amang the luingry woims I sleep. 

‘ Cauld mould is my covering now. 

But and my wlIldmg-^heet ; 

The dew it falls nae sooner down 
Than my resting-place is weet. 

‘ But plait a wand o’ bonny birk. 

And lay it on my breast ; 

And shed a tear upon my grave. 

And wish my saul gude rest.’ 

Then up and cicw the red, red cock. 

And up and crew the gray ; 

* ’Tis time, ’tis time, my dear Marg’ret, 

That you weie going away. 
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‘And fair Margaret, and rare Marg’ut, 
And Margaret o* veritie, 

Gin e*er ye love another man, 

Ne’er love him as ye did me.’ 


S 72 . Fair Annie 

' I 'HE reivers they stole Fair Annie, 

As she walk’d by the sea ; 

But a noble knight was her ransom soon, 
Wi* gowd and white monie. 

She bided in strangers* land wi’ him, 

And none knew whence she cam ; 

She lived in the castle wi’ her love, 

But never told her name. 

• It *s narrow, narrow, mak your bed, 

And learn to lie your lane ; 

For I’m gaun owre the sea, Fair Annie, 
A braw Biide to bring hame. 

Wr her I will get gowd and gear, 

Wi* you I ne’er gat nanc. 

‘ But wha will bake my bridal bread, 

Or brew my bridal ale ? 

And wha will welcome my bright Bride, 
That I bring owre the dale I ’ 

‘ It ’s I will bake your bridal bread. 

And brew your bridal ale ; 

And I will welcome your bright Bride, 
That you bring owre the dale.’ 
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‘But she that welcomes my bright Bride 
Maim gang like maiden fair ; 

She maun lace on her robe sae jimp. 

And comely braid her hair. 

‘ Bind up, bind up your yellow hair. 

And tie it on your neck ; 

And sec you look as maiden-like 
As the day that first we met.’ 

‘ O how can I gang maiden-like. 

When maiden I am nanc ? 

Have I not borne six sons to thee, 

And am wi^ child again ^ 

‘ril put cooks into my kitchen. 

And stewards in my hall, 

And ril have bakers for my bread. 

And brewers for my ale ; 

But youVe to welcome my bright B;ide, 
Tiiat I bring owre tlie dale.' 

T1 nee months and a day uere gane and pas 
Fair Annie she gat word 

That her love’s sliip was come at la'^t, 

Wf his bright young Bride aboard. 

She’s ta’en her young son in her aims, 
Anither in her hand; 

And she ’s gane up to the higliest tower. 
Looks over sea and land. 
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‘Come doun, come doim, my mother dear, 
Come aff the castle wa’ I 

I fear if langcr ye stand there, 

Ye’ll let yoursell doun fa’/ 

She *s ta’en a cake o’ the best bread, 

A stoup o’ the best wine, 

And a’ the keys upon her arm, 

And to the yctt is gane. 

*■ O ye’re welcome hnme, my ain gude lord. 
To your castles and your towers; 

Ye’re welcome hame, my ain gude lord. 

To your ha’s, but and your bowers. 

And welcome to your hnme, fail lady ! 

For a’ that’s here is yours.’ 

‘ O whatna lady ’s that, my lord, 

That welcomes you and me ? 

Gin I be lang about this place, 

Her friend I mean to be.’ 

Fair Annie served the lang tables 
Wi’ the white bread and the wine; 

But ay she drank the wan water 
To keep her colour fine. 

And she gaed by the first table. 

And smiled upon them a’ ; 

But ere she reach’d the second table, 

The tears began to fa’. 


yett] gate. 
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She took a napkin lang and white. 

And hung it on a pin ; 

It was to wipe away the tears, 

As she gaed out and in. 

Wlicn bells were rung and mass was sung, 

And a’ men bound for bed, 

The bridegroom and the bonny Bride 
In ae chamber were laid. 

Fair Annie’s ta’en a harp in her hand, 

To harp thir twa asleep ; 

But ay, as she harpit and she sang, 

Fu’ sairly did she weep. 

" O gin my sons were seven lats, 

Rinnin’ on tiie castle wa’, 

And I mysell a great grey cat, 

I soon wad worry them a’ ’ 

* O gin my sons were seven hares, 

Rinnin’ owre yon hly lea. 

And I mysell a good greyhound, 

' Soon worried they a’ «^hould be ! ' 

Then out and spak the bonny young Bride, 

In bride-bed where she lay: 

‘That’s like my sister Annie,’ she sa/s ; 

- Wha is it doth sing and play ? 

‘1*11 put on my gown,* said the new-come Btide, 
‘ And my shoes upon my feet ; 

1 will see wha doth sae sadlv sing, 

And what is it gars her gieet. 
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‘What ails you, what ails you, my housekeeper. 

Tliat ye mak sic a mane ? 

Has ony wine-barrel cast its girds, 

Or is a' your white biead gane ’ 

‘ It isna because my wine is spilt, 

Or that my white bread ’s gane ; 

But because I’ve lost my true love’s love. 

And he ’s wed to anitlier anc.* 

‘ Noo tell me wha was your father ? ’ she say^, 

‘ Noo tell me wha was your mother ? 

And had ye ony sister ? ’ she says, 

‘And had ye ever a brother?’ 

‘ The Earl of Wemyss was my father, 

The Countess of Wemyss my mother, 

Young Elinor she was my sister dear, 

And Lord John he was my brother.’ 

‘ If the Earl of Wemyss was your father, 

I wot sae was he mine ; 

And it’s O my sister Annie! 

Your ]o\Q ye sallna tyne. 

‘ Tak your husband, my sister dear ; 

You ne’er were wrang’d for me. 

Beyond a kiss o’ his merry mouth 
As we cam owre the sea. 

‘ Seven shijis, loaded weel, 

Cam owre the sea wi’ me ; 

Ane o’ them will tak me hame, 

And six I’ll gie to thee.’ 

tyne] lose 
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Edward y Edward 

' \Y/HY does your brand sae drop wi’ blude, 
Edward, Edward? 

Wliy does your brand sae drop wi’ blude, 

And why sae sad gang ye, O ? ’ 

‘ O I hae kill’d my hawk sac gude, 

Mithcr, mither; 

O 1 hae kill’d my hawk sae gude, 

And I had nae rnair but he, O.’ 

‘ Your hawk’s blude was never sac led, 

Edwaid, Edward; 

Your hawk’s blude was never sae red. 

My dear son, I tell thee, O.’ 

• O I hae kill’d my red-roan steed, 

Mither, mither ; 

O I hae kill’d my red-roan steed. 

That erst was sae fair and free, O.^ 

‘ Your steed was auld, and ye hae got mair, 
Edwaid, Edward; 

Your steed was auld, and ye hae got mair; 
Some other dule ye dree, O.’ 

‘ O I hae kill’d my father deal , 

Mither, mither; 

O I hae kill’d my father dear, 

Alas, and wae is me, O ! ’ 
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‘And u'hatten penance will ye dree for that, 
Edward, Edward ? 

Whatten penance will ye dree for that ? 

My dear son, now tell me, O.’ 

‘ I’ll set my feet in yonder boat, 

Mither, mither ; 

I’ll set my feet in yonder boat. 

And I’ll fare over the sea, O/ 


‘ And what will ye do wi’ youi tow’rs and your ha’, 
Edward, Edward ? ^ 

And what \\ill ye do wi* your tow’rs and your ha', 
That were sae fair to see, O ? * 

T’ll let them stand till they doun fa*, 

Mither, mither ; 

I’ll let them stand till they doun fa’, 

Foi here ne\cr mair maun I be, O.’ 

‘ And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife, 
Edward, Edward ? 

And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife, 
When ye gang owie the sea, O?’ 

‘ The warld’s room : let them beg through life, 
Mither, mither; 

The warld's room : let them beg through life ; 

For them never mair will I see, O.’ 


‘And what will ye leave to your ain mither dear, 
Edward, Edward ? 

And what will ye leave to your ain mithei dear. 
My dear son, now tell me, O ? ’ 
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‘The curse of hell frae me sail ye bear, 
Mither, mither; 

The cuise of hell frae me sail ye bear: 
Sic counsels ye gave to me, O 1 * 


J74. Kdom 0* Gordon 

T T fell about the Martinmas, 

^ When the wind blew shrill and cauld. 
Said Edom o’ Gordon to his men, 

‘We maun draw to a hauld. 

‘ And what a hauld sail we di aw to, 

My merry men and me ? 

We will gae to the house o’ the Rodes, 
^"0 see that fair ladye.’ 

The lady stood on her c.is>tle wa’, 

Beheld baitli dale and down ; 

There she was waie of a host of men 
Cam riding towards the town. 

‘ O see ye not, my merry men a', 

0 see ye not wliat I see f 
Methinks 1 see a liost of men ; 

1 marvel wha they be.’ 

She ween’d it had been her lovely lord, 
As he cam riding hame ; 

It was the traitor, Edom o’ Gordon, 

AVha reck’d nae sin nor shame. 


town] stead. 
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She had nae sooner buskit hersell, 

And putten on her gown, 

But Edom o’ Gordon an* his n)f'n 
Were round about the town. 

Tliey had nae sooner supper set, 

Nae sooner said the grace, 

But Edom o’ Gordon an' his men 
Were liglited about the place. 

The lady ran up to her tower-head, 

Sae fast as she could hie, 

To see if by her fair speeches 
She could wi’ him a.gree. 

‘ Come doun to me, ye lady gay. 

Come doun, come doun to me 5 

This niglit sail ye lig within mine arms, 
To-monow my bndc sail be.' 

‘ I winna come down, ye fals Gordon, 

I winna come down to thee ; 

I winna forsake my ain dear lord, 

That is sae fitr fiae me.* 

* Gie owre your house, ye lady fair, 

Gie owre your house to me; 

Oi I sail brenn youisel therein, 

But and your babies three.* 

‘ I winna gie owre, ye fals Gordon, 

To nae sic traitor as yee j 

And if ye brenn my ain dear babes, 

My loid sail mak )e dree. 

J utnred. 
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‘ Now reach my pistol, Glaud, my man, 

And charge ye weel my gun ; 

For, but an I pierce that bluidy butcher. 

My babes, we been undone ! ' 

She stood ujx)n her castle wa*. 

And let twa bullets flee : 

Slie miss’d that bluidy butchei’s heart, 

And only razed his knee. 

‘Set fire to the house!’ cjuo’ fals Gordon, 
All wud wi’ dule and iie : 

‘ Fals lady, ye sail rue this deid 
As ye brenn in the fire ! ’ 

Wae worth, wae w'orth ye, Jock, my man I 
1 paid ye weel your fee ; 

Why j)u’ ye out the grund-w'a’ stane, 

Lets in the leck to me? 

‘And e’en w'ae w'orth ye, Jock, my mai. I 
1 ])aid )e weel )our hue; 

W hy pu’ ye out the giund-w^a’ stane, 

To me lets in the lue:* 

'Ye ]uid me w'eel my line, ladje. 

Ye jiaid me weel my tee: 

But now I’m Edom o’ Gordon’s man — 
Maun eithei do or die.’ 

O then bespake her little son, 

Sat on the muse’s knee: 

Sa)s, ‘ Mither dear, gie owne this house, 

I’oi the reek it smithers me.’ 


\v ud] uiad. 


gruiid-wa’J ground- wall. 


4^9 



\ 

ANONYMOUS 

‘ I wad gie a* my gowd, my bairn, 

Sae wad I a’ my fee, 

For ae blast o’ the western wind, 

To blaw the reek frae thee.’ 

O then bespake her dochter dear — 

She was baith jimp and sma’ : 

‘ O row me in a pair o’ sheets, 

And tow me owre the wa* ! ’ 

They row’d her in a pair o* sheets, 
And tow’d her owre the wa’ ; 

But on the point o’ Goi don’s spear 
She gat a deadly fa’. 

0 bonnie, bonnie was her mouth. 

And cherry were her cheiks, 

And clear, clear was her yellow h*ur. 
Whereon the red blood drejjjs. 

Then wi’ his sj-ear he turn’d her owre; 

0 gin her face was wane ! 

He said, ‘Ye aie the first that e’er 

1 wish’d alite again ’ 

He turn’d her owte and owre again ; 

O gin her skin was white 1 
‘ I might hae spared that bonnie face 
To hae been some man’s delight. 

‘ Busk and boun, my mci ry men a’. 

For ill dooms I do guess; 

1 canna look in that bonnie face 
As it lies on the grass.’ 

;imp] slender, trim. row] wrap, 

tp and prepare to go. 
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*Wha looks to freits, my master dear, 

It ’s freits will follow them ; 

Let it ne’er be said that Edom o* Gordon 
Was daunted by a dame.’ 

But when the lady saw the fire 
Come flaming owre her head, 

She wept, and kiss’d her children twain, 
Says, ‘Bail ns, we been but dead.’ 

Tlie Gordon then his bugle blew, 

And Saul, ‘ Awa’, awa’ ! 

This house o’ the Rodcs is a' in a flame; 
I hauld it time to ga’.’ 

And this way lookit her a‘n dear lord. 

As he cam owre the lea ; 

He saw his castle a’ in a lowe, 

As far as he could see. 

Then sair, O sair, his mind misgave. 

And all his hcait was wae : 

‘ Put on, put on, my wiglity men, 

Sae fast as ye can gae. 

‘ Put on, put on, my w ighty men, 

Sae fast as ye can drie ! 

For he that’s hindmost o’ the thiang 
Sail ne’er get good o’ me.’ 

Then some they rade, and some they lan, 
Out-owre the grass and bent ; 

But ere the foremost could win up, 

Baith lady and babes were brent, 
eits] ill omens. lowe] flame. wighty] nimble. 

43 » 



ANONYMOUS 


And after the Gordon he is gane, 

Sac fast as he might drie; 

And soon i’ the Gordon’s foul heart’s blade 
He ’s wroken his dear ladye. 

The s Marie 

IWTARIE HAMILTON’S to the kiik gane, 

IVl j^jbbons in her hair; 

The King thought mair o' Marie Hamilton 
I’han ony that were theie. 

Malic Hamilton’s to the kiik gane 
W i’ ribbons on her breast ; 

The King thought mair o’ Marie Hamilton 
Than he listen’d to the j^riest. 

Mane Hamilton ’s to the kirk gane, 

Wi’ gloves uj)on her hands; 

The King thought mair o’ Marie Hamilton 
Than the Queen and a’ her lands. 

Siic hadna been about the King’s couit 
A month, but baicly one. 

Till she was beloved by a’ the King’s court 
And the King the only man. 

She hadna been about the King’s court 
A month, but barely three, 

Till frae the King’s couit Marie Hamilton, 
Marie Hamilton durstna be. 

wrokca] avenged. 
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The King is to the Abbey gane, 

To j)u’ the Abbey tree, 

To scale the babe frae Marie’s hean ; 

But the thing it wadna be. 

O she has row’d it in her apron, 

And set it on the sea — 

‘Gae sink ye or swim ye, bonny babe, 

Ye’se get nae mail o' me.’ 

Word is to the kitchen gane, 

And word is to the ha*, 

And word is to the noble loom 
Aiming the ladies a’, 

That Marie Hamilton *s brought to bed. 

And the bonny babe’s miss’d and av^a'. 

Scaicely had she Iain down again. 

And scarcely fa'en asleep, 

\Vhen u]) and staited our gude ^uccn 
.lust at her bed-feet; 

Saying — ‘Marie Hamilton, where’s your babe: 
Foi 1 am sure 1 heaid it greet.* 

‘ O no, O no, my noble Queen ! 

Think no sic thing to be ; 

’Twas but a stitch into my side, 

And sair it troubles me ! ’ 

‘Get up, get up, Marie Hamilton; 

Get u}> and follow me ; 

Foi 1 am going to Edinburgh town, 

A lich wedding for to see.* 

ro^^ Mj wiaj’pLd. greet] cr>. 
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O slowly, slowly rase she up. 

And slowly put she on ; 

And slowly rade she out the way 
Wi* mony a weary groan. 

The Queen was clad in scailet, 

Her merry maids all in green ; 

And every town that they cam to, 
They took Marie for the Queen. 

‘ Ride hooly, hooly, gentlemen, 

Ride hooly now wi’ me ! 

For never, I am sure, a wearier burd 
Rade in your companie.’ — 

But little wist Malic Hamilton, 

When she rade on the brown. 

That she was gacn to Edinburgh town, 
And a’ to be put down. 

‘Why weep ye so, ye burgess wnes. 
Why look ye so on me f 

O I am going to Edinburgh town, 

A rich wedding to see.’ 

When she gaed up the tolbooth stairs, 
The corks frae her heels did flee ; 

And lang or e’er she cam down again. 
She was condemn’d to die. 

When she cam to the Netherbow j;ort, 
She laugh’d loud laughtcis three; 

• But when she came to the gallows foot 
The tears blinded her c'c. 

bccly] gently. 
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‘Yestreen the Queen had four Maries, 

The night she’ll hae but three ; 

There was Marie Seaton, and Marie Beaton, 
And Marie Carmichael, and me. 

‘ O often have I dress’d my Queen 
And put gowd upon her hair ; 

now I’ve gotten for my reward 
The gallows to be my share. 

‘ Often have I dress’d my Queen 
And often made her bed ; 

But now I’ve gotten for my rewaid 
The gallows tree to tread. 

‘ I charge ye all, ye marlnrrs, 

When ye sail owre the faeni. 

Let neither my father nor mother get wit 
But that I’m coming hame. 

‘I charge ye all, ye marineis, 

That sail upon the sea, 

That neither my father nor mother get uit 
The dog's death I’m to die. 

* For if my father and mother got wit, 

And my bold btethren three, 

O mickle wad be the gude red blude 
This day wad be spilt for me ! 

* O little did my mother ken, 

The day she cradled me. 

The lands I was to travel in 
Or the death I was to die ’ ' 
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57 ^. Biuuoiie 

T^HERE were twa sisters sat in a hour; 

'*• Btnnoric^ 0 Btnnorie / 

Tlieie cam a knight to be tlieir wooer, 

By the honnie milldams d Binnor'u. 

lie couited the eldest with glove and ilng, 

Bat lie lo’cd the youngest abune a’ thing. 

The eldest she was \cxed sair, 

And sair envied her sister fair. 

Upon a morning fair and clear, 

She cried upon her sister dear: 

‘ O sister, sister, tak my hand. 

And let’s go down to the rner-stiand.’ 

She ’s ta’en her by the hly hand, 

And led her down to the river-stiand. 

The youngest stood upon a stane, 

The eldest cam and push’d hci in. 

‘ O sister, sifter, leach yout hand ! 

And ye sail be heir o’ half my land : 

‘O sister, leach me but your glove' 

And sweet William sail be your love.’ 

Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam, 

ETtil she cam to the niillei’s dam. 

Out then cam the miller’s son. 

And saw the fair maid soumniin’ in. 

‘O fathei, father, draw your dam! 

There ’s either a mermaid or a milk-white sw an.* 
soummin’j bwimming. 
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The miller hasted and drew his dnm. 

And there he found a drown’d womjtn. 

You couldna see her middle sma’, 

Her gowden girdle was sae braw. 

You couldna see her lily feet, 

Her gowden fringes were sae deep. 

All amang her yellow hair 
A st?ing o* pearls was twisted rare. 

You couldna ‘^ee her fingers sma’, 

Wi* diamond lings they were cover’d a’. 

And by thete cam a haipcr fne, 

Tiiat liarpit to the king at dine. 

And when he look’d that lady on, 

He sigh’d and made a heavy mom. 

He ’s made a harp of her breast-bane, 
Wiiose sound w.id nielt a heart of stane. 

He’s ta’en three locks o’ her yellow' hair, 
And w i’ them strung his liarp sae raie. 

He went into her father’s hall. 

And there was the court assembled aM. 

He laid his harp upon a stane. 

And straight it began to play by lane. 

‘ O yonder sits my father, the King, 

And yonder sits my mother, the Queen ; 
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‘And yonder stands my brother Hugh, 

And by him my William, svv'cct and true.* 

But the last tune that the harp play’d then — 
Bnmorie^ O Binnorie I 
Was, ‘ Woe to my sister, false Helen ! * 

By the lonnie milldams 6* Binnorie. 


S77- The BoJinie House Airlie 

TT fell on a day, and a bonnie simmer day, 

^ ^^^hen green grew aits and barley, 

That there fell out a great dispute 
Between Argyll and Aiilie. 

Aigvil has raised an hunder men, 

An hunder Iiarncss’d rarely. 

And he ’s awa’ by the back of D unkell, 

To plunder the castle of Aiilie. 

Lady Ogilvie looks o’er her bower-window, 

And O but she looks warely ! 

And there she spied the great Argyll, 

Come to plunder the bonnie house of Airlie. 

‘Come down, come down, my Lady OgiKic, 
Come down and kiss me fairly : ’ 

‘ O I winna kiss the fause Argyll, 

If he shouldna leave a standing stane in Airlie.’ 

He hath taken her by the left shoulder. 

Says, ‘ Dame, where lies thy dowry I ’ 

‘ O it ’s east and west yon wan water side, 

And it’s down by the banks of the Airlie.’ 
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They hae sought it up, they hae sought it down, 
Tiiey hae sought it maist severely, 

Till they fand it in the fair plum-tree 

That shines on the bowling-green of Airhe. 

He hath taken her by the middle sae small, 
And O but she grat sairly ! 

And laid her down by the bonnie burn-side, 

Till they plunder’d the castle of Aiilie. 

^ Gif my glide loid war here this night, 

As he is with King Charlie, 

Neither you, nor ony ither Scottish lord, 

Durst avow to the plundering of Airhe. 

‘ Gif my gude lord war now at hame, 

■ As he is with his king, 

There durst nae a Campbell in a' Aigyll 
Set fit on Airlie green. 

‘Ten bonnie sons 1 have borne unto him. 

The eleventh ne’er saw his daddy ; 

But though I had an hunder mair, 

I*d gie them a’ to King Charlie ! ’ 


^78. The fTiJe oj U sherds 

^ I 'HlIRE lived a wife at Usher’s well, 
And a wealthy wife was she ; 

She had thiec stout and stalwart sons, 
And sent them o’er the sea. 
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They hadnn ijcen a week from her, 

A week but baiely anc, 

When word came to the carline wife 
That her three sons were gane. 

They hadna been a week fiom her, 

A week but barely three, 

When word came to the carline wife 
That her sons she’d never see. 

‘ I wish the wind may never cca=e, 

Nor fashes in the Hood, 

Till my three sons come hame to me, 

In earthly flesh and blood ' ’ 

It fell about the Martinmas, 

When nights are lang and miik, 

The carline wife’s three sons came haine, 
And theii hats were o’ the bnk. 

It neither grew in syke nor ditch, 

Nor yet in ony sheugh ; 

But at the gates o’ Paradise 
That birk grew fair enough, 

‘ Blow up the Are, my maidens I 
Bring water from the well 1 

For a’ my house shall feast thi-> night, 
Since my three sons are well.’ 

And she has made to them a bed. 

She ’s made it large and wide ; 

And she ’s ta’en her mantle her about. 

Sat down at the bedside. 
fc.slesj tioubles, syke] marsh. s-h' ugh] trench. 
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Up then crew the red, red cock. 

And up and crew the gray ; 

The eldest to the youngest said, 

‘ 'Tis time we were away/ 

Tlie cock he hadna craw’d but once. 

And clapp’d his wings at a’, 

V^'hen the youngest to the eldest said, 

‘ Brother, we must awa’. 

‘ The cock doth craw, tlie day doth daw. 

The channerin’ worm doth chide; 

(yin we be miss’d out o* our place, 

A sair pain we maun bide/ 

‘ Lie still, lie still but a little wee while. 

Lie still but if we may; 

Gin my mother should miss us when she 
She’ll go mad ere it be day/ 

‘Faie ye weel, my motlier dear! 

F areweel to barn and byre ! 

And fare ye weel, the bonny lass 
That kindles my motlier’s fire 1 ® 


^7p. The Three Ravens 

'T'HFRE were tii^ee ravens sat on a tree, 
They v.ere as black as they might be. 

The one of them said to his make, 

‘ Wliere shall we our bieakfast take?’ 


3"]^. clianneriu’j fiettmg. 
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* Down in yonder greenS field 

Thei-e lies a knight slain under his shield; 

‘ His hounds they lie down at his fec»^, 

So well do they their master keep ; 

‘His hawks they fiie so eagerly, 

There *s no fowl dare come him nigh. 

^ Dow'n there comes a fallow doe 
As great with young as she might goe. 

‘ She lift up his bloudy head 

And kist his wounds that were so red. 

‘ She gat him up upon her back 
And carried him to earthen lake. 

* She buried him before the prime, 

She was dead herself ere evensong time. 

‘ God send every gentleman 

Such hounds, such hawks, and such a leman.’ 


SSo. The Twa Corhres 

^SCOTTISH version) 

A S 1 was walking all alane 
^ I heard twa corbies making a mane : 
The tane unto the tither did say, 

‘ Whar sail we gang and dine the day ? ’ 


j8o. corbies] ravens. 
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‘ — In behint yon auld fail dyke 
I wot there lies a new-slain knight; 

And naebody kens that he lies there 
But his hawk, his hound, and his lady fair. 

‘ His hound is to the hunting gane. 

His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame, 

His lady ’s ta’en anlther mate, 

So we may mak our dinner sweet. 

^ Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane. 

And I’ll pike out his bonny blue e’en ; 

W’l* ae lock o’ his gowden hair 

We'll theek our nest when it gro\\s bare. 

‘ Mony a one for him maks mane, 

But nane sail ken whar he is gane : 

O’er his white banes, when they are bare. 
The wind sail blaw for evermair.’ 


j(?/. A Lyke~IVahe T)?rge 

^ I TdlS ae nighte, this ae nighte, 

— Every nighte and alle, 

Fire and sleet and candle-hghte. 

And Christe receive thy sauJe. 

When thou from hence away art past, 

— Every nighte and alle^ 

To Whinny-muir thou com’st at last; 

And Christe receive thy saule. 

fail] turf. house] neck. theek] thatch. sleet] 
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If ever thou gavest hosen and shoon, 

— Every ntghte and alle^ 

Sit tlicc down and put them on ; 
j^nd CJ^riste receive thy saule. 

If hosen and slioon thou ne’er gav’st nane 

Every night e and alle. 

The wliinncs sail prick thee to the bare bane 
j^nd Christc receive thy saule. 

Fiom Whinny-muir when thou may’st pass, 
— Every nigh/e and alle^ 

To Btig o' Dread tliou com’st at last; 

And Christ e receive thy saule. 

From Biig o’ Dread wlien thou m iy'st pass, 
— Every n'rghfe and alle^ 

To Purgatory fire thou com’st at last; 

And Christe rcctive thy saule. 

If ever tliou ga-^est meat oi diink, 

— Every n'tghtc arid allc. 

The fire sail never make thee shrink ; 

And Christc receive /h\ saule. 

If meat or drink thou ne’er gav’st nane, 

— Every nighte and alle^ 

The f re will burn thee to the bare bane j 
And Christe receive thy saule. 

This ac nighte, this ae nighte, 

— Every nighte and alle, 

Fnc and sleet and candle-lighte, 

And Christe receive thy saule. 
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^ 82 , The Seven f^irgms, 

A CAROL 

A UL under the leaves and the leaves of life 
I met with virgins seven, 

And one of them was Mary mild, 

Our Loid’s mother of Heaven. 

‘ O what are you seeking, you seven h^ir maids, 
All under the leaves of life ? 

Come tell, come tell, what seek you 
All under the leaves of life I * 

‘We’re seeking for no leaves, Thomas, 

But for a friend of thine ; 

We’re seeking for sweet Jesus Chiist, 

To be our guide and thine.’ 

* Go down, go down, to yonder town, 

And sit in the gallery, 

And there you’ll see sweet Jesus Christ 
Nail’d to a big yew-tree.’ 

So down they went to yonder town 
As fast as foot could fall, 

And many a grievous bitter tear 
From the Mrgins’ eyes did fall. 

‘ O peace, Mother, O jieace. Mother, 

Your weeping doth me grieve: 

I must suffer this,’ He said, 

‘For Adam and for Eve. 
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‘O Mother, take you John Evangelist 
All for to be your son, 

And he will comfort you sometimes, 

Mother, as I have done.’ 

‘O come, thou John Evangelist, 

Thou’it welcome unto me; 

But more welcome my own dear Son, 

Whom I nursed on my knee.’ 

Then He laid his head on His right shoulder, 
Seeing death it struck Him nigh — 

‘The Holy Ghost be with your soul, 

1 die, Mother dear, 1 die.* 

O the rose, the gentle rose. 

And the fennel that grows so green ! 

God give us grace in every place 
To pray for our king and queen. 

Funheimore for our enemies all 

Our prayers they should be strong : 

Amen, good Lord ; your chanty 
Is the ending of my song. 

Rivers 

CAYS Tweed to Till— 

^ ‘ What gars ye rin sae still ? * 

Says Till to Tweed — 

‘Though ye rin with speed 
And I rin slaw, 

For ae man that ye droon 
I droon twa.’ 
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Cradle Song 

MY deir hert, young Jesus sweit, 
^ Prepare thy creddil in my spreit^ 
And I sail rock thee in my hert 
And never mair fiom thee depart. 

But I sail praise thee evermoir 
With sangis svveit unto thy gloir ; 

The knees of my hert sail I bow, 

And sing tliat richt Balulalow ! 


^8^. The Cali 

]VTY blood so red 

For thee was shed, 

Come liome again, come home again ; 
My own s\v eet heart, come home again I 
You’ve gone as>tiay 
Out of your way, 

Come home again, come home again ! 

S8C), The Bvnnj Karl of Murray 

'Y^E Highlands and ye Lawlands, 

^ O wliere hae ye been \ 

They hae slain the Eail of Murray, 
And hae laid him on the green. 

Now wae be to thee, Huntley ! 

And whairfore did ye sae ! 

I bade you bring him wi’ you, 

But foibaJe )Ou him to slay. 
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He was a braw gallant, 

And he rid at the ring ; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 

O he might hae been a king ! 

He was a braw gallant, 

And he play’d at the ba* ; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a’! 

He was a braw gallant. 

And he play’d at the gluve ; 

And tlie bonny Eail of Munay, 

O he was the Queen’s luvel 

O lang will his Lady 

Look owie the Castle Downe, 

Eie she see the Eail of Murray 
Come sounding through the town 1 

j<^7. Hden of KhconneU 

T WISH I were wheie Helen lies, 

Night and day on me she cries ; 

O that I were where Helen lies, 

On fair Kirconnell lea I 

Curst be the heait that thought the thought, 
And curst the hand that fired the shot, 
When in my arms burd Helen dio])t, 

And died to succour me ! 

O think na ye my heart was sair. 

When my Love dropp’d and spak nae mair I 
There did she swoon wi* meikJe care. 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 
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As I went down the water side. 

None but my foe to be my guide. 

None but my foe to be my guide, 

On fair Kirconnell lea ; 

I lighted down my sword to draw, 

I hacked him in pieces sma% 

I hacked him in pieces sma’. 

For her sake that died for me. 

0 Helen fair, beyond compare 1 

1 Ml mak a garland o’ thy hair. 

Shall bind my heart for evermair. 

Until the day I die ! 

O that I were where Helen lies ! 

Night and day on me she cries; 

Out of my bed she bids me rise, 

Says, ‘ Haste, and come to me ! * 

0 Helen fair 1 O Helen chaste ! 

If I were with thee, I’d be blest. 

Where thou lies low and taks thy rest. 

On fair Ivirconnell lea. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 

A winding-sheet drawn owre my e’en, 
And I in Helen’s arms lying. 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 

I wish I were where Helen lies ! 

Night and day on me she cries ; 

And I am weary of the skies. 

For her sake that died for me. 
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S88, 

O WALY, waly, up the bank, 

And waly, waly, doun the brae, 
And waly, v/aly, yon burn-side, 

Where I and my Love wont to gae 1 
1 loan’d my back unto an aik, 

1 thocht it was a trustie tree ; 

But first it bow*d and syne it brak — 

Sac my true love did lichtlie me. 

O waly, Waly, gin love be bonnie 
A little time w hile it is new I 
But when *tis auld it waxeth cauld. 

And fade^ awa* like morning dew. 

O wiieiefoie should I busk my held, 

Or wherefore sliould 1 kame my han 
I'or my tiue Love has me foisook. 

And sa^s he’ll never lo’c me man. 

Now' Aithuj’s Seat sail be my bed, 

Tiie sheets sail ne’ei be ’filed by me ; 
Saint Anton’s well sail be my drink; 

Smee my tiue Love has forsaken me. 
Maiu’mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And shake the green leaves aff the ticei’ 
O gentle Death, when wilt thou come : 
f or of my life I ant weaiie. 

’I’ls not the frost, that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing snaw’s inclcmencie, 

’Tis not sic cauld that makes me ci y ; 

But my Love’s heart grown cauld to me. 
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When we earn in by Glasgow toun, 

We were a comely sicht to see ; 

My Lo\e was clad in the black velvet, 
And I mysel in cramasie. 

But had 1 wist, before I kist, 

That love had been sae ill to win, 

I had lock’d my heart in a case o’ gowd, 
And j)inn’d it wi’ a siller pin. 

And O 1 if my young babe were born. 
And set upon the nurse’s knee; 

And I mysel were dead and gane, 

And the green grass gi owing over me 1 

SS(^, Barbara Alienas Crudty 

TN Scarlet town, w'heie I was born, 
There was a fair mard dwellrn’, 

Made every )outh cry IV dl-a-'ivay / 

Her name was Barbara Allen. 

All in the merry month of May, 

When green buds they were s wellin’, 

Young Jemmy Grove on his death-bed lay, 
For love of Barbara Allen. 

He sent his man in to her then, 

To the town where she was dwellin’, . 

* O haste and come to my master dear. 

If )our name be Barbara Allen.’ 

So slowl), slowly rase she up, 

And slowly she came nigh him. 

And when she drew the curtain by — 
‘Young man, I think you’re d)in’.’ 
jSS. crauiuMe] crimson. 
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* O it ’s I am sick and very very sick, 

And it ’s all for Barbara Allen.’ 

‘ O the better for me ye’se never be, 

Tho’ your heart’s blood were a-spillin’ ! 

‘O dinna ye mind, young man,’ says she, 

‘ When the red wine ye were fillin’, 

That ye made the healths go round and round, 
And slighted Barbara Allen ? ’ 

He turn’d his face unto the wall, 

And death was with him dealin’ : 

‘ Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all. 

And be kind to Barbara Allen ! ’ 

As she was walking o'er the fields, 

She heard the dead-bell knellin’ ; 

And every jow the dead-beJl ga\e 
Cried ‘Woe to Barbara Allen.’ 

‘ O mother, mother, make my bed, 

O make it saft and narrow ; 

My love has died for me to-day. 

I’ll die for him to-morrow. 

‘Farewell,’ she said, ‘ye virgins all. 

And shun the fault I fell in : 

Henceforth take warning by the LJ 
Of cruel Barbara Allen.’ 

dpo. Tipe and Can 

I 

'^HE Indian weed witheied cjuite; 

^ Green at morn, cut down .it night; 
Shows thy decay : all flesh is hay : 

Thus think, then drink Tobacco. 

JOW'] beat, toll. 
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And when the smoke ascends on high, 
Think thou behold’st the vanity 
Of worldly stuff, gone with a puff : 

Thus think, then drink Tobacco. 

But when the pipe grows foul within. 
Think of thy soul defiled with sin. 

And that the fire doth it require : 

Thus think, then drink Tobacco. 

The ashes, that are left behind. 

May serve to put thee still in mind 
That unto dust return thou must : 

Thus think, then drink Tobacco. 

II 

"^Y^HEN as the chill Charokko blows. 
And Winter tells a heavy tale; 
When pyes and daws and rooks and ciow? 
Sit cursing of the frosts and snows; 

Then give me ale. 

Ale in a Saxon rumkin then, 

Such as will make grimalkin prate; 

Bids valour burgeon in tall men, 

Quickens the poet’s wit and pen, 

Despises f.ite. 

Ale, that the absent battle fights. 

And frames the march of Swedish drum. 
Disputes with princes, laws, and rights, 
What ’s done and past tells mortal wights. 
And w'hat’s to come. 


Charokko] Scirocco. 
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Ale, that the plowman’s heart up-kecps 
And equals it with tyrants* thrones, 

That wipes the eye that over-weeps, 

And lulls in sure and dainty sleeps 
Th* o*er-wearied bones. 

Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus* daughter, 

Wine’s emulous neighbour, though but stale. 
Ennobling all the nymphs of water. 

And filling each man’s heart with laughter — 
Ha ! give me ale \ 


^pi. Love will find ordt the 

/^VER the mountains 

And over the waves, 

Under the fountains 

And under the graves ; 

Under floods that are deepest, 
Which Neptune obey, 

0\er rocks that are steepest. 

Love will find out the way. 

When there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lie, 
When there is no space 
For receipt of a fly; 

When the midge dares not \cnture 
Lest herself fast she lay, 

If Love come, he will enter 
And will find out the way. 
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You may esteem him 

A child for his might ; 

Or you may deem him 

A coward for his flight ; 

But if she whom Love doth honour 
Be conceard from the day — 

Set a thousand guards upon her. 
Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lose him 
By having him confined ; 

And some do suppose him. 

Poor heart ! to be blind ; 

But if ne’er so close ye wall him, 
Do the best that ye may. 

Blind Love, if so ye call him, 

He will find out his way. 

You may train the eagle 
To stoop to your list ; 

Or you may inveigle 

The Phoenix of the east ; 

The lioness, you may move her 
To give over her prey ; 

But you'll ne’er stop a lover 

He will find out the way. 

If the earth it should part him. 

He would gallop it o’er ; 

If the seas should o’erthwart him. 
He would swim to the shore ; 

Should his Love become a swallow. 
Through the air to stray, 

Love will lend wings to follow. 

And will find out the way. 
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SP2. 




There is no striving 
To cross his intent; 

There is no contriving 
His plots to prevent ; 

Lut if once the message greet him 
That his True Love doth staj. 

If Death should come and meet him. 
Love will find out the way ! 


"Phillaiia jioufs 

WHAT a plague is love! 

How shall I bear it ? 

She will inconstant prove, 

I greatly fear it. 

She so torments my mind 
That my strength faileth. 

And wavers with the wind 
As a siiip saileth. 

Please her the best I may, 

She lov'es still to gainsay; 

Alack and well-a-day ’ 

Phillada flouts me. 

At the fair yesterday 
She did pass by me ; 

She look’d another way 
And would not spy me : 

I woo’d her for to dine, 

But could not get her ; 

Will had her to the wine — 

He might entreat her. 
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With Daniel she did dance, 

On me she look'd askance: 

0 thrice unhappy chance ! 
Phillada flouts me. 

Fair maid, be not so coy, 

Do not disdain me ! 

1 am my mother's joy : 

Sweet, entertain me ! 

She’ll give me, when she dies. 
All that is fitting : 

Her poultry and her bees. 

And her goose sitting. 

A pair of mattrass beds, 

And a bag full of shreds ; 

And yet, for all this guedcs, 
Phillada floats me I 

She hath a clout of mine 
Wrought with blue co\entiy, 
Which she keeps for a sign 
Of my fidelity: 

But i’ faith, if she flinch 
She shall not wear it ; 

To Tib, my t'other wench, 

I mean to bear it. 

And yet it grieves my heart 
So soon from her to part : 
Death strike me with his dait! 
Phillada flouts me. 

Thou shalt eat crudded cream 
All the year lasting, 

ec^e';] goods, property of any kind. 
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And drink the crystal stream 
Pleasant in tasting ; 

Whig and whey whilst thou lust. 
And bramble-berries, 

Pie-lid and pastry-crust, 

Pears, plums, and cherries. 

Tliy laiment shall be thin. 

Made of a wee\irs skin — 

Yet all *s not worth a pin ! 
Phillada flouts me. 

In the last month of Mav 
1 made her posies ; 

1 heard her often say 
That she loved roses. 

Cowslips and gillyflowers 
And the white lily 
1 brought to deck the bowers 
For my sweet Philly. 
liut she did all disdain, 

And threw them back again ; 
Therefore *tis flat and plain 
Phillada flouts me. 

Fair maiden, have a care, 

And in time take me : 

1 can ha\e those as fair 
If you forsake me : 

I^or IDoll the dairy-maid 
Faugh *d at me lately. 

And wanton W^inifred 
F avours me greatly. 



ANONYMOUS 


One throws milk on my clothes, 
T’other plays with my nose ; 
What wanting signs are those? 
Phillada flouts me. 

I cannot work nor sleep 
At all in season: 

Love wounds my heart so deep 
Without all reason. 

I ’gin to pine away 
In my love’s shadow, 

Like as a fat beast may, 

Penn’d in a meadow. 

1 shall be dead, I fear, 

Within this thousand year : 

And all for that my dear 
Phillada flouts me. 


jpj. ChJorts in the Snow 

T SAW fair Chloris walk alone, 

When feather’d rain came softi) down, 
As Jo\e descending from his Tower 
To couit her in a silver shower: 

The wanton snow flew to her breast. 

Like pietty birds into their nest, 

But, o\eicome with whiteness there, 

For giief it thaw’d into a tear: 

Thence falling on her garments’ hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 



THOMAS STANLEY 


5P4. The Relapse 

16^5-1678 

TURN away those cruel eyes, 

The stars of my undoing ! 

Or death, In such a bright disguise, 

May tempt a second wooing. 

Punish their blind and impious pride, 

Who dare contemn thy glory ; 

It was my fall that deified 

Thy name, and seal’d thy story. 

Yet no new sufferings can prepare 
A higher praise to crown thee; 

Though my first death proclaim thee fair, 

My second will unthrone thee. 

Lovers will doubt thou canst entice 
No other for thy fuel, 

And if thou burn one victim twice. 

Both think thee poor and cruel. 

THOMAS D’URFEY 

igj, Chhe T>2vnie 

16=^3-1733 

/^HLOE’s a Nymph in flowery groves, 

A Neicid in the streams; 

Saint-like she in the temjde moves, 

A woman in my dreams. 

Love steals artillery from her eyes, 

The Graces point her charms ; 

Orpheus is rivalled in her voice, 

And Venus in her arms. 
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Never so happily in one 

Did heaven and earth combine ; 
And yet ’tis flesh and blood alone 
That makes her so divine. 




CHARLES COTTON 

To Ccelia 


VVyHEN, Ctelia, must my old day set. 

And my young morning rise 
In beams of joy so bright as yet 
Ne’er blcss’d a lover’s eyes ? 

My state is more advanced than when 
I first attemjited thee : 

I sued to be a servant then, 

But now to be made fice. 


1630-1687 


I’ve served my time faithful and true, 
Expecting to be placed 
In hajipy fieedom, as my due, 

To all the joys thou hast ; 

111 husbandry in love is such 
A scandal to love’s power, 

We ought not to misspend so much 
As one poor short-lived hour. 

Yet think not, sweet, I’m weaiy grown, 
That I pretend such haste; 

Since none to suifeit e’er was known 
Before he had a taste : 

My infant love could humbly wait 
When, young, it scarce knew how 
To plead ; but grown to man’s estate. 

He is inijiatient now. 

461 



KATHERINE PHILIPS (‘ORINDA’) 


To One persuading a Lady to 
Marriage 

1631-1064 

PORBEAR, bold youth; all's hfa\en hcic, 
And what you do aver 
To others courtship may appear, 

’Tis sacrilege to her. 

She is a public deity; 

And were ’t not very odd 
She should dispose herself to be 
A petty household god? 

First make the sun in pri\ate >hine 
And bid the world adieu, 

That so he may his beams coniine 
In compliment to you : 

But if of that you do despair, 

Think how you did amiss 
To strite to fix her beams which are 
More bright and large than hi'.. 

JOHN DRYDEN 

Ode 

I j the Pious Memory of the accomplished young lady , Mrs, Anne 
Ktlhgrc'w,^ excellent in the two sister arts 0/ Poesy and 
Painti/i'/ 

1031-17U0 

'^HOU youngest virgin-daughter of the skies, 

^ Made in the last promotion of the blest; 

Whose palms, new pluckM from Paradise, 

In spreading branches more sublimely rise, 
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Rich with immortal green above the rest: 
Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star, 

Thou roli^st above us, in thy wandering race, 

Or. in procession fix’d and regular, 

Moved with the heaven’s majestic pace ; 

Or, call’d to more superior bliss. 

Thou tread’st with seraphims the vast abyss : 
Whatever happy region be thy place, 

Cease thy celestial song a little space ; 

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine. 

Since Heaven’s eternal year is thine. 

Hear, then, a mortal Muse thy praise rehcaise, 

In no ignoble verse; 

But such as thy own voice did piactise heie, 

When thy first-fruits of Poesy were gi^en, 

To make thyself a welcome inmate theie; 

While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate of heaven. 

If by traduction came thy mind. 

Our wonder is the less, to find 
A soul so charming from a stock so good ; 

'Bliy father was transfused into thy blood : 

So wert thou born into a tuneful strain, 

An enily, rich, and inexhausted \ein. 

But if thy pre-existing soul 

Was form’d at first with myriads moie. 

It did through all the mighty poets roll 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 

\r.d was that Sa})pho last, which once it was befoie. 
If so, then cease thy Ihght, O heaven-boin mind 
Thou liast no dross to purge from thy rich ore : 
Nor can thy soul a faiier mansion find, 
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Than was the beauteous frame she left behind : 
Return, to fill or mend the quire of thy celestial kind. 

May we presume to say, that, at thy birth. 

New joy was sprung in heaven as well as here on eaith 
For sure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine, 

And e\cn the most malicious were in trine. 

Thy brother-angels at thy birth 
Strung each his lyre, and tuned it high, 

That all the j)eople of the sky 
Might know a poetess was born on earth ; 

And then, if e\er, mortal ears 
Had heard the music of the spheres. 

And if no clustering swarm of bees 
On thy sweet mouth distill’d their golden dew, 
*Twas that such \ulgar miracles 
Heaven had not leisure to renew : 

For all the blest fraternity of love 
Solemnized there thy birth, and kej)t thy holiday alove 

O giacious God! how far have we 
Profaned tliy heavenly gift of Poesy I 
Made prostitute and profligate the Muse, 

Debased to each obscene and impious use, 

Whose iiarmony was first ordain’d abo\e, 

For tongues of angels and for hymns of love! 

O \v retched w'e ! why w'cre w-e hurried dowm 
This lubrique and adulterate age 
(Nay, added fat pollutions of our own). 

To increase the streaming ordures of the stage ? 
What can we say to excuse our second fall ? 

Let this thy Vestal, Heaven, atone for all ! 

Her Arethusian stieam remains unsoll’d, 
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Unmix'd with foreign filth, and undefiled ; 

Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child. 

Art she had none, yet wanted none. 

For Nature did that want supply: 

So rich in treasures of her own, 

Site might our boasted stores defy : 

Such noble vigour did her terse adorn. 

That it seem’d borrow’d, where ’twas only born. 
Her moials, too, were in her bosom bied, 

By great examjiles daily fed. 

What in the best of books, her father’s life, she read. 
And to be lead herself she need not fear; 

Each test, and every light, her Muse will bear, 
Though Epictetus witli his lamp were there. 

Even love (for love sometimes her Muse expiest) 
Was but a lambent fiame which play'd about her breast. 
Ligiit as the va])our5 of a morning dream ; 

So cold herself, whilst she such warmth exprest, 
’Twas Cupid bathing in Diana's stream. . . . 

Now all those charms, that blooming grace, 

Tlie well-pioportion’d shape, and beauteous face, 

Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes ; 

In earth the much-lamented virgin lies. 

Not wit, nor piety could fate prevent ; 

Nor was the cruel destiny content 
To finisli all the murder at a blow, 

To sweep at once her life and beauty too; 

But, like a haiden'd felon, took a pride 
To work more mischievously slow. 

And plunder’d first, and then destioy’d, 

O double sacrilege on things divine. 
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To rob the relic, and deface the shrine! 

But thus Orinda died : 

Heaven, by the same disease did both translate ; 

As equal were their souls, so equal was tlieir fate. 

Meantime, her wailike brother on the seas 
His waving streamers to the winds displays, 

And vows for his retuin, with vain devotion, pays. 
Ah, generous youth ! that wish forbear. 

The winds too soon will waft thee here ! 

Slack all thy sails, and fear to come, 

Alas, thou know’st not, thou art wreck’d at home I 
No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s face. 

Thou hast already had her last embiace. 

But look aloft, and if thou kenn’st from fir, 

Among the Pleiads a new kindled star, 

If any sparkles than the rest more bright, 

'Tis she that shines in that pjopitious light. 

When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound, 

To raise the nations under ground ; 

When, in the Valley of Jchoshaphat, 

The judging God shall close the book of Fate, 
And there the last assizea keep 
For those who wake and those who sleep; 

When rattling bones together dy 
Fiom the four corners of the sky; 

When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread, 

Those clothed with flesh, and life insjnres tlie dead 
d'he sacred poets first shall hear the sound, 

And foremost from the tomb shall bound, 

For they are cover’d with the lightest giound ; 

And straight, with inborn vigour, on the wing, 

466 



JOHN DRYDEN 


Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing. 
There thou, sweet Saint, before the quire shall gc 
As harbinger of Heaven, the way to show. 

The way which thou so well hast learn’cl below. 


jpp. A Song for St. Cecilia s "Day, 1687 

TIJ'ROM harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame began : 

Wlien nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 

And could not heave her head, 

The tuneful voice was heaid from lilgh, 

‘ Arise, ye more than dead ! * 

Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry, 

111 order to their stations leap. 

And Mualc’s power obey. 

From harmony, fiom heavenly harmony. 

This uni\eisal frame began: 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes It ran. 

The dia])ason closing full in Man. 

Whuit passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 

When Jubal struck the chorded shell. 

His listening brethren stood around, 

And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worsliip tliat celestial sound : 

Less than a God they thought there could not 
Within the hollow of that shell 
That spoke so sweetly and so well. 

What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 
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The trumpet*s loud clangour 
Excites us to arms, 

Wltli shiill notes of anger, 

And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries Hark ! the foes come ; 

Charge, charge, ^tis too late to retreat ! 

The soft complaining flute. 

In dying notes, discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers. 

Whose diige is whispei’d by tlie warbling lute 

Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous jiangs and desperation, 

I'ury, frantic indignation. 

Depth of pains, and height of passion, 

For the fair, disdainful dame. 

But O, what ait can teach, 

Wliat liuman voice can reach. 

The sacred oigan’s praise? 

Notes inspiring holy love, 

Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 

Oipheus could lead the savage race ; 

And trees uprooted left their place, 
Secjuacious of the lyre ; 

But bright Cecilia raised the wonder liigher ; 
When to her organ vocal breath was given. 

An angel heard, and straight ajipeai’d 
Mistaking Earth for Heaven. 
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Grand Chorus. 

As from the power of sacred lays 
The spheres began to move, 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the Blest above ; 

So when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 
The trumpet shall be heard on high, 
Tlie dead shall live, the living die, 
And Music shall untune the sky ! 


400. Ah, bow sweet it is to love* 

A H, how sweet it is to love ! 

^ ^ Ah, how gay is young Desire! 
And what pleasing pains we pio\e 
When we first approach Love’s fire! 
Pams of love be sweeter far 
Than all other pleasures are. 

Sighs which are from lovers blown 
Do but gently heave the heart : 

Ev’n the tears they shed alone 

Cure, like trickling balm, their smart : 
Lowrs, when they lose their breath, 
Bleed away in easy death. 

Lo%e and Time with re\erence use, 
Tieat them like a pairing friend; 

Nor the golden gifts refuse 

Wliich in youth sinceie they send: 
For each year their price is more, 

And they less simple than before. 
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Love, like spring-tides full and high, 
Swells in every youthful vein ; 

But each tide does less supply, 

Till they quite shrink in again : 

If a flow in age appear, 

’Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 


401. Hic{deu Flame 

T FEED a flame within, which so torments me 

That it both pains my heart, and yet contents me: 
’Tis such a pleasing smart, and I so love it, 

Titat I had rather die than once remove it. 

Vet he, for whom I grie\c, shall never know it ; 

My tongue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 

Not a sigh, nor a tear, my pain discloses. 

But they fall silently, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my Love from being cruel, 

My heai t ’s the sacrifice, as ’tis the fuel ; 

And while I suffer this to give him quiet, 

M\ faith rew'ards my love, though he deny it. 

On his eyes will I gaze, and there delight me ; 

While I conceal my love no frowm can fright me. 

To be more hajjjiy I dare not aspiie, 

Nor can I fall more low- mounting no higher. 
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402 . Sou^ to a Fair Toung Ladf , going 
out of tJie Town in the Spring 

A SK not the cause why sullen Spring 

^ ^ So long delays her flowers to bear; 

W^hy warbling birds forget to sing, 

And winter storms invert the year : 

Chloris is gone ; and fate provides 

To make it Spring where she resides, 

Cliloiis is gone, the cruel fair; 

She cast not back a pitying eye; 

But left her lover in despair 

To sigh, to languish, and to die: 

Ah ! how can those fair eyes endure 

To give the wounds they will not cure ? 

Great God of Love, why hast thou made 
A face that can all hearts command, 

I'hat all religions can invade. 

And change the laws of every land? 

Where thou hadst placed such pow'er before. 
Thou shouldst have made her mercy moie. 

^Vllen Chloris to the temple comes, 

Adoring crowds before her fall ; 

Slie can restore the dead fiom tombs 
And every life but mine recall. 

1 only am by Love design’d 

To be the victim for mankind. 
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40^, gain St Indifference 

c 1678 

ly^ORE love or more disdain I crave; 

Sweet, be not still indiffeient; 

O send me quickly to my grave, 

Or else afford me more content i 
Or love or hate me more or less, 

For love abhors all lukewarmness. 

Give me a tempest if ’twill drive 
Me to the place where I would be ; 

Or if you’ll have me still alive, 

Confess you will be kind to me. 

Give hopes of bliss or dig my gra\e: 

More love or more disdain I crate. 


SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE 


404. 


Song 


i 6?5- i 69 i 


T ADIES, though to your conquering eyes 
^ Love owes his chiefest victories, 

And borrows those bright arms from you 
With which he does the woild subdue, 

Yet you yourselves are not above 
The empire nor the griefs of love. 


Then rack not lovers with disdain, 
Lest Lo\e on )ou retenge their pain: 
You are not free because you’re fair: 
The Boy did not his Mother spaie. 
Beauty’s but an offensne dait: 

It is no aimour for the heart. 
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40 /. To a Lady ashing him how long he 
would love her 

T T is not, Celia, in our power 

'*■ To say how long our love will last ; 

It may be we witiiin this hour 

May lose those joys we now do taste j 
The Blessed, that immortal be, 

From change in love are only free. 

Then since we moital lovers are, 

Ask not how long our love will last; 

But while it does, let us take care 
Each minute be with pleasure past ; 

Were it not madness to deny 
To live because weVe sure to die ? 


THOMAS TRAHERNE 

40 tf. News 

1637 '-16 

NT EWS from a foreign countiy came 
^ As if my treasure and my wealth laj t!ie; 
So much it did my heart inflame, 
n^^was wont to call my Soul into mine eai ; 

Which thither went to meet 
The appi caching sweet. 

And on the thresliold stood 
To entertain the unknown Good. 

It hover’d there 
As if ’twould leave mine ear, 
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And was so eager to embrace 
The joyful tidings as they came, 

'Twould almost leave its dwelling-] lace 
To entcitain that same. 

As if the tidings were the things. 

My very joys themselves, my foreign ti ensure- - 
Or else did bear them on their wings — 

With so much joy they came, with so much ])Ieasure. 
My Soul stood at that gate 
To recreate 

Itself with bliss, and to 
Be pleased with speed. A fuller \iew 
It fain would take. 

Yet journeys back would make 
Unto my heart ; as if ’twould fain 
Go out to meet, yet stay within 
To fit a j'lace to entertain 

And bring the tidings in. 

What sacred instinct did inspire 
My soul in childhood with a hope so stiono ? 

What secret force moved my desire 
To expect my joys beyond the seas, so young ? 
Felicity I knew 

Was out of view, 

And being here alone, 

I saw that happiness was gone 
From me! For this 
I thirsted absent bliss. 

And thought that sure beyond the seas, 

Or else in something near at hand — 

I knew not yet — since naught did please 
I knew — my Bliss did stand. 
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But little did the infant dream 
That all the treasures of the world were by : 

And that himself was so the cream 
And crown of all which round about did lie. 
Yet thus it was: the Gem, 

The Diadem, 

The ring enclosing all 
That stood upon this earthly ball. 

The Heavenly eye, 

Much wider than the sky. 

Wherein they all included were, 

The glorious Soul, that was the King 
Made to possess them, did appear 
A small and little thing ! 


THOMAS FLATMAN 
407. The Sad T)aj 

\f-x- 

^ THE sad day 1 

When friends shall shake their heads, and 
Of miserable me — 

*Haik, how he groans! 

Look, how he pants for breath! 

See how he struggles with the pangs of death ! ’ 
When they shall say of these dear eyes — 

‘ How hollow, O how dim they be ! 

Mark how his breast doth rise and swell 
Against his potent enemy!’ 

When some old friend shall step to my bedside. 
Touch my chill face, and thence shall gently slide 
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But — when his next companions say 
‘ How^ does he do ? What hopes ? ’ — shall turn away. 
Answering only, with a lift-up hand — 

‘ Who can his fate withstand : ’ 

Then shall a gasp or two do more 
Than e’er my rhetoric could before : 

Persuade the world to trouble me no moi e ! 


CHARLES SACKVILLE, EARL OF DORSET 

408. Song 

Jl'rit!en at Sea, in the First Dutch War tJ^e 

night before an Engagement 

*^0 all you ladies now at land 
We men at sea indite ; 

But first would ha\e you understand 
How hard it is to write: 

The Muses now, and Neptune too. 

We must implore to write to you — 

With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

For though the Muses should pro\e kind. 

And fill our empty brain, 

Yet if rough Neptune rouse the wind 
To w^ave the azure main. 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we. 

Roll up and down our ships at sea — 

With a fa, la, la, la, la. 
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Then if we write not by each post. 

Think not we are unkind ; 

Nor yet conclude our ships are lost 
By Dutchmen or by wind : 

Our tears we’ll send a speedier way, 

The tide shall bring them twice a day — 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

The King with wonder and surprise 
Will swear the seas glow bold, 

Because the tides will higher rise 
Than e’er they did of old ; 

But let him know it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall stairs — 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our sad and dismal story. 

The Dutch would scorn so weak a foe. 
And quit their fort at Goiee : 

For what lesistance can they i'lnd 
Fiom men whohe left their hearts behind ?- 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

Let wind and weather do its worst. 

Be you to us but kind ; 

Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curse, 

No sorrow we shall find : 

’Tis then no matter how things go. 

Or who ’s our friend, or who 's our foe — 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

To pass our tedious hours away 
Wc throw a merry main. 

Or else at senous ombre play ; 

But why should we in vain- 
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Each other’s ruin thus pursue i 
We weie undone when we left you — 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

But now our fears tempestuous grow 
And cast our hopes away ; 

Whilst you, regardless of our woe. 

Sit careless at a play : 

Perhaps peiniit some happier man 
To kiss your hand, oi Hirt your fan — 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

\\ hen any mournful tune you hear, 
That dies in every note 
As if it sigh’d with each man’s care 
For being so remote, 

'^riiink then how often Io\e we’ve made 
To you, when all those tunes weie 
Wiih a fa, la, la, la, la. 

In justice )Ou cannot refuse 
To think of our distiess. 

When we for ho])es of honour lose 
Oui ceitain hapjmiess ; 

All those designs aie but to jjroNe 
Ouisehes moie w'orthy of your love — 
ith a fa, la, la, la, la. 

And now we’ve told you ail our loves. 
And likewise all our fears, 

In hojies this declaration moves 
Some pity foi our tears : 

Let’s hear of no inconstancy — 

We have too much of that at sea— - 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 
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40p, To Chlor 'is 

i0jv-«7O* 

AH, Chloi-is ! that I now could bit 
As unconcern’d as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 
No ])lcasure, nor no pain ! 

When I the dawn used to admire, 

And piaised the coming day, 

I little thought the growing fire 
Must take my rest away. 

Your charms in harmless childhood lay 
Like metals in the mine ; 

Age fioin no face took more away 
Than )outh conceal’d in thine. 

But as \oui chaims insenMbly 
I’o then peifcction prest, 

Fond love as unjierceued did fly, 

And in my bobom rest. 

M\ passion with )our beauty giew, 

And Cujiid at my heart, 

Still as his mother fa\ cur’d you, 

Tliiew a new flaming dait; 

Each gloried in their wanton part; 

To make a lover, he 
Employ’d the utmost of his ait — 

I’o make a beauty, she. 

410. To Celia 

OT, Celia, that I juster am 
^ Oi better than the rest ! 

I'oi 1 would change each hour, like them, 
Were not my heart at rest. 
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But I am tied to veiy thee 
By every thought I have ; 

Thy face I only care to see, 

Thy heart I only crave. 

All that in woman is adored 
In thy dear self I find — 

For the whole sex can but afford 
The handsome and the kind. 

Why then should I seek further store, 

And still make lo\e anew? 

When change itself can give no more, 

’Tis easy to be tiuei 

APHRA BERN 

. Song 

1640-1689 

T OVE in fantastic triumph sate 
^ Whilst bleeding heaits around him Ho'v’d, 
For whom fiesh pains he did create 

And strange tyrannic power he showM; 

From thy bright e^es he took his fires, 

Which round about in spoit he hurl’d; 

But ’t\\a'< from mine he took desires 
Enough P undo the amorous woild. 

Fiom me he took his 'sighs and teais, 

From thee his pride and cruelty; 

F'iora me his languishments and feais, 

And e\ery killing dart from tliee. 

Thus thou and I the god have arm’d 
And set him up a deity ; 

Bat my poor heait alone is harm’d, 

Whilst thine the Mctor is, and fiee! 
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412. The Libertine 

THOUSAND martyrs I have made, 
^ All sacrificed to my desire, 

A thousand beauties have betray’d 
That languish in resistless fire : 

The untamed heart to hand I brought, 

And fix’d the wild and wand’ring thought. 

I never vow’d nor sigh’d in vain, 

But both, tho’ false, were well received ; 
The fair are pleased to give us pain, 

And what they wish is soon believed: 
And tho’ I talk’d of wounds and smart. 
Love’s pleasures only touch’d my heart. 

Alone the glory and the spoil 
I always laughing bore away ; 

The triumphs without jiain or toil, 

Without the hell the hea\en of joy; 

And while I thus at random rove 
Despise the fools that whine for love. 


JOHN WILMOT, EARL OF ROCHESTER 

4 / 3 . Return 

1647-10 

ABSENT fiom thee, I languish still; 

Then ask me not, When I retui n I 
The straying fool ’twill plainly kill 
To wish all day, all night to mourn. 
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Dear, from thine arms then let me fly, 

That my fantastic mind may prove 
The torments it deserves to tiy, 

That tears my fix’d heart fiom my love. 

AVheii, wearied with a world of woe, 

To thy safe bosom I retire, 

^^']lere love, and peace, and truth does flow, 
May I contented there expire ! 

Lest, once more wandering from that heaven, 
I fall on some base heart unblest ; 

Faithless to thee, false, unforgiven — 

And lose my everlasting rest. 

4 / 4 . L.ove and Life 

ALL my past life is mine no more; 

The flying hours are gone, 

Like transitory di earns given o’er. 

Whose images are kept in stoie 
By memory alone. 

Tlie time tliat is to come ii> not ; 

How can it then be mine ? 

The present moment ’s all my lot ; 

And that, as fast as it is got, 

Philhs, is only thine. 

'riien talk not of inconstancy, 

False hearts, and broken > ows ; 

If I by miracle can be 

Tills live-long minute tiue to thee, 

’Tis all that Hea\en allows. 
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41 y. Constancj^ 

T CANNOT change as others do, 

Though you unjustly scorn ; 

Since that poor swain that sighs for you 
For you alone was born. 

No, Phillis, no; your heart to mo\e 
A surer way Til try; 

And, to revenge my slighted love, 

Will still love on and die. 

When kill’d with grief Amyntas lies, 

And you to mind shall call 

Tne sighs that now unpitied rise, 

Tlie tears that vainly fall — 

That welcome hour, that ends this smarts 
Will tlien begin your pain ; 

For such a faithful tender heart 
Can never break in \...n. 

416, To His Mistress 

VyTHY dost thou shade tay lovely face ? O why 

Does that eclipsing hand of thine deny 

The sunshine of the Sun’s enlivening eye ? 

Without thy light what light lemains in me 

Thou art my life; my way, my light’s in thee; 

I live, I move, and by thy beams I see. 

Thou art my life — if thou but turn away 

My life’s a thousand deaths. Thou art my way — 

Without thee. Love, I tiavel not but stray. 
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My light thou art — without thy glorious sight 
My eyes are darken’d with eternal night. 

My Love, thou ait my way, my life, my light. 

Thou art my way ; I wander if thou fly. 

Thou art my light ; if hid, how blind am I ! 

Thou art my life ; if thou withdraw’st, I die. 

My eyes arc dark and blind, I cannot see : 

To whom or whither should my darkness flee, 

But to that light ? — and who ’s that light but thee ? 

If 1 have lost my path, dear lover, say, 

Shall I still wander in a doubtful way ^ 

Love, shall a lamb of Israel’s sheepfold stiay? 

My path is lost, my wandering steps do stray ; 

1 cannot go. nor can I safely stay ; 

Whom should I seek but thee, my path, my way ? 

And vet thou turn’st thy face away and fly’st me! 
And yet I sue for grace and thou deny’st me ! 
Speak, art thou angry, Love, or only try’st me 

Thou ait the pilgrini’s juth, the blind man’s eye, 
The dead man’s life. On thee my hopes rely ; 

If 1 but tliem lemove, I suiely die. 

Dissolve thy sunbeams, close thy wings and stay 1 
See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray I 
— O thou that art my life, my light, my way ! 

Then w'ork thy will I If passion bid me flee, 

My reason shall obey, my wings shall be 
Stretch’d out no farther than from me to thee ! 
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4 / 7 . The Reconcilement 

1649-1720 

/^OME, let us now resolve at last 
To live and love in quiet; 

We’ll tie the knot so very fa«;t 
That Time shall ne’er untie it. 

The timest joys they seldom prove 
Who free from quarrels live: 

’Tis the most tender part of love 
Each other to forgive. 

When lea<5t I seem’d concern’d, I took 
No pleasure nor no rest ; 

And when I feign’d an angry look, 

Alas ! I loved you be'^t. 

Own but the same to me — you’ll find 
How blest will be our fate. 

O to be hap])y — to be kind — 

Sure never is too late ! 

On One who died discovering her 
Kindness 

COME vex their souls uith jealous pain, 

^ W^hile others sigh for cold disdain : 

Love’s various slaves we daily see — 

Yet happy all compared with me ! 
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Of all mankind I loved the best 
A nymph so far above the rest 
Tiiat we outshined the Blest above ; 

In beauty she, as I in love. 

And therefore Tliey, who could not bear 
To be outdone by mortals here, 

Among tliem'^elves have placed her now. 

And left me wi etched here below. 

All othci fate I could have borne, 

And even endured her very scorn ; 

But oh ! thus all at once to find 

Tliat dread account — both dead and kind ! 

What heart can hold ? If yet I live, 

'Tis but to show how much I grieve. 

THOMAS OTWAY 

4 fp. The Enchant 7nent 

1653- 

T DID but look and love awhile, 

'Twas but for one half-hour; 

Then to resist I had no will, 

And now I have no power. 

To sigh and wush is all my ease ; 

Sighs which do heat impart 
Enough to melt the coldest ice. 

Yet cannot warm your heart. 

O would your pity give my heart 
One corner of your breast, 

'Twould learn of yours the winning ait, 
And quickly steal the re«t. 
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420, A §luiet Soul 

1653 

'^HY soul within such silent pomp did keep, 
^ As if humanity were lull’d asleep ; 

So gentle was thy pilgrimage beneath, 

Time’s unheard feet scarce make less noise^ 
Or the soft journey which a planet goes: 
Life seem’d all calm as its last breath. 

A still tranquillity so hush’d thy brea‘'t, 

As if some Halcyon were its guest, 

And there had built her nest; 

It hardly now enjoys a greater rest. 


JOHN CUTTS, LORD CUTTS 

^21. SoUg 

/^NLY tell her that I love; 

Leave the rest to her and Fate; 
Some kind jJanet from above 
May perhaps her pity move : 

Lovers on tlieir stars must wait, — 
Only tell her that I lote! 

Why, O why should I despair ! 

Mercy ’s pictured in her eye : 

If she once vouchsafe to hear, 

Welcome Hope and farewell Fear ! 

She’s too good to let me die. — 
Why, O why should I despair ? 



MATTHEW PRIOR 


422. The §^estion to Lisetta 

1664-1721 

VVTHAT nympli should I admire or trust, 

But Chloc beauteou^, Chloe just ? 

What nymph should I desire to see, 

But her who leaves the plain for me ? 

To whom should I compose the lay, 

But her who listens when I play ? 

To whom in song repeat my cares, 

But her who in my sorrow shares ? 

For whom should I the garland make, 

But her who joys the gift to take, 

And boasts she wears it for my sake ? 

In love am I not fully blest? 

Lisetta, prithee tell the rest. 


lisftta’s reply. 

Sure Chloe just, and Chloe fair. 

Deserves to be your only caie; 

But, when you and she to-day 
Far into the wood did stray, 

And I liappcn’d to pass by, 

Which way did you cast your eye ? 

But, when your cares to her you sing, 

You dare not tell her whence they spiing; 
Does it not more afflict your heart, 

That in those cares she bears a part ? 
When you the flowers for Chloe twine, 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meanest bud that falls fiom mine? 
Simplest of sw^ains ! the world may see 
Whom Chloe loves, and who loves me. 
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j.2^. To a Child of §^alitf. 

Five Tears Old^ 2 :'] 04 . The Author then Forty 
T ORDS, knights, and squires, the numerous 
^ That wear the fair Miss Mary’s fetters, 
Were summoned by her high command 
To show their passions by their letters. 

My pen amongst the rest I took, 

Lest those bright eyes, that cannot read. 
Should dart their kindling fires, and look 
The power they have to be obey’d. 

Nor quality, nor re})utation, 

Forbid me yet my flame to tell; 

Dear Five-years-old befriends my passi-an. 

And I may write till she can spell. 

For, while she makes her silkworms beds 
With all the tender things 1 swear ; 

Whilst all the house my jussion reads, 

In papeis lound her baby’s hair; 

She may receive and own my flame; 

For, thougli the strictest prudes should know 
She’ll pass for a most virtuous dame, 

And I for an unhaj'py poet. 

Then too, alas ! when she shall tear 
The rhymes some younger rival sends. 

She’ll give me leave to vv nte, I fear. 

And we shall still continue fi lends. 

For, as our different ages move, 

’Tis so oidain’d (would Fate but mend it '), 
That I shall be past making love 
Wlien she begins to comprehend it. 
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424. Song 

' I ’HE merchant, to secure his treasure, 
Conveys it in a borrow’d name: 

Euphelia serves to grace my measure; 

But Chloe is my real flame. 

My softest verse, my darling lyie, 

Upon Euphelia’s toilet lay ; 

When Chloe noted her desire 

That I should sing, that I should play. 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raise ; 

But with my numbers mix my sighs: 

And while I sing Euphelia’s praise, 

I fix my soul on Chloe’s eyes. 

Fair Chloe blush’d: Euphelia frown’d: 

I sung, and gazed : I play’d, and trembled ; 
And Venus to the Loves a»-ound 

Remark’d, how ill we all dissembled. 

42y, On My Birthday y J^^iy 21 

T MY dear, was born to-day — 

? So all my jolly comrades say : 

They bring me music, wreaths, and mirth, 
And ask to celebrate my birth ; 

Little, alas ! my comrades know 
That I was born to pain and woe ; 

To thy denial, to thy scorn, 

Better I had ne’er been born : 

1 wish to die, e\en whilst I say- - 
‘ I, my dear, was born to-day.’ 
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I, my dear, was born to-day : 

Shall I salute the rising ray, 
Well-spring of all my joy and woe? 
Clotilda, thou alone dost know. 

Shall the wreath surround my hair ? 

Or shall the music please my ear? 
Shall I my comrades’ mirth receive, 
And bless my both, and wish to live? 
Then let me sec gicat Venus chase 
Im})crious anger from thy face ; 

Then let me hear thee smiling say — 
‘Thou, my dear, wert born to-day.’ 


The Lady -who offers her Looking 
Glass to Tenus 

A 7ENUS, take my votive gla-^s : 

^ Since 1 am not what 1 was, 

What from tins day I shall be, 

Venus, let me never see. 


427. A Letter 

io Ladv Margaret Cavendish Hoiles-Ha; fj. rivhtn a Chi 


V noble, lovely, little Peggy, 

Let this my First Fpistle beg ye, 
At dawn of morn, and close of even, 

To lift your heart and hands to Heaven. 
In double duty say your praver; 

Our Father first, then Notre Fite. 
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And, dearest child, along the day, 

Ih every thing you do and say, 

Obey and please my lord and lady, 
So God sliall love and angels aid ye. 

If to these precepts you attend. 

No second lettt'r need 1 send, 

And so I rest your constant fiiend. 


42S. For my o-wn Monument 

AS doctois give physic by way of prevention, 

Mat, alive and in health, of his tombstone took cate; 

For delays are unsafe, and his pious intention 
May haply be never fulfiird by lus hen. 

Then take Mat’s woid for it, the sculptor is paid ; 

That the figure is fine, })ray believe your own e^e; 

Yet ciedit but lightly whut more may be said, 

Foi we flatter ourse!\es, and teach maibie to he. 

Yet counting as far as to fifty his yeais. 

His MJtucs and tices weie as other men’s are; 

High hoj'es he conceived, and he smother’d great fears, 

In a life jiarti-coloui’d, half pleasure, half care. 

Noi to business a diudge, nor to faction a slave, 

He strove to make int’ivst and fiecdoin agiee; 

In public employments industrious and giave, 

And alone with his fnends, Loid ! how meiiy was he! 

Now in equipage stately, now humbly on foot, 

Both fortunes he tried, but to neither would trust ; 

And whirl’d in the round as the wheel turn’d about, 

He found riches had wings, and knew man was but dust. 
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This verse, little polish’d, tho’ mighty sinccie, 

Sets neither his titles nor merit to view ; 

It says that his relics collected lie here, 

And no mortal yet knows too if this may be true. 

Fierce robbers there are that infest the highway, 

So Mat may be kill’d, and his bones never found; 

False witness at court, and fierce tem]>ests at sea, 

So Mat may yet chance to be bang’d or be drown’d. 

If liis bones lie in eai'th, loH in sea, fly in air, 

To Fate we must yield, and the thing is the same; 

And if ]):issing thou giv'st him a smile or a tear, 

He cares not — yet, jaithee, be kind to his fame. 

WILLIAM WALSH 

Rhdls 

1663-1708 

/^F all the torments, all the cares, 

With which our lives are cuist; 

Of all the plagues a lover bears, 

Sure iivals aie the worst I 

By ])artners in each other kind 
Afflictions easier grow; 

In love alone we hate to lind 
Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for all the }>angs \ou see 
Aie labouiing in my breast, 

I beg not you would favour me. 

Would )Ou but slight the rest! 

How great soe’er your ligours aie. 

With them alone I’ll cope; 

I can endure my own desjiair, 

But not another’s hojie. 
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450 . JFereria my Hearfs Jkht / vend dec 

1065-1 7^r, 

'^HERE ance was a may, and she lo’ed na men ; 

She biggit her bonnic bow’r doun in yon glen ; 

But now she C'ies, Dool and a weil-a-day ! 

Come doun the green gait and come here away ! 

When bonnie young Johnnie cam owre the sea, 

He said he saw nacthmg sae lovely as me ; 

He hecht me baith rings and mony braw things — 

And werena my heart’s licht, I wad dee. 

He had a wee titty that lo’ed na me, 

Because I was twice as bonnie as she; 

She raised sic a pother ’twixt him and his mother 
That werena my heart’s licht, 1 wad dee. 

The day it was set, and the bridal to be : 

The wife took a dwam and lay doun to dee ; 

She maned and she graned out o’ dolour and pain, 

Till he tow’d he ncter wad see me again. 

His kin was for ane of a higher degree, 

Said — What had he do wi’ the likes of me? 

Appose I w'as bonnie, I wasna for Johnnie — 

And werena my heait’s licht, I wad dee. 

They said 1 had neither cow nor calf, 

Nor dribbles o’ drink rins thro’ the draff, 

Nor pickles o’ meal rins thro’ the mill-e’e — 

And werena my heart’s licht, 1 wad dee. 

may] maid. higgit] built. gait] way, path. hechtl 
promised. titty] sister. dwam] sudden illness. appose] 
suppose thro’ the drah'] on’draught. pickles] small quantities. 
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His titty she was baith wylie and slee: 

She spied me as I cam owre the lea ; 

And then she ran in and made a loud din — 

Believe your ain e’en, an ye trow not me. 

His bonnet stood ay fu* round on his brow, 

His auld ane look’d ay as well as some’s new: 

But now he lets ’t wear ony gait it will hing, 

And casts himsel dowie upon the com bing. 

And now he g-ics daund’ring about the dykes, 

And a’ he dow do is to hund the tykes : 

The live-lang nicht he ne’er steeks his e’e — 

And werena my heart’s licht, I wad dee. 

Were I but young for thee, as I hae been, 

We should hae been gallopin’ doun in yon green, 
And linkin’ it owre the lily-white lea — 

And wow, gin I were but young for thee 1 

WILLIAM CONGREVE 

4J/. False though She he 

1670- 1 7^'^ 

"CALSE though she be to me and love, 

I’ll ne’er pursue revenge; 

For still the charmer I ajiprove, 

Though I dcjilore her change. 

In hours of bliss we oft have met; 

They could not always last ; 

And though the piesent I regret, 

I’m grateful for the past. 

hing] hang. dowie] dejectedly. hund the tykes] hun 
the hounds. steeks] closes. linkin’] going arm-in-.'irm. 
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jj’. A Hue and Cry after Fair Amoret 

PJ'AIR Amoret h gone astray — 

Pursue and seek her, ev’ry lover ; 

I'll tell the signs by which you may 
The wand'ring Shejiherdess disco\cr. 

Coquette and coy at once her air, 

Both studied, tho’ both seem neglected ; 

Careless she is, with ait fill caie. 

Affecting to seem unadected. 

With skill her eyes dait ev’ry glance, 

Yet change so soon you’d ne’er suspect them 
For she’d peisuade they wound by chance, 

Tho’ certain aim and ait direct them. 

She likes herself, yet others hates 

For that which in herself she prizes; 

And, while she laughs at them, foigets 
She is the thing that she desjases. 

JOShPH ADDISON 

455- Hymn 

" I 'HE sjiacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethcieal sky, 

And sjiangled heavens, a shining fiame. 

Then great Origina! jiioclaim, 

Th’ unwearied vSun from day to day 
Does his Crcatoi’s j ower disjJay; 

And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 
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Such shall the noise be, and the wild disoider 
(If things eternal may be like these earthly), 

Such the dire terror when the great Archangel 
Shakes the creation ; 

Tears the stiong pillars of the vault of Hea\en, 
Breaks up old marble, the repose of princes. 

Sees the graves open, and the bones arising. 

Flames all around them. 

Hark, the shrill outciies of the guilty wretches! 
Lnely bright horror and amazing anguish 
Stare thro’ their eyelids, while the li\ing worm lies 
Gnawing within them. 

Thoughts, like old vultures, prey upon their heart-strin 
And the smart twinges, wdien the eye beholds the 
Lofty Judge frowning, and a Hood of vengeance 
Rolling afore him. 

Hopeless immortals! how they scream and shl\er, 
While devils push them to the pit wide-yawming 
Hideous and gloomy, to recei\e them headlong 
Down to the centre ! 

Stop here, my fancy: (all <iw ly, ye hoi i id 
Doleful ideas ! ) come, arise to Jesus, 

How He sits God-hke ! and the saints around Him 
Throned, yet adoring ! 

O may I sit there when He comes triumiJiant, 
Dooming the nations I then ascend to gloiy, 

While our Hosannas all along the passage 

Shout the Redeemer. 
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43)'* CratJle Hj^mn 

T T IJ SH ! my dear, lie still and slumber, 
'*■ Holy angels guard thy bed ! 

Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Siva]), my babe ; thy food and raiment, 
House and home, thy friends provide; 
All without thy care or payment ; 

All thy wants are well supplied. 

How much better thou’rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be, 

When from heaven He descended 
And became a child like thee ! 

Soft and easy is thy cradle : 

Coarse and hard thy Saviou' lay. 

When His birthjilace was a stable 
And His softest bed was hay. 

Ble-^sed babe ! what glorious features — 
S])Otless fail, divinely bright ! 

Mu^t He dwell with brutal creatures? 

How could angels bear the sight ? 

as theie nothing but a manger 
Cursed sinners could afford 
To receive the heavenly stranger? 

Old they thus affront their Lord 
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Soft, my child : I did not chide thee, 

Though my song might sound too hard ; 

^Tis thy mother sits beside thee, 

And her arms shall be thy guaid. 

Yet to lead the shameful story 

How the Jews abused their King, 

How they served the Loid of Glory, 

Makes me angry while I sing. 

Sec the kinder shejJuids lound Him, 

Telling wondei'N from the sky! 

Whcie they sought Him, there they found Him, 
With His ViigTi mother by. 

See the lovely babe a-dies^mg; 

Lov'elv infint, how He ‘'inikd ! 

When He we]>t, the mother’s blessing 
Soothed and hush'd the holy child. 

Lo, He slumbers in His manger, 

\Vheie the horned o\en fed; 

Peace, mv dailing , hue’s no danger, 

Here *s no o\ ant ai thy bed. 

’Twas to save thee, child, liorn dying, 

Saxe mv dtair from buining tlame, 

Bitter gioans and indies'-. ci)ing. 

That thy blest Rtdecmer came. 

May’st thou live to know and fear Him, 

Trust and love Him all thy days ; 

Then go dwell for exei near Him, 

See His face, and sing His praise ! 
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4^(!. Song 

1679-1718 

VyrHEN thy beauty ajjpears 
In its graces and ans 

All blight as an angel new drojf’d from the sky, 

At distance I gaze and am awed by my feais: 
vSo strangely you dazzle my cyel 

But when without art 

Your kind thoughts '>ou imj art, 

Wh('n \our love runs m blushes thiough every vein; 
When It darts fiom jour ejes, when it pants m your 
heait, 

'Then I know you’re a woman again. 

There ’s a pas'-ion and j'ride 
In our sex (she lepiied). 

And thus, might 1 gratify both, I would dot 
Still an angel appear to each lover beside, 

But still be a woman to you. 


ALLAN RAMSAY 


437. 

A/TY Peggy IS a young thing, 

^ dust entei’d in her teen^, 

1' 11 ! as the day, and sweet as May, 
Fair as the daj, and always gay; 


U.S6-175S 


501 



ALLAN RAMSAY 


My Peggy is a young thing, 

And Pm not very auld, 

Vtt well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the faiild. 

My Peggy speaks sae sweetly 
Whene’er we meet alane, 

I wish nae niair to lay my care, 

[ wish nae mair of a’ that ’s rare ; 
My Peggy speaks sae sweetly, 

To a’ the lave Pm cauld, 

But she gars a’ my spirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly 
Whene’er I whisj or love, 

That I look down on a’ the town. 
That I look down uj)on a crown ; 
My Peggy smiles sae kindly. 

It makes me blyth and bauld. 
And naething gives me sic delight 
As wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy sings sae saftly 
When on my pijie 1 play, 

By a’ the rest it is confest, 

Ey a’ the rest, that she sings best ; 
My Peggy sings sac saftly. 

And in litr sangs arc tauki 
With innocence the wale of stnse. 
At wawking of the fauld. 


wawking] watching 
50a 


w’alc] choice, 


lave] rest. 
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4^8. On a Fly drinking out of his Cup 

1 687-1 761 

DUSY, curious, thirsty fly! 

^ Drink with me and drink as I : 

Freely welcome to my cup, 

Couldst thou sip and sip it up: 

Make the most of life you may, 

Life is short and wears away. 

Both alike are mine and thine 
Hastening quick to their decline : 

Thine 's a summer, mine ’s no more, 

Tliough repeated to threescore. 

Three-^core summers, when tliej're gone, 

Will ajipeai as short as one ! 


JOHN GAY 

1688' I 73 i 

RUDDIER than the cherry! 

O sweeter than the berry! 

O nymph more bright 
Than moonshine night. 

Like kidlingb blithe and merry I 
R;j>e as the melting cluster! 

No lily has such lustre ; 

Vet hard to tame 
As raging liame. 

And fierce as stoims that bluster! 
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440 . On a certain Lady at Court 

1688-1744 

T KNOW a thing that ’s most uncommon ; 

^ (Envy, be silent and attend!) 

I know a reasonable woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a fiiend. 

Not w’arp’d by passion, awed by rumour ; 

Not grave through pride, nor gay through folly; 
An equal mixtuie of good-humour 
And sensible soft melancholy. 

‘ bias she no faults then (Envy says), Sir I ’ 

Yes, she has one, I must aver; 

When all the woild con'^jares to praise her, 

The woman ’s deaf, and does not hear. 


44 /. E^egy to the Memoiy of an 
Unfortunate Lady 


Vy/HAT beck’ning ghost, along the moonlight shade 
Iniites my stejis, and jioints to yonder glade? 
’Ti> slie ' — but why that bleeding bosom gored, 

Y hy dimly gleams the visionary swoid ? 

O. c\er beauteous, ever friendly’ tell, 

Is It, in Heav'n, a ciimc to love too well.^ 
bear too terder or too frm a heart. 

To act a lover^s or a Roman’s part ? 

Is there no bright leveision in the sky 
For those who gieally think, or biavely die? 
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Why bade ye else, ye Pow’rs ! her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire ? 

Ambition first sjirung from your blest abodes; 

The glorious fault of angels and of gods ; 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 

And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows; 

Most souls, ’t!S true, but peep out once an age, 

Dull sullen pns’ners in the body’s cage : 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 
Useless, unseen, as lamjis in sepulchres; 

Like Eastern kings a lazy state they keep, 

And close conlined to their own palace, sleep. 

b'rom these perhaps fere Nature bade her die) 

Fate snatch’d her early to the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow, 

And sep’rate from their kindred dregs below. 

So flew the soul to its congenial place. 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, fa'se guardian of a charge too good ! 
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood ! 

See on the=e ruby lips the trembling breath. 

These ciieeks now fading at the blast of Death : 

Cold is that breast which warm’d the woild before, 
And those love-dartirg eyes must roll no more. 

Thus, if eternal Justice rules the ball, 

Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall ; 
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits. 

And frequent herses shall besiege your gates. 

There jiassengers shall stand, and pointing say 
(While the long fun’rals blacken all the wa\b 
‘Lo! these were they whose souls the Furies steel’d 
And cursed with heaits unknowing how to yield.’ 
Thus unlaniented pass the proud away, 
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The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 

So perish all whose breast ne’er leam’d to glow 
For others’ good, or melt at others’ woe! 

What can atone (O ever-injured shade!) 

Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid ? 

No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale gliost, or graced thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed, 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed, 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d. 

By strangers honour’d, and by strangers mourn’d 1 
What tho’ no friends in sable weeds ajijiear, 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 

What tho’ no weeping Loves thy ashes grace, 

Noi polish’d marble emulate thy face ? 

What tho’ no sacred earth allow thee room. 

Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb ; 

Yet shall thy grare with rising flow’rs be drest. 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast: 

Theie shall the morn her earliest tears bestow. 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 

While angels with their siher wings o’ershade 
The ground now sacred by thy reliques made. 

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name. 

What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How loved, how lionour’d once, avails thee not. 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 

’Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be! 

Poets themselves must fall, like tliose they sung. 
Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
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E\’n he, whobe sou! now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays ; 

Ti len from his closing eyes thy form shall part, 
And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart 
Life's idle business at one gasp be o’er, 

The Muse forgot, and thou beloved no more ! 


442. The 'Dying Christian to his Sen! 

7rrAL spark of hcav’nly flanie I 
^ Quit, O quit this moital frame: 
Trembling, hoping, hng’ring, 11} ing, 

O the pain, the bh^s of dying' 

Cease, fond Nature, cease thy stafe, 

And let me languish into life. 

Hark! they whisper; angels say. 

Sister Spirit, come away I 
What is tliis absoibs me quite ? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? 

Tell me, my soul, can this be death ? 

The world recedes ; it disappears ' 

Heav'n opens on my eyes' my eais 
With sounds seraphic ring ! 

Lend, lend your wings 1 I mount I I fly 1 
O Grave ! where is thy victory ? 

O Death ! wlierc is thy sting ? 



GEORGE BUBB DODTNGTON, LORD 
MELCOMBE * 


443 - 


Short 671 Sail 

i('yi 

T OVE thy countiy, \VI<^h it well, 

^ Not with too intense a c.nc; 

’Tis enough that, when it tell. 

Thou Its luin didst not share. 

Env\’s censure. Flattery's praise. 

With unmoved indilteicnce vieu' : 

Learn to tread Life’s dangerous maze 
Witlt unerring Virtue's clue. 

Void of stiong desiie and fear, 

Life’s ttide ocean trust no more; 

Struc thy little baik to steer 

With the tide, but near the shore. 

Thus prepared, thy shorten’d sail 
Shall, whene'ei the winds increase, 

Seizing each piojatious gale, 

Waft thee to the port of Peace. 

Keep thy conscience from oiTence 
And temjjestuous passions fiec, 

So, when thou art call’d from hence, 

Easy shall thy passage be. 

— Easy shall thy passage be, 

Cheerful thy allotted stay. 

Short the account ’twnxt God and thee, 
Hope ^hali meet thee on thy way. 
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444. 


Sally in our Alley 

1693 ’-174 

all the girls that are so smart 
There ’s none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in oui alley. 

There is no lady in the land 
Is half so sweet as Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 

And through the stiects does cty ’em; 

Her mother she stlls laces long 
To such as please to buy ’em ; 

But sure such folks could ne’er beget 
So sweet a girl as Sall\ ! 

Slie is the daihng of my heart, 

And she lives 1:1 our alley. 

Wlien she is by, I leave my work, 

1 love her so sincerely; 

My master comes like any Tuik, 

And bangs me most seveielv ; 

But let him bang his bellyful, 

I’ll bear it all for Sally ; 

She is the daihng of my heart, 

And she lives in our alle). 

Of all the days that’s in the week 
I dearly love but one day — ■ 

And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
A SatuiJay and Monda) ; 
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For then I’m drest all in my best 
Xo walk abroad with Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master carries me to church. 

And often am I blamed 

Because I leave him in the lurch 
As soon as text is named ; 

I leave the church in sermon*time 
And slink away to Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again, 
O, then I shall have money ; 

I’ll hoard it up, and box it all, 

I’ll give it to my honey : 

I would it were ten tliousand jiound, 
I’d give it all to Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heait. 

And slie lives in our alley. 

My master and the neiglibours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And, but for her, I’d better be 
A slave and row a galley ; 

But when my seven long years are O-t 
O, then I’ll marry Sally ; 

O, then we’ll wed, and then we’il bed 
But not in our alley 1 
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44^, A "Drinking Song 

ID ACCHUS must now his power resign — 
I am the only God of Wine! 

It is not fit the wretch should he 
In competition set with me, 

Who can drink ten times more than he. 

Make a new world, ye powers divine ! 
Stock’d with nothing else but Wine: 

Let Wine its only product be, 

Let Wine be eartii, and air, and sea — 

And let that Wine be all for me 1 


WILLIAM BROOME 


44.6. 


The Rosebud 


Q ueen of fragrance, lovely Rose, 

The beauties of thy leaves disclose I 
— But thou, fair Nymph, thyself survey 
In this sweet olTspnng of a day. 

That miracle of face must tail. 

Thy charms aie sweet, but chaims are frail: 
Swift as the slioit-lived tlower they fly. 

At morn they bloom, at evening die : 
Though Sickness )et a while forbears, 

Yet Time destiovs what Sickness spares: 
Now Helen lives alone in fame. 

And Cleo]jatia’s but a name: 

Time must indent that heavenly brow. 

And tliou must be wliat they are now. 


>'*745 
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447. Belinda s Recovery front Sickness 

^1 'HUS when the silent grave becomes 

Pregnant with life as fruitful wombs ; 
When the wide seas and sjiacious earth 
Resign us to our second birth ; 

Our moulder’d frame rebuilt assumes 
New beauty, and for ever blooms, 

And, crown’d with youth’s immortal pride, 
We angels rise, who mortals died. 


JAMES TPIOMSON 

44(?. On the T)eath of a particular Friend 

AS those we love decay, we die in part, 

^ String after stung is se\er’d from the heal t j 
Till loosen’d life, at last but breathing clay, 

'\\hthoLt one pang is glad to fall away. 

Llnhappy he who latest feels the blow! 

Whose eyes ha\e wept o’er every friend laid low, 
Diagg’d hng’iing on from partial death to death, 
Till, dying, all he can lesign is — breath. 


GEORGE LYTTELTON, LORD LYTTEl/PON 

44p. Tell me, rny Heart, tf this be J..ove 

VyTHEN Delia on the jdain ajipears, 

Awed by a thousand tender fears 
I would appioiKth, but dare not move; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love.^ 
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4ro. 


Whene’er she speaks, my ravish’d ear 
No other voice than hers can hear, 

No other wit but hers approve : 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

If she some other youth commend. 
Though I was once his fondest friend, 
Ills instant enemy I prove : 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love i 

When she is absent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleased before — 
The clearest spring, or shadiest grove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be lo\e ? 

When fond of power, of beauty ^ain, 
Her nets she spread for every swain, 

I strove to hate, but vainly strove : 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 


One-and-T went/ 

1,09-1784 

T ONG-EXPECTED One-and-twenty, 

^ Ling’ring year, at length is flown; 

Pride and pleasure, pomp and plenty, 

Great ♦ * * * * * *, are now your own. 


Loosen’d fiom the minor’s tether, 

Fiee to mortgage or to sell, 

Wild as wind and light as feather, 

Bid the sons of thrift faiewcJl. 
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Call the Betsies, Kates, and Jennies, 
All the names that banish care ; 

Lavish of your grandsire’s guineas. 
Show the spirit of an heir. 

All that prey on vice and folly 
Joy to see ’their quarry fly: 

There the gamester, light and jolly, 
There the lender, grave and sly. 

Wealth, my lad, was made to wander, 
Let it wander as it will ; 

Call the jockey, call the pander. 

Bid them come and take their fill. 

When the bonny blade carouses, 
Pockets full, and spirits high — 

What are acres? What are houses.^ 
Only dirt, or wet or dry. 

Should the guaidian friend or mother 
Tell the woes of wilful waste, 

Scorn their counsel, scorn their pothei 
Y ou can hang or drown at last ! 


4^1. On the T)eath oj 2^1 r, Robey t Level ^ 
a Tractiser in 'Physic 

^^ONDEMN’D to Hope’s delusive mine, 

As on we toil from day to day, 

By sudden blasts or slow decline 
Our social comforts drop away. 
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Well tried through many a vaiying year, 

See Levet to the grave descend, 

Officious, innocent, sincere, 

Of ev’ry friendless name the friend. 

Yet still he fills affection’s eye, 

Obscurely wise and coarsely kind ; 

Nor, letter’d Anogance, deny 
Thy jiraise to merit unrefined. 

When fainting nature call’d for aid, 

And hov’ring death prepared the blow, 

fiis vig’rous remedy display’d 

The pow’r of art without the show. 

In Misery’s darkest cavern known, 

Ills useful care was ever nigh. 

Where l 0]>eless Anguish ]>our’d his groan, 
And lorely Want retired to die. 

No summons mock’d by chill delay. 

No petty gain disdain’d by pride; 

The modest wants of ev’iy day 
The toll of ev’iy day supplied. 

H IS Mitues walk’d their nariow round. 

Nor made a pause, nor left a void ; 

And sure th’ Eternal Master found 
The single talent well employ'd. 

The busy day, the peaceful night. 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 

His flame was firm — his powezs weie bright. 
Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 
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Then with no fiery throbbing pain, 

No cold gradations of decay, 

Death broke at once the vital chain, 

And freed his soul the nearest wav. 

RICHARD JAGO 
4 / 2 . ylbsence 

1715-17 -I* 

VVTITH leaden foot Time creeps along 
While Delia is away : 

With hei, nor plaintive was the song. 

Nor tedious was the day. 

Ah, en\ious Pow’r ! reverse my doom; 

Now double thy career, 

Stiam ev’ry nene, stietch e\’ry plume, 

And rest them when she ’s here ! 

THOMAS GRAY 

4 ^* 5 . written in a Country 

Churchyard 

'" I 'HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

^ The lowing heid wind slowly o’er the lea, 

The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscajie on the sight, 

And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 

And diowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; 
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Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wand’ring near her secret bowV, 

Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring heap. 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense-breathing morn. 

The swallow twitt’ring from the straw-built shed, 

The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

I'or them no more the blazing hearth shall burn. 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care ; 

No children run to lisp their sire’s return. 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke : 

How jocund did they dri\e their team afield! 

How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy stioke. 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The bda'it of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

Aw.ut alike th’ inevitable hour: 

The jiaths of glory lead but to the grave. 
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Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault 
If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise, 
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or Flatt’ry soothe the dull cold ear of death ? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway’d, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich vnth the spoils of time did ne’er uni oil; 
Chill Penury repress’d their noble lage, 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark unfathom’d cates of ocean bear: 

Full many a flower is born to bliit-h unseen. 

And waste its sweetness on the desert aii. 

Some tillage Hampden that ttith dauntless bieasi 
The little t3Tant of his flckls withstood. 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 

Some Cromwell guiltless of his count!)’'' blood. 

Th’ applause of list’ning senates to comnuaul, 

The threats of pain and ruin to desja'^e, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 

And read their history in a nation’s eyes — 
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Their lot forbade : nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined; 

Forbade to wade thro’ slaughter to a throne, 

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife 
Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray; 

Along the cool, sequester’d vale of life 

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Yet ev’n these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unletter’d Muse, 
The place of fame and elegy supply : 

And many a holy text around she strews, 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey. 

This pleasing anxious being e’er resign’d, 

Left the waim piecincts of the cheerful day. 

Nor cast one longing Img'nng look behind ? 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies. 

Some pious dro])s the closing eye requires ; 

E’en fiom the tomb the loice of Nature cries, 

E’en in our ashes li^e their wonted fires. 
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For thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour’d dead, 

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate — 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 

* Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 

Blushing with hasty steps the dews away 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

‘ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

‘ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn. 

Mutt’ ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 

Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlorn, 

Or crazed with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. 

‘ One morn I miss’d him on the custom’d hill, 

Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came ; nor yet beside the nil, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 

‘ The next with dirges due in sad array 

Slow through the church-way path we saw him home. 

Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thoin:’ 


THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Touih, to Fortune and to Fame unlnwwn. 
Fair Science fronvn d not on his humble birth., 
And iS/lelancholy marF d him for her onvn, 
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Large luas his bounty^ and his soul sincere^ 

Heav*n did a recompense as largely send: 

He gaue to Misery all he had^ a tear^ 

He gaind from Heaven i^twas all he >wish*d) a friend. 

No farther seek his merits to disclose., 

Or draiu his frailties from their dread abode., 

{There they alike in trembling hope repose,') 

The bosom of his Father and his God. 


4x4. The Curse upon JTHward 

VVTEAVE the warp, and weave the woof, 

The winding-sheet of Edward’s race. 

Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the night, 

When Severn shall re-echo with affright 

I’he shrieks of death, thro’ Berkley's roofs that ring, 

Slirieks of an agonizing King ! 

Shc-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate. 

From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs 
The scourge of Heav’n. What terrors round him wail ' 
Amazement in his van, with Flight combined. 

And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind. 

Mighty Victor, mighty Lord ! 

Low on his funeral couch he lies ! 

No pitying heait, no eye, aiford 
A tear to grace his obsequies. 

1 s the sable warrior fled ? 

Thy son is gone. Fie rests among the dead. 
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The swarm that in thy noon tide beam were born ? 
Gone to salute the rising mom. 

Fair laughs the morn, and soft the zephyr blows, 
While proudly riding o’er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes; 

Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm ; 
Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind’s sway, 

That, hush’d in grim repose, expects his evening prey. 

Fill high the sparkling bowl. 

The rich repast prepare ; 

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast ; 

Close by the regal chair 

Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon their baffled guest. 

Heard ye the din of battle bray, 

Lance to lance, and horse to horse ? 

Long years of havoc urge their destined course. 

And thro’ the kindred squadrons mow their way. 

Ve Towers of Julius, London’s lasting shame. 

With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 

Re\ere his consort’s faith, his fathei’s fame. 

And spaie the meek usurper’s holy head. 

Above, below, the rose of snow, 

Twined with her blushing foe, we s]>read : 

The bristled boar in infant-gore 

Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 

Now, brothers, bending o’er th* accursed loom 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom. 

Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun) 

Half of thy heart we consecrate. 

(The web is wove. The work is done.) 



THOMAS GRAY 


4^^. The Trogress of Toesy 

A PINDARIC ODE 

AWAKE, JEolian lyre, awake, 

^ ^ And give to rapture all thy trembling strings, 
From Helicon’s harmonious springs 

A thousand nils their mazy progress take : 

The laughing flowers, that round them blow, 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich stream of music winds along 
Deep, majestic, smooth and strong, 

Thro’ \crdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign; 

Now rolling down the steep amain, 

Fleadlong, impetuous, see it pour ; 

'Fhe rocks and nodding groies rebellow to the roar. 

O Sovereign of the willing soul. 

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs. 

Enchanting shell 1 the sullen Cares 

And frantic Passions hear thy soft controul. 

On Thracla’s hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car. 

And dropp’d his thirsty lance at thy command. 
I’erching on the sceptred hand 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
^Vlth ruffled jilumes and flagging wing : 

Oi'cnch’d in dark clouds of slumber he 

i'he terror of his beak, and lightnings of his c\e. 

'Fiiee the voice, the dance, obey, 

Temper’d to thy waibled lay. 

O’er Idalia’s vtlvet-green 

The rosy-ci owned Loves are seen 
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On Cytherca’s day 

With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleasures, 

Frisking light in frolic measures; 

Now pursuing, now retreating, 

Now in circling troops they meet : 

To brisk notes in cadence beating, 

Glance their many-twinkling feet. 

Slow melting strains their Queen’s approach declare : 

Where’er she turns the Graces homage pay. 

With arms sublime, that float upon the air, 

In gliding state she wins her easy way : 

O’er her warm check and rising bosom mo\e 

Tlie bloom of young Desire and purple liglit of Love 

Man’s feeble race what ills await. 

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 

Disease, and Sorrow’s weeping train, 

And Death, sad refuge from the storms of fate! 
The fond complaint, my song, dis])ro\e. 

And justify the laws of Jove. 

Say, has he giv’n in vain the heav’nly Muse i* 

Night, and all her sickly dews. 

Her sjiectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 

He gives to range the dreary sky: 

Till down the eastern cliffs afar 

Flyperion’s march they spy, and glitt’ring shafts of uai. 

In climes beyond the solar road. 

Whore shaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam, 

The Muse has broke the twilight gloom 
To cheer the shiv ’ring native’s dull abode. 

And oft, beneath the od’rous shade 
Of Chili’s boundless forests laid, 

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat 
524 



THOMAS GRAY 


In loose numbers wildly sweet 

Their feather-cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves. 

Her track, where’er the Goddess roves. 

Glory pursue and generous Shame, 

Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame. 

Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep, 

Isles, that crown th’ ^gean deep. 

Fields, that co jI Ilissus laves, 

Or where Mxa'icler’s amber waves 
In lingering lab’nnths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languish, 

Mute, but to the voice of anguish f 
Where each old poetic mountain 
Inspiration breathed around : 

Gv’iy shruie and hallow’d fountain 
Murmur’d deep a solemn sound: 

Till the sad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour. 

Left their Parnassus for the Latian j)lains. 

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyiant Power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 

When Latium had her lofty spirit lost, 

I’hey sought, O Albion ! next thy sea-encircled coast. 

Far from the sun and summer gale, 

In thy gieen lap was Nature’s dailing laid. 

What time, where lucid Avon stray’d. 

To Him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face : the dauntless child 
Stretch’d foith his little arms, and smiled. 

This ])encil take (she said), whose colours ckar 
Richly paint the vernal year : 

Thine too these golden keys, immoital boy ! 

Tlfis can unlock the gates of joy ; 
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Of iiorror that, and thrilling fears, 

Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic tears. 

Nor second he, that rode sublime 
Upon the seraph-wings of Ecstasy, 

The secrets of th* abyss to spy. 

He pass’d the flaming bounds of place and time : 

The Ii\ing Throne, the sap])liii e-blaze. 

Where Angels tremble while they gaze. 

He saw ; but blasted with excess of light. 

Closed his eyes in endless night. 

Behold, where Dryden’s less presumptuous car. 

Wide o’er the fields of glory bear 
TvvO coursers of ethereal race, 

With necks in thunder clothed, and long-rcsoundmg pac 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 

Bright-eyed Fancy hovering o’er 
Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 

Blit ah ! ’tis heard no more 

O Lyre divine ! what daring Spirit 
Wakes thee now ? Tho’ he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion. 

That the Theban eagle bear 
Shilling with supreme dominion 
Thro’ the azure deep of air: 

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muse’s ray, 

With orient hues, unborrow’d of the Sun : 

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate. 

Beneath the Good how far — but far above the (»reat. 
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On a Favourite Cat, T>rovonecl in a 
Tub of Gold Fishes 

** I ''WAS on a lofty vase’s side, 

Where China’s gayest art had dyei 
The azure flowers that blow; 

Demurest of the tabby kind, 

The pensive Selima reclined, 

Gazed on the lake below. 

Her conscious tail her joy declared ; 

The fair round face, the snowy beard. 

The velvet of her paws. 

Her coat, that with the tortoise vie^, 

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes. 

She saw ; and purr’d applause. 

Still had she gazed ; but ’midst the tide 
Two angel forms were seen to glide. 

The Genu of the stream : 

Their scaly armour’s Tyrian hue 
Thro’ richest purple to the \iew 
Betray’d a golden gleam. 

The hapless Nymph with wonder saw : 

A whisker first and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wish. 

She stretch’d in vain to reach the priie. 

What female heart can gold despise.' 

What Cat ’s averse to fish ? 
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Presumptuous Maid ! with looks intent 
Again she stretch'd, again she bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate sat by, and smiled.) 
The slipp'ry verge her feet beguiled, 

She tumbled headlong in. 

Eight times emerging from the flood 
She mew’d to evVy wat’ry god. 

Some speedy aid to send. 

No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr’d : 
Nor cruel 7om, nor Susan heard. 

A Fav’rite has no friend ! 

From hence, ye Beauties, undeceived, 
Know, one false step is ne’er retricv( d, 
And be with caution bold. 

Not all that tempts your wand ’ring eyes 
And heedless hearts, is lawful prize; 
Nor all that glisters, gold. 


WILLIAM COLLINS 


4^7* Ode to Simplicity 

O THOU, by Nature taught 

To breathe her genuine thought 
la numbers warmly pure and sweetly strong: 

Who first on mountains wild. 

In Fancy, loveliest child. 

Thy babe and Pleasure’s, nursed the pow’rs of song 
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Thou, who with hermit heart 
Dlsdain’st the wealth of art. 

And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing p'i!l ; 
But com’st a decent maid. 

In Attic robe array’d, 

O chaste, unboastful nymph, to thee I call ! 

By all the honey’d store 
On Hybla’s thymy shore. 

By all her blooms and mingled murmurs dear, 

By her whose love-lorn woe, 

In evening musings slow, 

Soothed sweetly sad Electra’s poet’s ear ; 

By old Cephisus deep. 

Who spread his wavy sweep 
In warbled wand’rings round thy gieen retreat; 
On whose enamell’d side, 

When holy Freedom died. 

No equal haunt allured thy future feet ! 

O sister meek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy sober aid and native charms infuse ! 

The flow’rs that sweetest breathe. 

Though beauty cull’d the wreath. 

Still ask thy hand to range their order’d hues. 

While Rome could none esteem, 

But virtue’s patriot theme. 

You loved her hills, and led her laureate bind ; 
But stay’d to sing alone 
To one distinguish’d throne, 

And turn’d thy face, and fled her alter’d land. 
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No more, in hall or bow*r, 

The passions own thy pow’r. 

Love, only Love her forceless numbers mean ; 

For thou hast left her shrine, 

Nor olive more, nor vine, 

Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 
Though taste, though genius bless 
To some divine excess, 

Faint’s the cold work till thou inspire the whole; 
What each, what all supply, 

May court, may charm our eye, 

Thou, only thou, canst raise the meeting soul ! 

Of these let others ask. 

To aid some mighty task, 

1 only seek to find tliy temperate vale ; 

Where oft my reed might sound 
To maids and shepherds round. 

And all thy sons, O Nature, learn my tale. 

Mow sleep the Brave 

T T OW sleej) the brave, who sink to rest 
By all their country’s wishes blest ! 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

Returns to deck tlieir hallow’d mould, 

She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By faii-y hands their knell is rung ; 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 

I’o bless the turf that wraps their clay ; 

And Freedom shall awhile repair 
I’o dwell, a weeping hermit, there ! 
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4Xp. Ode to Evening 

T F aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear. 
Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs and dying gales ; 

O nymph reserved, while now the bright-hair’d sun 

Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O’erhang his wa\y bed: 

Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-eyed bat 

With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing. 

Or where the beetle winds 
His small but sullen horn, 

As oft he rise>, ’midst the twilight path 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 

Now teach me, maid composed. 

To breathe some soften’d strain, 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening \a!e, 

May not unseemly with its stillness suit, 

As, musing slow, I hail 
Thy genial loved return ! 

Foi when thy folding-star arising shows 

His jialy circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
Who slept in buds the day, 
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And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the fresliening dew, and, lovelier still, 

The pensive pleasures sweet, 

Prepare thy shadov^y car: 

Then lead, calm votaress, where some shcety lake 
Cheers the lone heath, or some time-hallow’d jnle. 

Or upland fallows grey 
Reflect its last cool gleam. 

Or if chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 

Prc\ent my willing feet, be mine the hut 
That from the mountain’s side 
Views wilds and swelling floods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim-di‘•co^el’d ''])lrcs. 

And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er .ill - 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his show’rs, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest E\e 1 
While Summer loves to sjiort 
Beneath thy lingering light ; 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 

Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Affiights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, rose-li])p’d Health 
Thy gentlest influence own, 

And hymn thy favourite name ! 
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/fdo, Fidele 

* i ’’O fair Fidele’s grassy tomb 
'*■ Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 

To vex with shrieks this cuiet grove ^ 

But shephod lads assemble here. 

And melting virgins own their lo\e. 

No wither’d witch shall here be seen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green, 

• And dress thy grave with pearly dew, 

I’he redbreast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gather’d flowers, 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating ram, 

In tempe'^ts shake thy sylvan cell ; 

Or ’midst the chase, on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell ; 

Eaclt lonely scene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed; 

Beloved, till life can chaim no more; 

And mourn'd, till Pity’s self be dead. 



MARK AKENSIDE 


^6l 


Amoret 


1721-1770 


T F rightly tuneful bards decide, 

If it be fix’d in Love’s decrees, 
That Beauty ought not to be tried 
But by its native power to please, 
Then tell me, youths and lovers, tell — 
What fair can Amoret excel ? 


Behold that bright unsullied smile, 

And wisdom speaking in her mien: 
Yet — she so artless all the while, 

So little studious to be seen — 

We naught but instant gladness know. 
Nor think to whom the gift we owe. 

But neither music, noi the poweis 
Of youth and mirth and frolic cheer, 
Add half the sunshine to the hours, 

Or make life’s prospect half so clear. 
As memory brings it to the eye 
From scenes where Amoret was by. 

This, sure, is Beauty’s happiest part ; 

This gives the most unbounded sway; 
This shall enchant the subject lieart 
When rose and lily fade away ; 

And she be still, in spite of Time, 
Sweet Amoret in all her prime. 
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462. 


The Complaint 


AW AY ! away ! 

Tempt me no more, insidious Love 


Thy soothing sway 
Long did my youthful bosom prove: 

At length thy treason is discern’d, 

At length some dear-bought caution earn’d ; 
Away ! nor hope my riper age to move. 


I know, I see 

Her merit. Needs it now be shown, 

Alas ! to me ? 

How often, to myself unknown, 

The graceful, gentle, virtuous maid 
Have I admired ! How often said — 

What joy to call a heart like hers one's own ! 

But, flattering god, 

O squanderer of content and ease. 

In thy abode 

Will care’s rude lesson learn to please ? 

O say, deceiver, hast thou won 
Proud Fortune to attend thy throne, 

Or placed thy friends above her stern decrees \ 


^6^. The Nig h tin gale 

’ I '0-NIGHT retired, the queen of heaven 
^ With young Endymion stays; 

And now to Hesper it is gi\cn 
Awhile to rule the vacant sky. 

Till she shall to her lamp supply 
A stream of brighter rays. 
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Propitious send thy golden ray, 

Thou purest light above 1 
Let no false flame seduce to stray 
Where gulf or steep lie hid for harm 5 
But lead where music’s healing charm 
May soothe afflicted love. 

To them, by many a grateful song 
In happier seasons vow’d, 

Tlicse lawns, Olympia’s haunts, belong : 
Oft by yon silver stream we walk’d, 

Oi fix’d, while Philomela talk’d, 

Beneath yon copses stood. 

Nor seldom, where the beechen boughs 
That roofless tower invade, 

We came, while her enchanting Muse 
The radiant moon above us held; 

Till, by a clamorous owl compell’d, 

She fled the solemn shade. 

But hark ! I hear her liquid tone ! 

Now I-Iesj)er guide my feet ! 

Down the red marl with moss o’ergrown, 
Through yon wild thicket next the plain. 
Whose hawthorns choke the winding lane 
Which leads to her retieat. 

See the green space : on either hand 
Enlarged it sjiieads around : 

See, in the midst she takes her stand, 
Where one old oak his awful shade 
Extends o’er half the level mead. 

Enclosed in woods profound. 



MARK AKENSIDE 


Hark ! how through many a melting note 
She now prolongs her lays : 

How sweetly down the void they float ! 
The breeze their magic path attends ; 

The stars shine out ; the forest bends ; 
The wakeful heifers graze. 

Whoe’er thou art whom chance may bring 
To this sequester’d spot, 

If then the plaintive Siren sing, 

O softly tread beneath her bower 
And think of Heaven’s disposing power, 
Of man’s uncertain lot. 

O think, o’er all this mortal stage 
What mournful scenes arise : 

What ruin waits on kingly rage ; 

How often virtue dwells with woe; 

How many griefs from knowledge flow' ; 
How swiftly pleasure flies 1 

O sacred bird ! let me at eve, 

Thus wandering all alone, 

I’ by tender counsel oft receive. 

Bear witness to thy pensive airs. 

And pity Nature’s common caies. 

Till I forget my own. 



TOBIAS GEORGE SMOLLETT 


46^. To Leven JVater 

1721-1771 

DURE stream, in whose transparent wave 
^ My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 

No torrents stain thy limpid source, 

No rocks impede thy dimj)ling course . 

Devolving from thy parent lake 
A charming maze thy waters make 
By bowers of birch and groves of pine 
And edges flower’d with eglantine. 

Still on thy banks so gaily green 
May numerous herds and flocks be seen, 

And lasses chanting o’er the pail, 

And shepherds piping in the dale, 

And ancient faith that knows no guile, 

And industry embi own’d with toil, 

And hearts resolved and hands prepared 
The blessings they enjoy to guard. 


CHRISTOPHER SMART 

46 S’ Song to T)avid 

1722-177P 

OUBLIME — invention ever young, 

^ Of vast conception, tow’iing tongue 
To God th’ eternal theme; 

Notes fiom yon exaltations cauglit, 

Unrivall’d royalty of thought 

O’er meaner strains suj^reme. 



CHRISTOPHER SMART 


His muse, bright angel of his verse. 

Gives balm for all the thorns that pierce, 

F or all the pangs that rage ; 

Blest light still gaining on the gloom, 

The more than Michal of his bloom, 

Th* Abishag of his age. 

He sang of God — the mighty source 
Of all things — the stupendous force 
On which all strength depends ; 

F rom whose right arm, beneath whose eyes, 
All period, power, and enterprise 
Commences, reigns, and ends. 

Tell them, I am, .Jehovah said 
To Moses; while earth heard in d'ead. 
And, smitten to the heart. 

At once above, beneath, around. 

All Nature, without \oice or sound, 

Rej)lied, O Lord, Thou art. 

The world, the clustering spheres, lie made 
The glorious light, the soothing shade. 

Dale, champaign, grove, and hill ; 

The multitudinous abyss. 

Where Secrecy remains in blis-?. 

And Wisdom hides her skill. 

The pillars of the Lord are seven. 

Which stand from earth to topmost heaven; 

His Wisdom drew the ]dan ; 

His ^Vord accomplish’d the design. 

From brightest gem to deej^est mine; 

Fiom Christ enthroned, to Man. 
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For Adoration all the ranks 
Of Angels yield eternal thanks, 

And David in the midst ; 

With God’s good poor, which, last and least 
In man’s esteem, Thou to Thy feast, 

O blessed Bridegroom, bidd’st I 

For Adoration, Da\id's Psalms 
Lift up the heart to deeds of alms ; 

And he, who kneels and chants. 

Prevails his passions to control. 

Finds meat and medicine to the soul. 

Which for translation pants. 

For Adoration, in the dome 
Of Christ, the sparrows find a home, 

And on His oli\es perch : 

The swallow also dwells with thee, 

O man of God’s humility. 

Within his Saviour’s church. 

Sweet is the dew that falls betimes, 

And drops upon the leafy limes ; 

Sweet, Hermon’s fragrant air ; 

Sweet is the lily’s siher bell, 

And sweet the wakeful tapers’ smell 
That watch for early prayer. 

Sweet the young nurse, with love intense, 
Which smiles o’er sleeping innocence; 

Sweet, when the lost arrive ; 

Sweet the musician’s ardour beats, 

While his vague mind ’s in quest of sweets. 
The choicest flowers to hive. 
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Strong is the horse upon his speed; 

Strong in pursuit the rapid glede, 

Which makes at once his game ; 
Strong the tall ostrich on the ground; 
Strong through the turbulent profound 
Shoots Xiphias to his aim. 

Strong is the lion — like a coal 
His eyeball, — like a bastion’s mole 
His chest against the foes; 

Strong the gier-eagle on his sail ; 

Strong against tide th* enormous whale 
Emerges as he goes. 

But stronger still, in earth and air, 

And in the sea, the man of prayer, 

And far beneath the tide ; 

And in the scat to faith assign’d. 

Where ask is have, where seek is find, 
Where knock is open wide. 

Precious the penitential tear ; 

And precious is the sigh sincere, 
Acceptable to God : 

And precious are the winning flowers, 

In gladsome Israel’s feast of bowers 
Bound on the hallow’d sod. 

Glorious the sun in mid career; 

Gloi lous th’ assembled fires appear ; 

Glorious the comet’s tiain: 

Glorious the trumpet and alarm ; 

Glorious the Almighty’s stretch ’d-oui; arm ; 
Glorious th’ enraptured main : 

Xiphias] sword-fish. 


glcdc] kite. 
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Glorious the northern lights astream ; 

Glorious the song, when God’s the theme; 

Glorious the thunder’s roar : 

Glorious Hosanna from the den ; 

Glorious the catholic Amen ; 

Glorious the martyr’s gore : 

Glorious — more glorious — is the crown 
Of Him that brought salvation down, 

By meekness call’d thy Son : 

Thou that stupendous truth believed ; — 

And now the matchless deed’s achie\cd, 
Determined, dared, and done ! 

JANE ELLIOT 
A Lament for Flodtlen 

1727-1^05 

T’VE heard them lilting at our ewc-milking. 

Lasses a’ lilting before dawn 0’ day ; 

Bat now they are moaning on lika green loaning — 

The Flowers of the Forest aie a’ wede away. 

At baghts, in the morning, nae blythe lads are scorning, 
Lasses are lonely and dowie and wae ; 

Nae dafhng. nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing, 

Ilk ane lifts her leglin and hies her away. 

In hai’st, at the '^hea^ng, nae youths now aie jeering, 
BaruNteis are lyait, and runkled, and gray: 

At fair or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching — 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 

466, loaning] lane, fuld-tiack. wede] reft. Lught^j sheep-folds, 
daffing] joking. leghn] inilk-pail. bandslers] Linders, 

lyart] faded. fleecbing] coaxing. 
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At e’en, in the gloaming, nae swankies are roaming 
’Bout stacks wi’ the lasses at bogle to play ; 

But ilk ane sits eerie, lamenting her dearie — 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 

Dool and wae for the order sent our lads to the Border ' 
The English, for ance, by guile wan the day ; 

The Flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost, 
The prime of our land, lie cauld in the clay. 

We’ll hear nae mair lilting at our ewe-milking ; 

Women and bairns ate heartless and wae ; 

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning — 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH 

4^5 7 . U^oman 

1738-1774 

VyrHEN lovely woman stoops to folly. 

And finds too lute that men betray, 

What charm can soothe her melancholy ? 

What art can wash her tears away i 

The only art her guilt to cover. 

To hide her shame from ev’ry eye, 

I'o gne repentance to her lover. 

And wring his bosom is — to die. 

466. swankies] lust) lads. Logie] bege), hide-and-r-etk. 

dool] niouniiiig. 

543 



OLIVER GOLDSMITH 


^68, Memorjf 

MEMORY, thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain, 

To former joys recurring ever. 

And turning all the past to pain : 

Thou, like the world, th’ oppress’d oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wi etch’s woe : 

And he who wants each other blessing 
In thee must ever find a foe. 

ROBERT CUNNINGHAME-GRAHAM OF 
GARTMORE 

If 'Dough tj Deecis 

*735 *797 

T F doughty deeds my lady please, 

^ Right soon I’ll mount my steed ; 

And strong his arm and fast his seat, 

That bears frae me the meed. 

I’ll wear thy colours in my cap, 

Tliy picture in my heart ; 

And he that bends not to thine eye 
Shall rue it to his smart ! 

Then tell me how to woo thee, Love; 

O tell me how to woo thee ! 

For thy dear sake nae caie I’ll take. 

Tho’ ne’er another trow me. 

If gay attire delight thine eye 
I’ll dight me in airay; 

I’ll tend thy chamber door all night. 

And squire thee all the day. 
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If sweetest sounds can win thine car, 

These sounds Til strive to catch; 

Tliy voice I’ll steal to woo thysel*, 

That voice that nane can match. 

Then tell me how to woo thee, Lo\e . , , 

But if fond love thy heart can gain, 

I never broke a \ow ; 

Nae maiden lays her skaith to me, 

I never loved but you. 

For you alone I ride the ring, 

For you I wear the blue; 

Foi you alone I strive to sing, 

O tell me how to woo ! 

Then tell me how to woo thee, Love; 

O tell me how to woo thee ! 

For thy de<ir sake nae care Fll take 
Tho’ ne’er anothei trow me. 

WILLIAM COWPER 

^ 70 . To Ma)j Unve'm 

1731-1800 

]yy|i\RY! I want a lyie with other strings. 

Such aid fiom Lleavcn as some have teign'd they diew, 
An eloquence scarce given to moitals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner things ; 

'Fhat ere thiough age or woe 1 shed my wings, 

I m ty lecoid thy w'orth w'lth honour due, 

In veise as musical as thou art tiue, 

And that immortalizes w'hom it sings: 

But thou hast little need. Tiiere is a Book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light. 
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On which the eyes of God not rarely look. 

A chronicle of actions just and bright — 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine; 

And since thou own’st that praise, I spare thee mine. 


47 /. Miiyj 

* I 'HE twentieth ycai is wcllnigh past 
Since first our sky uas overcast; 

Ah, would that this might be the la<'t * 

My Maiy! 

Thy spnits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker giow; 

’Twas my distress that brought tliee low, 
My M.iiy ' 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 

For my sake restless heretofoie. 

Now lust disused, and shine no moie; 

My Marv ! 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still. 

Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 

Lut well thou play’dst the housewife's pait, 
And all thy threads witli magic art 
Have wound tlum^ehes about this heait, 
My Mai> ' 

TJiy indistinct exjircssions seem 
Like language utter’d in a dieam; 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme. 
My Mary ! 



WILLIAM COWPER 


Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 

Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary ! 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 

W hat sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary I 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet, gently press’d, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov’st. 
That now at e\ery step thou mov’^t 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lov’^t, 

My Mary ! 

And still to love, though press’d with ill, 
In wintjy age to feel no chill. 

With me is to be lovely still, 

Ivly jMai y ! 

But ah ' by constant heed I know 
How oft the sadness that I show 
Transfoims thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary ! 

And should my futuie lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past. 

Thy worn-out heart will break at last — 

My Mary ! 


547 



JAMES BEATTIE 


4 " 2 . An Epitaph 

»7^S-iR03 

T IKE thee I once have stcmm’d the sea of' life, 
^ Like thee have languish’d after em])ty joys, 
Like thee have labour’d in the stormy strife, 

Been giieved for trifles, and amused with toys. 

Foiget my frailties; thou art also frail: 

Forgi\e my lapses; for thyself may’st fall: 

Nor lead unmoted my artless tender tale — 

I was a friend, O man, to thee, to all. 


ISOBEL PAGAN 

47 ^. ^ Ca^ the Tovces to the Knovces 

1740-1831 

/^A’ the yowes to the knowes, 

Ca’ them where the heather glows, 

Ca’ them wheie the burnie rows, 

My bonnie dearie. ' 

As I gucd down the water side. 

There 1 met my shepherd lad; 

He low’d me sweetly in his plaid, 

And he ca’d me his dearie. 

‘Will ye gang down the water side, 

And see the waves sae sweetly glide 
Beneath the hazels spreading wide? 

The moon it shines fu* clearly.’ 

413 y owes] ewes. knowes] knolls, htlle hills. row^J ngK. 
row’d] rolled, wrapped. 
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‘I was bred up at nae sic school, 

My shepherd Jad, to play the fool, 
And a’ the day to sit in dool, 

And naebody to see me.’ 

‘Ye sail get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf-leather shoon u])on your feet, 

And in my arms ye’se lie and sleep. 
And ye sail be my dearie.’ 

‘ If ye’ll but stand to what ye’ve said, 
I’se gang wi’ you, my shepherd lad, 
And ye may row me in your plaid. 
And I sail be your dearie.’ 

‘"While waters wimple to the sea, 
While day blinks in the lift sae hie. 
Till clay-cauld death sail blin’ my e’e, 
Ye aye sail be my dearie ' ’ 


ANNA LiETITIA BARBAULD 

474- Life 

i743-iSi5 

T IFII! I know not what thou ait, 

But know that thou and 1 mu^'t 
And uhcn, or how, oi where we met, 

I owm to me ’s a secret yet. 

But this I know, when tliou art fled, 

Y’here’er they lay these limbs, tiub head, 

No clod so \aluelcss shall be 
As all that then remains of me. 

4 ^} doolj tlule, sorrow. lift] sk) 
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O whither, whither dost thou fly ? 

Where bend unseen thy trackless course? 

And in this strange divorce, 

Ah, tell where I must seek this compound I ? 

To the vast ocean of empyreal flame 
From whence thy essence came 
Dost thou thy flight pursue, when freed 
From matter’s base encumbering weed? 

Or dost thou, hid from sight, 

Wait, like some spell-bound knight, 

Thiough blank oblivious years th* appointed hour 
To bleak thy trance and reassume thy power? 

Yet canst thou without thought or feeling be ? 

O say, what art thou, when no more thou’rt thee ? 

Life! we have been long together. 

Through pleasant and through cloudy weather ; 

’Tis hard to part when friends are dear; 

Perhaps ^twill cost a sigh, a tear ; — 

Then steal away, give little warning, 

Choose thine own time; 

Say not Good-night, but in some brighter clime 
Bid me Good-morning I 


FANNY GREVILLE 

47 Trayer for Indifftrence 

18th Cent 

T ASK no kind return of love, 

No tempting charm to please ; 

Far from the heart those gifts remove, 

That sighs for peace and ease. 



FANNY GREVILLE 


Nor peace nor ease the heart can know, 
That, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 

But, turning, trembles too. 

Far as distress the soul can wound, 

’Tis pain in each degree: 

’Tis bliss but to a certain bound. 
Beyond is agony. 


JOHN LOGAN 

47 To the Cuckoo 

174S-1788 

LJ AIL, beauteous stranger of the grove; 

^ Thou messenger of Spring ! 

Now Heaven repairs thy rural seat. 

And woods thy welcome ring. 

What time the daisy decks the gicen, 

Thy ceitain voice we hear: 

Hast thou a star to guide thy path, 

Or maik the rolling year? 

Delightful visitant 1 with thee 
1 hail the time of flowers, 

And hear the sound of music sweet 
From birds among the bowers. 

The schoolboy, wand’nng through the wood 
To pull the pnmrose gay, 

Suiits, the new voice of Spiing to hear. 

And imitates thy Jay. 
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What time the pea puts on the bloom, 
Thou fli’st thy vocal vale, 

An annual guest in other lands, 
Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet biid! thy bower is ever green, 
Thy sky is ever clear; 

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No Winter in thy year I 

O could I fly, Td fly with thee ! 

We’d make, with joyful wing, 

Oar annual Mslt o’er the globe, 
Companions of the Spring, 


LADY ANNE LINDSAY 

477. AiiJd Rohm Gray 

VVYHEN the sheep aie in the fauld, and the kye at hanie. 
And a’ the waikl to rest aie gane, 
ddie waes 0’ my heart fa' in showeis frae my e’e, 

Whi!e my gademan lie^ sound by me. 

Young Jamie lo'ed me weel, and sought me for bis biiJe; 
But sa\ing a cioun he had naething else beside: 

To make the croun a ji'.nd, young Jamie gaed to sea; 
And the cioun and the pund wcie baith for me. 

He hadna been awa’ a week but only twa. 

When my father brak his arm, and the cow was stown aua’t 
My mother she lell sick, — and my Jamie at the sea — 
And auld Robin Gray came a-couitin’ me. 

553 



LADY ANNE LINDSAY 


My father couJdna work, and my mother couldna spin ; 

1 toil’d day and night, but their bread I couldna wm ; 
Auld Rob maintain’d them baith, and vvi’ tears in his e’e 
Said, ‘Jcpnic, for their sakes, O, marry me!’ 

My heart it said nay ; I look’d for Jamie back ; 

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was a wiack; 
His ship it was a wrack — Why didna Jamie dee? 

Oi why do I live to cry, Wae ’s me I 

My father urged me sair : my mother didna speak ; 

But she look’d in my face till my heirt was like to bic^ik ; 
They gi’cd him my hand, tho’ my heart was in the sea ; 
Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only tour, 

When mournfu’ as I sat on the snme at the door, 

I saw my Jamie’s wraith, — for I couldna think it he, 

Till he said, ‘I’m come hame to marry thee.’ 

0 sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we say; 

We took but ae kiss, and we toie ourselves away; 

1 wish that I were dead, but I’m no like to dee ; 

And why was I boin to say, Wae ’s me! 

I gang like a ghaist, and I catena to spin ; 

I liaurna think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin ; 

But I’ll do my best a gude wife aye to be, 

For auld Robin Gray he is kind unto me. 



SIR WILLIAM JONES 


47<?. Epigram 

0 1746-1794 
N parent knees, a naked new-born child, 

Weeping thou sat’st while all around thee smiled : 
So live, that sinking to thy life’s last sleep, 

Calm thou may’st smile, whilst all around thee weep. 

THOMAS CHATTERTON 
47p. Sotig ft 07 n 

1753-1770 

SING unto my roundelay, 

^ O drop the briny tear with me; 

Dance no moie at holyday, 

Like a running li’ver be: 

My love IS dead. 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 

Black his cryne as the wintei night, 

White his lode as the summer snow, 

Red his face as the morning light, 

Cold he lies in the giave below: 

My love IS dead, 

Gone to his dtath-bed 
All under the willow-trec. 

Sweet his tongue as the throstle’s note. 

Quick in dance as thought can be, 

Deft his tabor, cudgel Mout ; 

O he lies by the willow-tieel 
My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the w'lllow-tree. 

479 ervne] hair. rode] complexioa. 
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Hark ! the raven flaps his wing 
In the brier’d dell below ; 

Hark I the death-owl loud doth sing 
To the nightmares, as they go: 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 

See ! the white moon shines on high 
Whiter is my true-love^s shroud ; 
Whiter than the morning sky, 

Whiter than the evening cloud: 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the v'i'low-tree. 

Here upon my true-love’s grave 
Shall the barren floweis be laid; 

Not one holy saint to save 
All the coldness of a maid : 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 

With my hands I’ll dent the briers 
Round his holy corse to gre ; 

Ouph and fairy, light your fiics, 

Here my body still shall be ; 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


dent] fasten. 


gre] grow. 


ouph] elf. 



THOMAS CHATTERTON 


480, 


Come, with acorn-cup and thorn, 
Drain my hearths blood away ; 
Life and all its good I scorn, 
Dance by night, or feast by day: 
My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


GEORGE CRABBE 

Meeting 

Y Damon was the first to wake 
The gentle flame that cannot die; 

My Damon is the last to take 
The faithful bosom’s softest sigh : 

The life between is nothing woith, 

O cast it from thy thought away ! 

Think of the day that gave it birtii, 
And this its sweet returning day. 

Buried be all that has been done. 

Or say that naught is done amiss ; 

For who the dangerous path can shun 
In such bewildering world as this ? 

But love can every fault forgive, 

Or with a tender look rejirove ; 

And now let naught in memory live 
But that we meet, and that we love. 
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. Late Pf^hclom 

VVTF/VE trod the maze of error round, 

Long wandering in the winding glade 
And now the torch of truth is found, 

It only shows us where we strayed : 

By long experience taught, we know — 

Can rightly judge of friends and foes ; 

Can all the worth of these allow, 

And all the faults discern in those. 


Now, ’tis our boast that we can quell 
Tlie wildest passions in their rage, 
Can their destructive force repel, 

And their impetuous wrath assuage. — 
Ah, Virtue ! dost thou arm when now 
This bold rebellious race are fled ^ 
When all these tyrants rest, and thou 
Art warring with the mighty dead ? 


?. A Marriage Ring 

^ I 'HE ring, so worn as you behold, 

^ So thin, so pale, is yet of gold : 
The passion such it was to prove — 
Worn with life’s care, love }et \\as io\e. 



WILLIAM BLAKE 


48 To the Muses 

I757-I8i7 

VJ^HETHER on Ida’s shady brow 
Or in the chambers of the East, 

The chambers of the Sun, that now 
From ancient melody have ceased; 

Whether in heaven ye wander fair, 

Or the gieen corners of the earth, 

Or the blue regions of the air 

Where the melodious winds have biith; 

Whether on crystal rocks ye rove, 

Beneath the bosom of the sea, 

Wandering in many a coral grove; 

■ Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry; 

How have you left the ancient love 
That balds of old enjoy’d in you! 

The languid strings do scaicely move. 

The sound is forced, the notes are few. 

4H4, To Spring 

THOU with dewy locks, who lookest down 
Through the clear windows of the morning, turn 
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle. 

Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring 1 

The hills tell one another, and the listening 
Valleys hear; all our longing eyes are turn’d 
Up to thy bright pavilions: issue forth 
And let thy holy feet visit our clime! 
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Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds 
Kiss thy perfumed garments ; let us taste 
Thy morn and evening breath ; scatter thy pearls 
Upon our lovesick land that mourns for thee. 

O deck her forth with •hy fair fingers ; pour 
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put 
Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head, 
Whose modest tresses are bound up for thee. 




So»g 


Y silks and fine array, 

My smiles and languish’d air, 
By Love are driven away; 

And mournful lean Despair 
Brings me yew to deck my grave; 
Such end true loveis have. 


His face is fair as heaven 

When spiinging buds unfold: 

O why to him was ’t given, 

Whose heart is wintry cold ? 

His breast is Love’s all-worshipp’d tomb, 
Wheie ail Love’s pilgiims come. 

Bring me an axe and spade, 

Bring me a umding-sheet ; 

When 1 my grave have made, 

Let winds and tempests beat: 

Then down I’ll he, as cold as clay: 

True love doth pass away ! 
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48 6, Reeds of Innocence 

PEIPING down the valley«; wild, 
Pi])ing songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 

And he laughing said to me : 

‘ Pipe a song about a Lamb ' * 

So I ])ipcd with mciry cheer. 

‘ Piper, pipe that song again ; * 

So I pi]K*d : he wcjit to hear. 

‘Diop thy ])ipe, thy ha])])y pi]ie ; 

Sing thy songs of happy cheer ! ’ 
So I sung the same again. 

While he wejit with joy to hear. 

‘ Piper, sit thee down and wi ite 
In a book that all may lead.’ 

So he %anish’d fiom my sight; 

And I pluck’d a hollow reed. 

And I made a rural pen, 

And I stain’d the w^atei dear, 
And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 


487, The Little Black Boy 

Y mother bore me in the southern wild, 

And I am black, but O, my soul is white ! 
White as an angel is the Englisli child, 

But I am black, as if bereaved of light. 
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My mother taught me underneath a tree, 

And, sitting down before the heat of day, 

She took me on her lap and kissM me. 

And, pointing to the East, began to say : 

* Look at tlie rising sun : there God does live, 
And gives His light, and gives His heat away, 

And floweis and trees and beasts and men receive 
Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday. 

‘And we are put on earth a little space, 

Tiiat we may learn to bear the beams of love ; 

And these black bodies and this sunburnt face 
Are but a cloud, and like a shady grove. 

‘For when our souls have learn’d the heat to bear, 
The cloud will vanish, we shall hear His voice. 

Saying, “Come out from the grove, my love and cai 
And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.’’ ’ 

'Thus did my mother say, and kissed me. 

And thus I say to little Engli>h boy. 

When I from black and he from white cloud fice. 
And lound the tent of God like Iambs we , 

I’ll shade him fiom the heat till lie can bear 
To lean in joy upon our Father’s knee ; 

And then I’ll stand and stioke his silver hair, 

And be like him, and he will then love lue. 
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^88. Hear the Hoice 

LJ EAR the voice of the Bard, 

'*■ Who present, past, and future, sees 
Whose ears have heard 
The Holy Word 

That walk’d among the ancient tiees; 

Calling the lapsed soul, 

And weeping in the e\enlng dew; 

That might control 
The starry pole. 

And fallen, fallen light renew ! 

‘O Earth, O Eaith, return! 

Arise from out the dewy giass! 

Night is worn. 

And the morn 

Rises from the slumbrous mass. 

‘Turn away no more; 

Why wilt thou turn away ? 

The starry floor, 

The watery shore, 

Is gi\en thee till the break of day 


4 <?p. Tht Tiger 

^ I 'IGER, tiger, burning bright 
'*■ In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry ? 
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4po. 


In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes ? 

On what wings dare he aspire ? 

Wliat the hand dare seize the fire? 

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart ? 
And, when thy heart began to beat. 

What dread hand and what dread feet? 

What the hammer? What the chain? 

In what furnace was thy brain ? 

What the anvil ? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp ? 

When the stars threw down their spear*;, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 

Did He smile His work to see ? 

Did He who made the lamb make tiiec ? 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 

W’hat immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

Cradle Song, 

OLEEP, sleep, beauty bright, 

^ Dreaming in the joys of night: 
Sleep, sleep ; in thy sleep 
Little sorrows sit and weep. 

Sweet babe, in thy face 
Soft desires I can trace. 

Secret joys and secret smiles. 

Little pretty infant wiles. 
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4P/. 


As thy softest limbs I feel 
Smiles as of the morning steal 
O’er thy check, and o’er thy breast 
Where thy little heart doth rest. 

O the cunning wiles that creep 
In thy little heart asleep! 

When thy little heart doth wake, 
Then the dreadful night shall break. 

JSJight 

^HE sun descending in the west, 

^ The evening star does shine ; 

The birds are silent in their nest. 

And I must seek for mine. 

The moon, like a flower 
1 n heaven’s high bower, 

With silent delight 

Sits and smiles on the night. 

Faiewell, green fields and happy giove, 
Where flocks have took delight : 
Where lambs have nibbled, silent move 
The feet of angels bright ; 

Unseen they pour blessing 
And joy without ceasing 
On each bud and blossom. 

On each sleejiing bosom. 

They look in every thoughtless nest 
Wheie birds are cover’d warm ; 

They visit caves of every beast, 

To keep them all from harm : 
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If they see any weeping 
Tliat should have been sleeping, 
Tliey pour sleep on their head, 
And sit down by their bed. 

When wolves and tigers howl for prey. 
They pitying stand and weep, 

Seeking to drive their thirst away 
And keep them from the sheep. 

But, if they rush dreadful. 

The angels, most heedful. 

Receive each mild spirit, 

New worlds to inherit. 

And there the lion’s ruddy eyes 
Shall flow with teai s of gold. 

And pitying the tender cries. 

And walking round the fold ; 

Saying, ‘Wrath by His meekness 
And, by His healtli, sickness, 

Are driven away 
F rom our immortal day. 

‘ And now beside thee, bleating lamb, 

1 can he down and sleep. 

Or think on Him who bore ihy name^ 
Ofaze after thee, and weep. 

• For, wash’d in life's nwr. 

My bright mane for e\er 
Shall shine like the gold 
As I guard o’er the fold.’ 
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4Q2. Love’s Secret 

'VTEVER seek to tell thy love, 

^ ^ Love that never told can be ; 

For the gentle wind doth move 
Silently, invisibly. 

I told my love, I told my love, 

I told her all my heart, 

Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears. 

Ah ! she did depart ! 

Soon after she was gone from me, 

A traveller came by. 

Silently, invisibly : 

He took her with a sigh, 

ROBERT BURNS 

Jkfarj M 0)1 son 

'759 ' 79 ^ 

MARY, at thy window be, 

It IS the wish’d, the trysted hour ! 

Those smiles and glances let me see. 

That make the misvr’s treasure j)oor : 

How blythely wad 1 bide the Stour 
A weary sla\e frac sun to sun, 

Could I the rich reward secure, 

Tiie lovely Mary Monson ! 

Yestreen, wiien to the trembling string 
The dance gaed thr'o’ the lighted ha’, 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard nor saw: 

4gj. Stour] dust, turmoil 
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Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw. 
And yon the toast of a’ the town, 

I sigh’d, and said amang them a’, 

‘ Ye arena Maiy Morison.’ 

0 Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly dje r 

Or canst thou break that heart of lus, 
Whase only faut is loving thee? 

If love for love thou wiltna gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ; 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o’ Mary Moiison. 

49 4 • 

F a’ the aijts the wind can blaw, 

^ I dearly like the west. 

For there the bonnie lassie Ines, 

Tlie lassie I lo’e best ; 

There wild woods grow, and ri\ers row^ 
And monie a hill between ; 

But day and night niy fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ my Jean. 

1 see her in the dew y flow ers, 

I see her sweet and fair ; 

I hear her in the tunefu’ birds, 

1 hear her charm the air : 

^^here ’s not a bonnie flower that springs 
By fountain, shaw, or green ; 

Thcie ’s not a bonnie bird that sings. 
But minds me o’ my Jean, 
airts] points of the compass, row] roll 
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4PJ. AnU Lang Syne 

CHOULD duld acquaintance be forgot, 

^ And never brought to min’ ? 

Should aiild acquaintance be forgot, 

And days o’ Ling syne ? 

^^’^e twa hae rin about the braes, 

And pu'd the gowans fine ; 

But we’ve wander’d monie a weary fit 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 

We twa liae paidl’t i’ the burn, 

Fiae moinin’ sun till dine; 

Blit seas between us braid hae roai'd 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 

And heie 's a hand, my trusty fieie, 

And gie’s a hand o’ thine ; 

And we’ll tak a right guid-willie w aught 
For auld lang syne. 

And surely )e’ll be \our pint-stoup. 

And suiely I’ll be mine; 

And we’ll tak a cuj) o’ kindness yet 
For auld lang syne! 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne, 

We'll tak a cup o’ kindness 
For auld lang syne. 

gowans] dairies. fit] fuot. dint] diiuier tune, 
partner guid willie waughtj friendly draught 

568 


licit] 



ROBERT BURNS 


4p(^. My Bonnie Mary 

O fetch to me a pint o’ u ine, 

An’ fill it in a silver tassie, 

That I may drink, before I go, 

A SCI vice to my bonnic lassie. 

The boat rocks at the pier o’ Leith, 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry, 

The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumj'cts sound, the banners fly, 

The glitteiing vpears aic ranked leady; 

The shouts o’ war aie heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 

But it ’s no the roar o’ sea or shore 
Wad mak me langer wish to tarry ; 

Nor shout o’ war that ’s heard afa' — 

It’s lea'ing thee, my bonnie Maiy! 


4P7. ‘John AndeisoUj 7}iy Jo 

JOHN ANDERSON, nvs jo. .bhn, 

When we ueie first aequtiit. 

Your locks were like the ia\cn. 

Your bonnie bro\v was bient; 

But now' your biow' i'^ held. ,Tuhn, 

Your locks are like the snow ; 

But blessings on \oii fiosts jjw, 

John Andeison, m) jo ’ 

tasiic] cuj) 40"] jo] sweetheart brent] sru 

unwuubltd. btld] bald. puw] pate 
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John Anderson, my jo, JoJm, 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 

And monie a canty day, John, 

We^ve had wi’ ane anither : 

Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we’ll go, 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Andeison, my jo. 

4gS, The Banks o* Toon 

'VE flowery banks o’ bonnie Doon, 

^ How can ye blume sae fair ! 

I low can yc chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae fu’ o’ care ! 

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie biid. 
That sings upon the bough ; 

Tliou minds me o’ the happy days 
When my fause luve was true. 

Thou’ll break my heait, thou bonnie biid, 
That sings beside thy mate ; 

For sae I sat, and sae I sang, 

And wistna o’ my fate. 

Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doun, 

To see the woodbine twine ; 

And ilka bird sang o’ its luve. 

And sae did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose 
Upon a morn in June; 

And sae I flourish’d on the morn, 

And sae was pu’d or’ noon. 

^97. canty] cheerful. ^9<S. or’] ere. 
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Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose 
Upon its thorny tree ; 

But my fause luver staw my rose, 

And left the thorn wi’ me. 

4pp. Ae Fond Kiss 

\ E fond kiss, and then we sever ; 

^ ^ Ae farcweel, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee J 

Who shall say that Fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me. 

Dark despair around benights me. 

ril ne’er blame my partial fancy; 

Naething could resist my Nancy ; 

But to see her was to love her. 

Love but her, and love for e\er. 

Had we never loied sae kindly, 

Had we never loved sae blindly, 

Never met — or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest I 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure 1 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever 1 
Ae fareweel, alas, for e\ er 1 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll plt'dge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee ! 
staw] stole. ypp wage] stake, plight 
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fOO. 


Bonnie Lesley 

SAW ye bonnie Lesley 
As she gaed o’er the Border? 

She ’s ganc, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests faither. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is. 
And ne’er made sic anither I 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 

Tliy subjects we, before thee : 

Tliou art dnine, fair Lesley, 

Tiic hearts o’ men adore thee. 

Tlie Dell lie couldna scaith thee, 

Or aught that wad belang thee; 

He’d look into thy bonnie face 
And say, ‘ I canna wrang thee ! ’ 

The Powers aboon will tent tliee, 
Misfortune sha'na steer thee : 

Thou’rt like themsel’ sae loicly, 

d’liat ill they'll ne’er let near thee. 

Retuin again, fair Lesley, 

Retain to Caledonie ! 

That we m.iy brag we hae a lass 
I’liere ’s nane again sae bonnie I 


aitli] 1 arin 

573 


tent] watch. 


steer] mole»L 



ROBERT BURNS 


SOI, Highland Mary 

banks and braes and streams around 
The castle o’ Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, and fair your iiowers, 
Your waters never drumlie ! 

There simmer first unfauld her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ; 

I'’ or there I took the last fareweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom’d the gay green biik, 
How lich the hawthorn’s blossom. 

As underneath their fragrant shade 
I clas])’d her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours on angel wings 
blew o’er me and my deaiie ; 

For dear to me as light and life 
Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi’ monie a vow and lock’d embiace 
Our parting was lu’ tender; 

And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We toie ouisels asunder; 

But oh ! fell Death’s untimely frost, 

That nij)t my flower s.ie early! 

Now green ’s the sod, and cauld ’s the c!.;y, 
That wiaps my Highland Mary! 

O pale, pale now, those losy lips 
I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly ! 

And closed for aye the sparkling glance 
I’iiat dwelt on me sae kindly 1 
ihuuilaj uiiry. 
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And mouldering now in silent du*^! 

That heart that lo’ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom’s core 
Shall live my Highland Mary. 


f02. O ojuere mj/ Love j^on Lilac Jair 

WERE my Love yon lilac fair, 

Wf purple blossoms to the spring, 

And I a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on my little wing ; 

How I wad mourn when it was torn 
By autumn wild and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing 

When youthfu’ May its bloom lenew’d. 

O gin my Love were yon red rose 
That grows upon the castle wa’, 

And I mysel a drap o’ dew, 

Into her bonnie breast to fa’ ; 

O there, beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a’ the night; 

Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

Till flcy'd awa’ by Phcebus’ light. 


A Red Rose 

O MY Luve ’s like a red, red rose 
That’s newly sprung in June. 
O my Luve ’s like the melodic 
That ’s sweetly play’d in tune ! 
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As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I : 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a’ the seas gang dry: 

I'll] a’ the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun ; 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 

W hile the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only Lu\e, 
And fare thee weel a while ! 

And I will come again, my Luve, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile. 


I^afnerit for Ciilloc^cn 

' I 'HE lovely lass o’ In\erness, 

^ Nae joy nor plevisure can she "ce ; 

Foi e’en and morn she cues, ‘Ala"'’ 
And aye the saut tear blin’s hei e’e : 

‘Diumossie moor, Diumossie day, 

A waefu* day it was to me ! 

Fcir there I lost my father dear, 

My father deal and biethren three. 

‘ Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 

Tiieir graves are growing green to see; 

And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman’s e’e! 

Kow wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 

i' oi monie a heait thou hast made sair. 
That ne’er did wrung to thine or thee.’ 


575 



ROBERT BURNS 


^oy. The Farevcell 

TT was a’ for our rightfu’ King 
We left fair Scotland’s strand ; 

It was a’ for our rightfu’ King 
We e’er saw Irish land, 

My dear — 

We cVr saw Irish land. 

Now a’ is done tliat men can do, 

And a’ IS done in \ain ; 

My love and native land, farewell. 

For I maun cross the main. 

My dear — 

For I maun cross the main. 

He turn'd him right and round about 
Upon the Irish shore; 

And gae his bridle-ieins a shake, 

With, Adieu for e\ermoie, 

My dear — 

With. Adieu for e\ei-more! 

The sodger frae the wars returns, 

The sailor frae the main ; 

Bat I hae jiaited frae my love, 

Never to meet again. 

My dear — 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is come. 
And a’ folk bound to sleep, 

1 think on him that’s far awa’, 

The lee-Jang night, and weep, 

My dear — 

The lee-lang night, and weep, 
lee-lang] livelong. 
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Hark^f the Mavis 

the yonves to the kno'ives^ 

Cct them •where the heather 
C(t them •where the burnie ro'wsj 
My honnie dearie. 

Hark ! the mavis* evening sang 
Sounding Clouden’s woods amang, 
Then a-faulding let us gang, 

My bonnie dearie. 

We’ll gae down by Clouden side, 
Through the hazels spreading wide, 
O’er the waves that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 

Yonder Clouden’s silent towers, 

Where at moonshine midnight hours 
O’er the dewy bending flowers 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear; 
Thou’rt to Love and Heaven sae dear 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 

My bonnie dearie. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 

Thou hast stown my very heart; 

I can die — but canna part, 

My bonnie dearie. 

While waters wimple to the sea ?. 
While day blinks in the lift sae hie; 
Till clay-cauld death shall blin’ my e’e 
Ye shall be my dearie. 
the yo^wes to the kno’wes . • . 
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Sun 

1750-1819 

ANGEL, king of streaming morn; 

Cherub, call’d by Heav’n to shine ; 

T’ orient tread the waste forlorn ; 

Guide actherial, powV divine; 

Thou, Lord of all within ! 


Golden spirit, lamp of day. 

Host, that dips in blood the plain, 
Bids the crimson’d mead be gay, 
Bids the green blood burst the vein ; 
Thou, Lord of all within ! 


Soul, that wraps the globe in light ; 
Spirit, beckoning to arise; 

Drives the frowning brow of night, 
Glory bursting o’er the skies ; 

Thou, Lord of all within I 


Moon 

'^HEE too, modest tressed maid, 

^ When thy fallen stars appear ; 
When in lawn of fire array’d 

Sov’ieign of yon powder’d sjiheie; 

To thee I chant at close of day. 
Beneath, O maiden Moon ! thy ray. 
Throned in sajiphired ring supreme. 
Pregnant with celestial juice, 

On silver wing thy diamond stream 
Gives what summer hours produce ; 
While view’d impearl’d earth’s rich inlay, 
Beneath, O maiden Moon ! thy ray. 
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Glad, pale Cynthian wine I sip, 
Breathed the flowVy leaves among ; 
Draughts delicious wet my lip ; 

Drown’d in nectar drunk my song ; 
While tuned to Philomel the lay, 
Beneath, O maiden Moon ! thy ray. 

Dew, that od’rous ointment yields. 
Sweets, that western winds disclose, 
Bathing spring’s more purpled fields, 
Soft ’s the band that winds the rose ; 
While o’er thy myrtled lawns I stray 
Beneath, O maiden Moon ! thy ray. 


WILLIAM LISLE BOWLES 

XOp. Time and Grief 

175J-1S5.J 

TIME ! who know’st a lenient hand to Li\ 
Softest on soriow’s wound, and slowl) then.. 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

'I’he faint pang stealest unpercei\ed away; 

On thee I lest my only ho|>e at last, 

And think, when thou hast dned the bitter tear 
That flow's in vain o’er all my soul held dear, 

1 may look back on every soriow past, 

And meet life's peaceful evening with a smile: 

As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour, 

Sings in the sunbeam, of the transient shower 
Eorgetful, though its wings are wet the w'hile . — 

Yet ah! how much must this poor heart enduie. 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a cure! 


S79 



JOANNA BAILLIE 


fio. The Outlaw^ s Song 

1762-1851 

'^HE chough and crow to roost are gone, 

The owl sits on the tree, 

The hush’d wind wails with feeble moan, 

Like infant charity. 

The wild-fire dances on the fen, 

The red star sheds its ray ; 

Uprouse ye then, my merry men ! 

It is our op’ning day. 

Both child and nurse are fast asleep. 

And closed is e\ery flower, 

And wiitking tapers faintly peep 
High from my lady’s bower; 

Bewilder'd hinds with shorten’d ken 
Shrink on their murky way ; 

U]>iouse ye then, my merry men! 

It is our op’ning day. 

Nor board nor garner own we now, 

Nor roof nor latched door. 

Nor kind mate, bound by holy vow 
To bless a good man’s store; 

Noon lulls us in a gloomy den, 

And night is grown our day; 

Uprouse ye then, my merry men! 

And use it as ye may. 
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MARY LAMB 

yY Child 


A child’s a plaything for an Hour; 

Its pretty tricks we try 
For that or for a longer space — 

Then tire, and lay it by. 

But I knew one that to itself 
All seasons could control ; 

That would have mock’d the sense of pain 
Out of a grieved soul. 

Thou straggler into loving arms, 

Young climber-up of knees, 

When I forget thy thousand ways 
Tlien life and all shall cease. 


1765- 1847 


CAROLINA. LADY NAIRNE 

^12. The Land 0 * the Leal 

T ’M wearin’ awa’, John, 

^ Like snaw-wreaths in thaw, John, 
I’m wcarin’ awa’ 

To the land o’ the leal. 

There ’s nae sorrow there, John, 

Tiiere ’s neither cauld nor care, John, 
The day is aye fair 

In the land o’ the leal. 

Oui bonme bairn ’s there, John, 

She was balth glide and fair, John; 
And O' we grudged her sair 
To the land o’ the leal. 


1766-1845 
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But sorrow’s sel’ wears past, John, 

And joy ’s a-coming fast, John, 

The joy that ’s aye to last 
In the land o’ the leal. 

Sae dear ’s the joy was bought, John, 
Sae free the battle fought, John, 

That slnfu* man e’er brought 
To the land o’ the leal. 

O, dry your glistening e’e, John ! 

^ly saul langs to be free, John, 

And angels beckon me 
To the land o’ the leal. 

O, baud ye leal and true, John ! 

Your day it ’s wearin’ through, John, 
And I’ll welcome you 
To the land o’ the leal. 

Now fare-ye-weel, my ain John, 

This warld’s cares are vain, John, 

We’ll meet, and we’ll be fain, 

In the land o’ the leal. 

JAMES HOGG 

y/j. A Boy"* s Song 

1770- 

VVYHERE the pools are bright and deep, 
^ Where the grey trout lies asleep. 

Up the river and over the lea, 

That ’s the way for Billy and me. 

Where the blackbird sings the latest. 

Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest. 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee, 

That ’s the way for Billy and me. 
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Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 

Where the hay lies thick and greenest, 
There to track the homeward bee, 

That *s the way for Billy and me. 

Where the hazel bank is steepest, 

Where the shadow falls the deepest, 

Where the clustering nuts fall free, 

That’s the way for Billy and me. 

Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play, 

Or love to banter and fight so well, 

That ’s the thing I never could tell. 

But this I know, I love to play 
Through the meadow, among the hay' 
l^p the water and over the lea, 

That ’s the way for Billy and me. 

y/4. Kthneny 

DONNIE Kilmcny gaed up the glen; 

^ But It wasna to meet Duncira’s men, 

Noi the rosy monk of the isle to see, 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

It was only to hear the yorlin sing, 

And pu’ the cress-flower round the spiing ; 

The scarlet hypp and the hindberrye, 

And the nut that hung frae the hazel tree ; 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

But Ling may her niinny look o’er the wa’, 

And lang may she seek i’ the green-wood >haw 
Lang the laird o’ Duneira blame, 

And lang, lang greet or Kilmeny come hame ' 
yorhn] the yellow-hammer. hindberrye] bramble, 
mourn, minny] mother. 
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When many a day had come and fled, 

When grief grew calm, and hope was dead, 

When mess for Kilmeny’s soul had been sung, 

When the bedesman had pray’d and the dead bell rung. 
Late, late in gloamin’ when all was still. 

When the fringe was red on the westlin hill. 

The wood was sere, the moon i’ the wane. 

The reek o’ the cot hung over the plain. 

Like a little wee cloud in the world its lane; 

When the ingle low’d wi’ an eiry leme. 

Late, late in the gloamin’ Kilmeny came hamc! 

‘ Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been ? 

Lang hae we sought baith holt and den ; 

By linn, by ford, and green-wood tiee. 

Yet you are halesome and fair to see. 

Where gat you that joup o’ the lily scheen ? 

That bonnie snood of the birk sac gn en ? 

And these roses, the fairest that ever were seen ? 
Kilmeny, Kilmeny, where have you been ^ ' 

Kilmeny look’d up with a lovely grace, 

But nae smile was seen on Kilmeny’s face ; 

As still was her look, and as still was her e’e, 

As the stillness that lay on the emerant lea, 

Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea. 

For Kilmeny had been, she knew not wheie. 

And Kilmeny had seen what she could not declaie; 
Kilmeny had been where the cock never crew, 

Where the rain never fell, and the wind nevei blew. 
But it seem’d as the harp of the sky had rung, 

And the airs of heaven play’d round her tongue, 

westlui] western. its lane] alone, by itself. low'd] flamed, 
eiry leme] eery gleam. Imn] waterfall. joup] mantle. 
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When she spake of the lovely forms she had seen, 
And a land where sin had never been ; 

A land of love and a land of light, 

Withouten sun, or moon, or night ; 

Where the river swa’d a living stream, 

And the light a pure celestial beam ; 

The land of vision, it would seem, 

A still, an everlasting dream. 

In yon green-wood there is a waik. 

And in that waik there is a wenc. 

And in that wene there is a maike. 

That neither has flesh, blood, nor bane ; 

And down in yon green-wood he walks his lane. 

In that green wenc Kilmeny lay. 

Her bosom happ’d wi’ flowerets gay ; 

But the air was soft and the ‘silence deep, 

And bonnie Kilmeny fell sound asleep. 

She kenn’d nae mair, nor open’d her e’e, 

Till waked by the hymns of a far countrye. 

She ’waken’d on a couch of the silk sae slim, 

Ail striped wi’ the bars of the rainbow’s nm; 

And lovely beings round were rife, 

Who erst had travell’d mortal life ; 

And aye they smiled and ’gan to speer, 

‘ Wliat spirit has brought this mortal here ? ’ — 

‘ Lang have I journey’d, the world wide,’ 

A meek and reverend feie replied; 

‘ Baith night and day I have watch’d the fair, 

Lident a thousand years and mair. 
swaM] swelled. walk] a row of deep damp grass. wene] 

^ whin, a fur/e-bubh, maikej a mate, match, equal. his 

lane] alone, by himself. happ’d] covered. spcei] inquire, 

fere] fellow. eident] unmtermitlcutly. 

V 3 


585 



JAMES HOGG 


Yes, I have watch’d o’er ilk degree, 

Wherever blooms femenitye ; 

But sinless virgin, free of stain 
In mind and body, fand I nane. 

Never, since the banquet of time, 

Found I a \irgin m her ]>rimc. 

Till late this bonnie maiden I saw 
As spotless as the moi ning snaw : 

Full twenty years she has lived as free 
As the spiiits that sojourn in this countrye : 

1 have brought her away frae the snares of men, 
That sin or death she never may ken.’ — 

They clasjfd hei waist and her hands sae fan. 
They kls^’d her cheek and they kenied hei hair, 
And round came ni.iny a blooming feie. 

Saving. ‘Bonnie Kilmeny. ye’re welcome hue! 
Women aie fieed of the liitarAl scoin: 

O blest be the dav Kilmeny W'as boih' 

Now' shall the land (d the spiiits see. 

Now' sL.ll it ken what a woman nu) be! 

Many a king }eai, in soiiow' and pain. 

Main a king )ear thiough the w'oi Id W'e’\e gane, 
Commission’d to watch fair womankind, 

I'oi It's they who nuiice the immortal mind. 

Wc ha\e watch’d their stejis as the dawming shone, 
And deej) in the gteen-w’ood w'alk'' alone; 

By lily bow'ei and -silken Ik d. 

The Mewless tears h i\e o’ei them shed; 

Haie soothed their ardent minds to sleep, 

Or left the couch of love to weep. 

kenied’ combed. 
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We have seen! we have seen! but the time must come, 
And the angels will weep at the day of doom ! 

‘ O would the fairest of mortal kind 
Aye keep the holy truths in mind, 

That kindred spirits their motions see, 

Who watch their ways with anxious e’e, 

And grieve for the guilt of humanitye! 

O, sweet to Heaven the maiden’s prayer, 

And the sigh that heaves a bosom sae fair ! 

And dear to Heaven the words of truth, 

And the praise of virtue frae beauty’s mouth ! 

And dear to the viewless fotms of air. 

The minds that kyth as the body fair! 

‘ O bonnic Kilmcny I free fiae stain. 

If c\cj you seek the woild again, ^ 

That woild of sin, of soriow and Ear, 

O tell of the joys that are waiting here ; 

And tell of the signs )Ou shall short!} see : 

Of the times that are now. and the times that ^hall be.’ — 
They lifted Kilmeny, they led hei awav. 

And she walk’d in the light of a sunless d ly ; 
d’he sky was a dome of ci}stal blight, 
d’iie fountain of Msion, and fountain of li dit ; 
d’he emciald fields w'eie of daz/ling glow, 

And the flow'ers of ctei lasting blow. 

Then deep in the stream her body they laid, 

I’hat her youth and beauty ne\er might hide; 

And they smiled on hed\en, when they saw' hci lie 
In the stream of life that wander’d bye. 

And she heard a song, she heard it sung. 

She kenn’d not where; but sae sweetly it rung, 
kyth] show, appear 
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It fell on the ear like a dream of the morn : 

‘ O, blest be the day Kilmeny was born ! 

Now shall the land of the spirits see, 

Now shall it ken what a woman may be ! 

The sun that shines on the world sae bright, 

A borrow’d gleid frae the fountain of light; 

And the moon that sleeks the sky sac dun, 

Like a gouden bow, or a beamless sun, 

Shall wear away, and be seen nae mair. 

And the angels shall miss them travelling the air. 
But lang, lang after baith night and day, 

When the sun and the world have elycd away ; 
When the sinner has gane to his wacsome doom, 
Kilmeny shall smile in eternal bloom ! ’ — 

They bore her away, she wist not how, 

For she felt not arm nor rest below; 

But so swift they warn’d her through the light, 
’Twas like the motion of sound or sight ; 

They seem’d to split the gales of air, 

And yet nor gale nor breeze was there. 
Unnumber’d groves below them grew, 

They came, they pass’d, and backward flev/, 

Like floods of blossoms gliding on. 

In moment seen, in moment gone. 

O, never vales to mortal view 
A])})ear’d like those o’er which they flew ! 

That land to human spiiits given, 

The lowermost vales of the storied heaven ; 

From thence they can view the world below. 

And heaven’s blue gates with sa]jphires glow, 
More glory yet unmeet to know. 

gleid] spark glow. dyed] vanished. 
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They bore her far to a mountain green, 

T o see what mortal never had seen ; 

And they seated her high on a purple sward, 
And bade her heed what she saw and heard, 
And note the changes the spirits wrought, 

For now she lived in the land of thought. 

She look’d, and she saw nor sun nor skies, 

But a crystal dome of a thousand dyes ; 

She look’d, and she saw nae land aright. 

But an endless whirl of glory and light ; 

And radiant beings went and came, 

Far swifter than wind, or the linked flame. 

She hid her e’en frac thb dazzling view ; 

She look’d again, and the scene was new. 

She saw a sun on a summer sky. 

And clouds of amber sailing bye ; 

A lovely land beneath her lay. 

And that land had glens and mountains gray ; 
And that land had valleys and hoary piles, 

And marled seas, and a thousand isles. 

Its fields were sjiecklcd, its forests green. 

And its lakes were all of the dazzling sheen. 
Like magic mirrors, where slumbering lay 
The sun and the sky and the cloudlet gra\ ; 
Which heaved and trembled, and gently suung. 
On every shore they seem’d to be hung ; 

For there they were seen on their downwaid pi 
A thousand times and a thousand again ; 

In winding lake and placid firth, 

Little peaceful heavens in the bosom of earth. 
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Kilmeny sigh’d and seem’d to grieve, 

For she found her heart to that land did cleave; 
She saw the corn wave on the vale, 

She saw the deer run down the dale ; 

She saw the plaid and the broad claymore, 

And the brows that the badge of freedom bore ; 
And she thought she had seen the land before. 

She saw a lady sit on a throne. 

The fairest that ever the sun shone on ! 

A lion lick’d her hand of milk, 

And she held him m a leish of silk ; 

And a leifu’ maiden stood at her knee, 

With a silver wand and melting e’e ; 

Her sovereign shield till love stole in, 

And poison’d all the fount within. 

Then a gruff untoward bedesman came, 

And hundit the lion on his dame ; 

And the guardian maid wi'* the dauntless e’e, 

She dropp’d a tear, and left her knee ; 

And she saw till the queen fiae the lion fled, 
d’lll the bonniest flower of the world lay dead ; 
A coffin was set on a distant }>lain, 

And she saw the led blood fall like rain ; 

Then bonnie Kilmeny ’s heait grew sair, 

And she turn’d away, and could look nae mair. 

Then the gruff grim carle girn’d amain, 

And they trampled him down, but he rose again 
And he baited the lion to deeds of weir. 

Till he lapp’d the blood to the kingdom dear ; 

Leifu’] loue, wistful. giru’d] giiuned. wcir] war. 
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And weening his head was danger-preef, 

When crown’d with the rose and clover leaf, 

He gowl’d at the carle, and chased him away 
To feed wi’ the deer on the mountain gray. 

He gowl’d at the carle, and geck’d at Heaven, 

But his mark was set, and his arles given. 

Kilmeny a while her e’en withdrew; 

She look’d again, and the scene was neWr 

S!ie saw before her fair unfurl’d 
One half of all the glowing world. 

Where oceans i oil'd, and livers ran, 

To bound the aims of sinful man. 

She saw a people, fierce and fell, 

But St frae tlieir bounds like fiends of hell; 

There lilies grew, and the eagle flew ; 

And she heiked on her ra\ening crew. 

Till the cities and towers were wrapp’d in a blaze. 

And the thunder it roar’d o’ei the lands and the seas, 
d'he widows they wail’d, and the red blood ran, 

And she threaten'd an end to the lace of man; 

She ne\er lened, nor stood in awe. 

Till caught by the lion’s deadly paw. 

G, tlien the eagle swink’d for life. 

And biamzell’d up a mortal strife ; 

But flew she noith, or Hew she south. 

She met wi’ the gowl o’ the lion’s mouth. 

With a mooted wing and waefu’ maen. 

The eagle sought her eiiy again ; 

But lang may she cower in hei bloody nest, 

And king, lang sleek her wounded bieast, 
gowl’d] howled, led .1110*-.' money jjuuI uii sinkii'g A 

bargain; a beating lened] crouched. swiukd labt.uicd 
braiuzcll’dj btirrcd, beat. mooted] moulled. 
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Before she sey another flight, 

To play wi’ the norland lion’s might. 

But to sing the sights Kilmeny saw, 

So far surpassing nature’s law, 

The singer’s voice wad sink away. 

And the string of his harp wad cease to play. 

But she saw till the sorrows of man weie bye, 

And all was love and harmony; 

Till the stars of heaven fell calmly away, 

Like flakes of snaw on a winter day. 

Then Kilmeny begg’d again to see 

The friends she had left in her own countrye; 

To tell of the place where she had been, 

And the glories that lay in the land unseen ; 

To warn the living maidens fair, 

The loved of Heaven, the sjiirits’ care, 

That all whose minds unmcled remain 
Shall bloom in beauty when time is gane. 

With distant music, soft and deep, 

They lull’d Kilmeny sound asleep ; 

And when she awaken’d, she lay her lane, 

All happ’d with flowers, in the green-wood wene. 
When seven Jang years had come and fled. 

When grief was calm, and hope was dead , 

When scaice was remember’d Kilmeny’s name. 

Late, late in a gloamin’ Kilmeny came hame ! 

And O, her beauty was fair to see, 

But still and steadfast was her e’e ! 

Such beauty bard may never declare. 

For there was no pride nor passion there; 

sey] essay. unmeled] unblemished. her lane] alone, by 
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And the soft desire of maiden’s e’en 
In that mild face could never be seen. 

Her seymar was the lily flower, 

And her check the moss-rose in the shower; 

And her voice like the distant melodye, 

That floats along the twilight sea. 

But she loved to raike the lanely glen. 

And keejicd afar frae the haunts of men ; 

Her holy hymns unheard to sing, 

To suck the flowers, and drink the spring. 

But wherever her peaceful form appear’d. 

The wild beasts of the liill were cheer’d ; 

The wolf play’d blythly round the field, 

The lordly byson low'd and kneel’d ; 

The dun deer woo’d with manner bland. 

And cower’d ancath her lily hand. 

And when at even the w'oodlands rung, 

When hymns ^of other woilds she sung 
In ecstasy of sweet de\otion, 

O, then the glen was all in motion ! 

The wild beasts of the forest came. 

Broke from their buglits and faulds tlie tame, 

And goved around, charm’d and amazed ; 

Even the dull cattle croon’d and gazed. 

And murmur’d and look’d with anxious pain 
For something the mystery to explain. 

The buzzard came wuth the throstle-cock ; 

The corby left her houf in the lock ; 

The blackbird alang wi’ the eagle flew ; 

The hind came tripping o’er the dew ; 

seym.ir] = cymar, a slight covering raike’ range. w.inder. 

buglits] milking-iiens goved] stared, gazed. corby^raveu. 

houf] haunt. 
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The wolf and the kid their raike began, 

And the tod, and the Iamb, and the leveret ran ; 
The hawk and the hern attour them hung, 

And the merle and the mavis forhooy’d their young; 
And all in a peaceful ring were hurl’d; 

It w'as like an eve in a sinless world! 

When a month and a day had come and gane, 
Kilmeny sought the gtccn-wood wene ; 

There laid her down on the leaves sae green, 

And Kilmeny on earth was ne\er mair seen. 

But O, the words that fell from her mouth 
Weie words of wonder, and words of truth ! 

But all the land were in fear and duuul, 

For they kendna whether she was Ining or de.id. 

It wasna her hame, and she couldna lemain; 

She left this woild of sorrow and pain, 

And return'd to the land of thought again. 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

Lucy 

^ 1770-1850 

CTRANGE fits of passion have I known; 

And I wall dare to tell, 

But in tlie lover’s ear alone. 

What once to me befell. 

When she I lo\ed look’d e\eiy day 
F resh as a rose in June, 

I to her cottage bent my way, 

Beneath an evening moon. 

^14 ’raike] ramble. tod] fox. attour] out 0 \er. 

foihooy’d] neglected. 
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Upon the moon I fix’d my eye, 

All over the wide lea ; 

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh 
Those paths so dear to me. 

And now we reach’d the orchard-plot ; 

And, as we climb’d the hill, 

The sinking moon to L>ucy’s cot 
Came near and neaier still. 

In one of those sweet dreams I slept. 

Kind Nature’s gentlest boon ! 

And all the while my eyes I kept 
On the descending moon. 

My horse mo\ed on; hoof after boof 
He raised, and nc\cr stopp’d ; 

When down behind the cottage roof, 

At once, the bright moon dropp’d. 

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide 
Into a lover’s head ! 

‘ O meicy ! ’ to myself I ciicd, 

‘ If Lucy should be dead ! ’ 


Sl6, // 

OHE dwelt among the untrodden ways 
^ Beside the spiings of Do\e, 

A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And \ ery few to Ioa e ; 

A Molet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye ! 

Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 
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She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be ; 

But she is in her grave, and oh, 

The difference to me ! 


yi7. /// 

T TRAVELLED among unknown men. 

In lands beyond the sea ; 

Nor, England ! did I know till then 
What love I bore to thee. 

’Tis past, that melancholy dieam ! 

Nor will I quit thy shoie 

A second time ; for still I seem 
To love thee more and moie. 

Among thy mountains did I feci 
The joy of my desire ; 

And she I chensii’d min’d her wlieel 
Beside an English fire. 

Thy mornings show’d, thy nights conceal’d. 
The bowers where Lucy j)lay’d ; 

And thine too is the last green field 
That Lucy’s eyes survey’d. 


SiS. IV 

* I 'HREE years she gicw in sun and shower; 
** Then Nature said, ‘ A lovelier flower 
On earth was never sown ; 

This child I to myself will take ; 

She shall be mine, and I wdll make 
A lady of my own. 
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‘ Myself will to my darling be 
Both law and impulse : and with me 
The girl, in rock and plain, 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower, 
Shall feel an overseeing power 
To kindle or restrain. 

‘She shall be spoitive as the fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs ; 

And hers shall be the breathing balm, 

And hers tlie silence and the calm 
Of mute insensate thing''. 

‘ The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her; for her the willow bend; 

Nor shall she fail to see 
ITven in the motions of the storm 
Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form 
By silent symj)athy. 

‘ The stars of midnight shall be dear 
M'o her ; and she shall lean her ear 
In many a seciet place 
Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 
And beauty born of murmuring sound 
Shall pass into her face. 

‘And vital feelings of delight 
Shall rear her form to stately height, 

Her virgin bosom swell ; 

Such thoughts to Lucy 1 will gi'e 
Willie she and I together Ine 
Heie in this hapj)y dell.’ 
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Thus Nature spake — The woik was done- 
How soon my Lucy’s race was run ! 

She died, and left to me 
This heath, this calm and quiet scene ; 
The memory of what has been, 

And ne\cr more will be. 



She seem’d a thing that could not feel 
The touch of eartlily years. 


No motion has she now, no foice; 

S!ic neither hoar's nor sees ; 

Roll’d round in eaith’s diurnal cour-^e, 

With locks, and stone^;. and tiee-. 

S' 20. Upon }J^est7fitnste) Ihicige 

"PARTH has not an) thing to show moii fail ; 
^ Dull would he he of soul who could J^t^s by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 

Tills Citv now d(»lh like a gainient wtai 
The beauty of the moining; silent, b.ue, 

Shijis, loweis. domes, theaties. and temples he 
Ojien unto the iields, and to the sky ; 

All bnglit and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Ne\ci did sun moie beautifully steep 

In his fust s])lendour \alley, rock, or hill; 

Ne'er saw I, ne\er felt, a calm so dee]) ! 

The river ghdeth at his own sweet will ; 

Dear God! the very houses seem aske]) ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! 
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/ 2 /. Kvening vn Calais Beach 
T T is a beauteous evening, calm and free, 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 
Breathless with adoration ; tlie broad sun 
Is sinking down in its tranquillity; 

The gentleness of heaven is on the sea ; 

Listen ’ the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with his eternal motion make 
A sound like thunder — everlastingly. 

Dear Child ! dear Girl ! that walkest with me here. 
If thou appear untouch’d by solemn thought, 

Thy natuie is not therefore less di\ine: 

Thou best in Abiaham’s boom all the year; 

And woishij)p’st at the Temjjle’s mner shrine, 

God being with thee when we know' it not. 

J22. Oh the E^xthiction of the Eenetilti 
Republic, 1802 

O NCI' did she hold tire gorgeous East in fee; 

And was the safoguaid of the West: the wo:th 
Of Venice did not fall below' her biith, 

Venice, the eldest Cliild of Liberty. 

She was a maiden Cit), blight and bee; 

No guile seduced, no foice could Molate ; 

And, when she look unto herself a mate, 

Sh. must esjiouse the e\erlasting Sea. 

And what if she had seen those glones fade. 

Those titles vann^h, and tlrat stiength decav ; 

Yet shall some tiibute of regiet be paid 

Wdien Irer long life hath reach’d its final day : 

Men aie w'e, and must giie\e when e\en the Shade 
Of that which once was great is pass’d aw'ay. 
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England, 1802 

X2S. t 

FRIEND ! I know not which way I must look 
' For comfort, being, as I am, opprest, 

To think that now our life is only drest 
For show; mean handy-woik of craftsman, cook, 

Oi groom! — We must run glittering like a brook 
In the open sunshine, or we are unblest : 

The wealthiest man among us is the best : 

No grandeur now in nature or m book 
Delights uij. Rapine, a\arice, expense, 

This IS idolatry ; and these we adore : 

Plain Ining and high thinking are no more: 

The homely beauty of tlie good old cause 
Is gone; our peace, our feaiful innocence, 

^And pure religion breathing household laws. 

T^4- ‘ 

AiilLTON! thou shouldst be living at this hour: 
England hath need of thee: she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters : altar, sword, and pen. 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 

Have forfeited their ancient Englisli dower 
Of inward hapjiiness. We arc sellish men; 

O raise us uj), return to us again, 

And give us manneis, virtue, freedom, power I 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart ; 

Thou hadst a voice whose sound wa‘' like the sea 
Pure as the naked hea\ens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way, 

In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
I’he lowliest duties on herself did lay. 
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^2y, tit 

REAT men have been among us; hands that penned 
And tongues that utter’d wisdom — better none ; 
The later Sidney, Marvel, Harrington, 

Young Vane, and others who call’d Milton friend. 
These moralists could act and comprehend : 

They knew how genuine glory was put on ; 

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone 
In splendour : what strength was, that would not bend 
But in magnanimous meekness. France, 'tis strange, 
Hath brought forth no such souls as we had then. 
Perj>et'ial emptiness ! unceasing change ! 

No single volume paramount, no code, 

No master spirit, no determined road; 

But equally a want of books and men ! 

y26, iv 

TT IS not to be thought of that the flood 

Of British freedom, which, to the open sea 
Of the world’s praise, from dark antiquity 
Hath flow’d, ‘with pomp of waters, unwithstood.’ — 
Roused though it be full often to a mood 
Which spurns the check of salutary bands, — 

That this most famous stream m bogs and sands 
Should perish ; and to evil and to good 
Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung 

Armoury of the in\incible Knights of old: 

We must be free or die, who 5|x‘ak the tongue 

That Shakespeare S])ake ; the faith and moials hold 
Which Milton held. — In everything we are sprung 
Of Earth’s first blood, have titles manifold. 
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S27. V 

VVTHEN I have borne in memory what has tamed 
^ Great Nations, how ennobling thoughts depart 
When men change swords for ledgeis, and desert 
The student’s bower for gold, some fears unnamed 
I had, my Country — am I to be blamed ? 

Now, when I think of thee, and what tliou art, 
Verily, in the bottom of my heart, 

Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

For dearly must we prize thee; we who find 
In thee a bulwark for the cause of men ; 

And I by my affection was beguiled : 

What wonder if a Poet now and then, 

Among the many movements of his mind. 

Felt for thee as a lover or a child! 

y 28 . The SoJjtaiy Reaper 

IDEHOLD her, •'ingle in the field, 

^ Yon solitary Highland La‘'S I 
Reaping and singing by herself ; 

Stop here, or gently pass ! 

Alone she cuts and binds the giain. 

And sings a melancholy strain ; 

O listen ! for the Vale profound 
Is o\erflowing with the sound. 

No Nightingale did ever chaunt 

More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt. 

Among Arabian sands : 
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A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 

Will no one tell me what she sings ? — 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, 

And battles long ago : 

Or is it some more humble lay. 

Familiar matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 

That has been, and may be again ? 

Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang 
As if her song could have no ending; 

I saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending; — 

I listen’d, motionless and still ; 

And, as I mounted up the hill. 

The music in my heart I bore, 

Long after it was heard no more. 

y2 p . Terfect // "oinan 

OHL was a phantom of delight 

When first she gleam’d upon my sight 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment’s ornament; 

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair; 

Like twilight’s, too, her dusky hair; 

But all things else about her drawn 
F rom May-time and the cheerful dawn ; 

A dancing shape, an image gay. 

To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 
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fSO. 


I saw her upon nearer view, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free. 

And steps of virgin liberty; 

A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller betwixt life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 

A perfect Woman, nobly plann’d, 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of angelic light. 


T>affoci}Is 

T WANDER’D lonely as a cloud 
^ That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils ; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way, 
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They stretch’d in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay : 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee : 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company : 

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought : 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills. 

And dances with the daffodils. 

jj/. Oi/e to T>utjf 

CTERN Daughter of the Voice of GodJ 
^ O Duty! if that name thou love. 

Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring and reprove; 

Thou, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe ; 

F rom vain temptations dost set free ; 

And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
Be on tliem ; who, in love and truth, 

W tie re no misgiving is, rely 
U pon the genial sense of youth : 
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Glad hearts ! without reproach cm- blot ; 

Who do thy work, and know it not : 

0, if through confidence misplaced 

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! around them cast. 

Serene will be our days and bright, 

And happy will our nature be. 

When love is an unerring light. 

And joy its own security. 

And they a blissful course may hold 
Even now, who, not unwisely bold. 

Live in the spirit of this creed ; 

Yet seek tliy firm support, according to their need. 

1, lo\ ing freedom, and untried ; 

No sport of every random gust. 

Yet being to myself a guide. 

Too blindly ha\e reposed my trust: 

And oft, when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, 1 deferr’d 
The task, in smoother walks to stray; 

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul. 

Or strong com})unction in me wrought, 

1 sujiplicate for thy control ; 

But in the quietne&s of thought. 

Me this uncharter’d freedom tires; 

I feel the weight of chance-desires ; 

My hopes no more must change their name, 

I long for a repose that e\cr is the same. 

Yet not the less would I throughout 
Still act accoiding to the voice 
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Of my own wish ; and feel past doubt 
That my submissiveness was choice: 

Not seeking in the school of pride 
For ‘precepts over dignified,* 

Denial and restraint I prize 

No farther tlian they breed a second Will more wise. 

Stern Lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead’s most benignant grace ; 

Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds, 

And fragrance in thy footing treads ; 

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong ; 

And the most ancient hea\ens, through Thee, arc fresh and 
stiong. 

To humbler functions, awful Power! 

1 call thee : I myself commend 
Unto tiiy guidance from this hour; 

O, let my weakness ha\e an end I 
Give unto me, made low'ly wise, 

I’lie spirit of self-sacrifice; 

The confidence of icason give; 

And in the light of truth thy bondman let me live ! 

The RainhovL 

ly^Y heait leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky : 

So was it when m) hie began; 

So is It now I am a man ; 

So be it when I shall glow old, 

Oi let me diel 
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The Child is father of the Man ; 

And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 

The Sonnet 
T33- ^ 

'^UNS fret not at their convent’s narrow room; 

^ ^ And hermits are contented with their cells. 

And students with their pensive citadels ; 

Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his loom, 

Sit blithe and happy ; bees that soar for bloom, 

High as the highest peak of Furness fells, 

Will murmur by the hour in foxglove bells: 

In truth the prison unto which we doom 
Ourselves no prison is: and hence for me, 

In sundry moods, *twas pastime to be bound 
Within tlie Sonnet’s scanty plot of ground ; 

Pleased if some souls (for such there needs must be) 
Who have felt the weight of too much liberty, 

Should hnd brief solace there, as I have found. 

S3 4- " 

CCORN not the Sonnet; Critic, you have frown’d, 
Mindless of its just honours ; with this key 
Shakespeare unlock’d his heart ; the melody 
Of this small lute gave ease to Petrarch’s wound ; 

A thousand times this pipe did Tasso sound ; 

With it Camoens sooth’d an exile’s grief ; 

The Sonnet glitter’d a gay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypress with which Dante crown’d 
I lis visionary brow : a glow-worm lamp, 

It cheer’d mild Spenser, call’d from Faery-land 
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To struggle through dark ways; and when a damp 
Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand 
The Thing became a trumpet; whence he blew 
Soul-animating strains — alas, too few I 


The IVorld 

T^HE world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers : 
Little we see in Nature that is ours ; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 

This sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 

The winds that will be howling at all hours, 

And are up-gather’d now like sleeping flowers ; 

For this, for everything, we are out of tunc; 

It moves us not. — Great God I Td rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me IcbS forlorn ; 
IIa\e siglit of P.’oteus rising from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his w'reathed horn. 


S^6. Ode 

Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of 
Early Childhood 

'^HERE was a time when meadow, giote, and stream. 
^ The earth, and every common sight. 

To me did seem 
Apparell’d in celestial light, 

The glory and the fieshness of a dream. 
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it is not now as it hath been of yore; — 

Turn wheresoe’er I may, 

By night or day, 

The things which I have seen I now can sec no more. 

The rainbow comes and goes, 

And lonely is the rose; 

The moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 

Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know, where’er I go. 

That there hath pass’d away a glory from the earth. 

Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound, 

To me alone there came a thought of grief: 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 

And I again am strong : 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steej> ; 

^'o more shall grief of mine the season wrong; 

1 hear the echoes through the mountains thiong, 

Tne winds come to me from the fields of sleep. 

And all the earth is gay ; 

Land and sea 

Give themselves up to jollity. 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every beast keep holiday ; — 

Thou Child of Joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou hajj-y 
Shepherd -boy ! 
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Ye blessed creatures, I have heard the call 
Ye to each other make; I see 
Tlie heavens laugh with you in your jubilee; 

My heart is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 

The fullness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it all. 

0 evil day ! if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning. 

This sweet May-morning, 

And the children are culling 
On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide, 

Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm. 
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm; — 

1 hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 

— But there ’s a tree, of many, one, 

A single field which I have look’d upon, 

Both of them speak of something that is gone; 

The pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 

^Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting ; 
The Soul that rises with us, our lite’s Star, 
Hatii had elsewhere its setting, 
And cometh from afar : 

Not in entile forgetfulness. 

And not in utter nakedness. 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home; 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 
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Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy, 

But he beholds the light, and whence it flows. 
He secs it in his joy ; 

The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest, 

And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away, , 

And fade into the light of common day. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind. 
And, even with something of a mother’s mind. 
And no unworthy aim, 

The homely nurse doth all she can 
To make her foster-child, her inmate Man, 
Foiget the gloiies he hath known. 

And tiiat imjK'rial palace whence he came. 

Behold the Child among his new-boin blisses, 
A six gears’ darling of a pigmy size! 
bee. wheie ’mid woik of his own hand he lies, 
F jetted by sallies of his mother’s kisses, 

^^hth light uj)on him from his fathej ’s e\es' 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chait, 

Some fjagment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by liimself with newly-leai ned ait; 

A wedding or a festi\al, 

A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart. 

And unto this he flames his song : 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, oi stiife; 
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But it will not be long 
Ere this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 
The little actor cons another part; 

Filling from time to time his ‘humorous stage* 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 

That Life brings with her in her equipage; 

As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imitation. 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie ' 
Thy soul’s immensity ; 

Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind, 

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, — 

Mighty projihet ! Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do re^t, 

Which we are toiling all our li\es to tind. 

In darknes<^ lost, the d<irkness of the giave; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a master o’er a sine, 

A presence which is not to be put by ; 

To whom the grave 

Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight 
Of day or the warm light, 

A place of thought where we in waiting He; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height. 
Why with such earnest pains dost thou prenoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke. 

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 

Full soon thy soul shall have her earthly fi eight, 
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And custom lie upon thee with a weight, 

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

O joy ! that in our embers ^ ^ • 

Is something that doth live, 

That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive ! 

The thought of our past years in me doth breed 

Perpetual benediction : not indeed 

For that which is most worthy to be blest — 

Delight and liberty, the simple creed 

Of childhood, whether busy or at rest, 

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast ; 
Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 

But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 

Fallings from us, vanishings ; 

Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realized. 

High instincts before which our moital Natuie 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised : 

But for those first affections. 

Those shadowy recollections, 

Which, be they what they may, 

Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 

Are yet a master-light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy y^ears seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence: truths that \\ak(% 

To perish never: 

Wiiich neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour. 

Nor Man nor Boy, 
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Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 

Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 

Hence in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 

Can in a moment travel thither. 

And see the children sport upon the shore, 

And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 

Then sing, ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song ! 
And let the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound ! 

We in thought will join your throng, 

Ye that pipe and ye that play, 

Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May! 

What though the radiance which was once so bn 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the dower 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 

In the primal sympathy 

Which having been must ever be ; 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering ; 

In the faith that looks through death, 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

And O ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and GiO\ 
Forebode not any severing of our loies! 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 

I only have relinquish’d one delight 
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To live beneath your more habitual sway. 

I love the brooks which down their channels fiet, 
Even more than when I tripp’d lightly as they ; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet; 

The clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears. 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often he too deep for tcais. 


T>esir^eria 

CURPRISED by joy — impatient as the Wind 
^ I turned to share the tianvport — O ! with whom 
But Thee, deep buried in the ‘'ilent tomb, 

That spot which no vicissitude can And ? 

Love, faithful love, recall’d tliee to my mind — 

But how could I forget thee? Thiough what povur, 
Even for the least division of an hour, 

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind 
To my most grievous loss? — That thought’s rtiuin 
Was the w'orst ]»ang that sorrow ever bore, 

Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn, 

Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no more ; 

That neither present time, nor years unborn 
Could to my sight that heavenly face restore. 
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Maledictory Sonnet to the River T>uddon 

T THOUGHT of Thee, my partner and my guide, 
As being pass’d away. — Vain sympathies ! 

For, backward, Duddon ! as I cast my eyes, 

I see what was, and is, and will abide ; 

Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever glide; 

The Form remains, the Function never dies; 

While we, the brave, the mighty, and the wise, 

We Men, who in our morn of youth defied 
The elements, must vanish ; — be it so ! 

Enough, if something from our hands have power 
To live, and act, and serve the future hour; 

And if, as toward the silent tomb we go, [dowef, 
Through love, through hope, and faith’s transcendent 
We feel that we are greater than we know. 

Xi p . Utah Hi ty 

L^ROM low to high doth dissolution climb, 

^ And sink fiom high to low, along a scale 
Of awful notes, whose concord shall not fail; 

A musical but melancholy chime, 

Which they can hear who meddle not with crime, 

Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care. 

Tiuth fails not; but her outward forms that bear 
The longest date do melt like frosty rime, 

That in the morning whiten’d hill and plain 
And is no more ; drop like the tower sublime 
Of yesterday, which royally did wear 
His ciown of weeds, but could not e\en sustain 
Some casual shout that broke the silent air, 

Or the unimaginable touch of Time. 
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X40. The Tro Sachs 

'^HERE ’s not a nook within this solemn Pass 
^ But were an apt confessional for one 
Taught by his summer spent, his autumn gone, 

That Life is but a tale of morning grass 
Wither’d at eve. From scenes of art which chase 
That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyes 
Feed it ’mid Nature’s old felicities, 

Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear than glass 
Untouch’d, unbreathed upon. Thrice happy quest. 

If from a golden perch of aspen spray 
(October’s workmanship to rival May) 

The pensive warbler of the ruddy breast 
That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught lay. 

Lulling the year, with all its cares, to rest ! 

^41. Speak / 

VyTHY art thou silent ! Is thy love a plant 

Of such weak fibre that the treacherous air 
Of absence withers what was once so fair ? 

Is there no debt to pay, no boon to grant ? 

Yet have my thoughts for thee been vigilant — 

Bound to thy service with unceasing care, 

The mind’s least generous wish a mendicant 

For naught but what thy happiness could s^arc. 

Speak — though this soft warm heart, once free to hold 
A thousand tender pleasures, thine and mine, 

Be left more desolate, more dreary cold 

Than a forsaken bird’s-nest fill’d with snow 
’Mid its own bush of leafless eglantine — 

Speak, that my torturing doubts their end may know ! 
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f 42 . Troud Maisie 

i77»-'832 

jpROUD Maisie is in the wood, 

^ Walking so early ; 

Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 

Singing so rarely. 

‘Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I marry me ? * 

— ‘When six braw gentlemen 
Kirkward shall carry ye.’ 

‘Who makes the biidal bed, 

Birdie, say truly ? ’ 

— ‘The grey-headed sexton 
That delves the grave duly. 

‘The glow-worm o’er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady ; 

The owl fiom the steeple sing 
Welcome, proud lady ! ’ 

p-fj. Brigriall Bankj 

BRIG NALL banks are wild and fair, 
j And Greta woods are green, 

And you may gather garlands there, 

Would giace a summer queen; 

And as I rode by Dalton Hall, 

Beneath the turrets high, 

A Maiden on the castle wall 

Was singing merrily; — 
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‘ O, Brignall banks are fresh and fair, 
And Greta woods arc green ! 

I'd rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign our English Queen/ 

‘ If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me 
To leave both tower and town. 

Thou first must guess what life lead we. 
That dw'^ell by dale and down : 

And if thou canst that riddle read, 

As read full well you may, 

Then to the green-wood shalt thou S])ccd 
As blithe as Queen of May.’ 

Yet sung she, ‘Biignall banks are fair, 
And Greta woods are green ! 

I’d rather rove with Edmund theie 
Than reign our Englisli Queen. 

* I read you by your bugle horn 
And by your ])alfiey good, 

I read you for a Ranger sworn 
To keep the King’s green- wood.’ 

‘ A Ranger, Lady, winds his horn, 

And ’tis at peep of light ; 

His blast is heard at meny morn, 

And mine at dead of night.’ 

Yet sung she, ‘ Brignall banks are fair, 
And Greta woods are gay ! 

I would I were with Edmund there. 

To reign his Queen of May ! 

‘ With burnish’d brand and musketoon 
So gallantly you come, 
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I read you for a bold Dragoon, 

That lists the tuck of drum.* 

‘ I list no more the tuck of drum, 

No more the trumpet hear ; 

But when the beetle sounds his hum, 

My comrades take the spear. 

* And O ! though Brignall banks be fiir, 
And Greta woods be gay, 

Yet mickle must the maiden dare, 

Would reign my Queen of May! 

‘ Maiden 1 a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I’ll die ; 

The fiend whose lantern lights the mead 
Were better mate than I ! 

And when I’m with my comrades met 
Beneath the green-wood bough, 

What once we were we all forget. 

Nor think what we are now.’ 

Chorus. Yet Brignall banks are fresh and Lir, 
And Greta woods are green. 

And you may gather flowers there 
Would grace a summer queen. 

J44. I^ticy Ashton^ s Song 

T 00 K not thou on beauty’s charming; 
^ Sit thou still when kings are arming 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens ; 
Speak not when the people listens ; 

Stop thine ear against the singer ; 

Fiom the red gold keep thy finger; 
Vacant heart and hand and eye, 

Easy live and quiet die. 
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Answer 

(?OUND, sound the clarion, fill the fife I 
^ To all the sensual world j)roclaim 7 
One crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a name. 


The Rover^ s A(iiet4 

A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid, 
A weary lot is thine ! 

To pull the thorn thy brow to biaid, 
And press the rue for wine. 

A lightsome eye, a soldier’s mien, 

A feather of the blue, 

A doublet of the Lincoln green — 

No more of me ye knew, 

My Lo\e! 

No more of me ye knew, 

‘This morn is merry June, I trow, 
The rose is budding fain ; 

But she shall bloom in winter snow 
Ere we two meet again.’ 

— He turn’d his charger as he S])ake 
Uj>on the river shore, 

He gave the bndle-rcins a shake, 

Said ‘ Adieu for evermore, 

My Love 1 

And adieu for evermore.’ 
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Tatriothm 

y ^7 • / . Innominatus 

TDREATHES there the man with soul so dead, 
^ Who never to himself hath said, 

‘ This is my own, my native land ! ’ 

Whose heart hath ne*er within him buin’d 
As home his footsteps he hath turn’d 
F rom wandering on a foreign strand ? 

If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 

For him no Minstrel raptures swell ; 

High though his titles, proud his name. 

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim ; 

Despite those titles, power, and |>elf. 

The wretch, concentred all in self, 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust fiom whence he sprung, 

Unwept, unhonour’d, and unsung. 




2. Ntf/son, Pttt^ Fox 


' l''0 mute and to material things 
* New life revolving summer brings ; 
The genial call dead Nature hears, 

And in her glory reapjiears. 

But oh, my Country’s wintry state 
What second spring shall renovate ? 

What powerful call shall bid arise 
The buried warlike and the wise ; 
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The mind that thought for Britain’s weal. 
The hand that grasp’d the victor steel ? 

The vernal sun new life bestows 
Even on the meanest flower that blows ; 

But vainly, vainly may he shine 
Where glory weeps o’er Nelson’s shrine ; 
And vainly pierce the solemn gloom 
That shrouds, O Pitt, thy hallow’d tomb! 

Deep graved in every British heart, 

O never let those names depart ! 

Say to your sons, — Lo, here his grave, 
^Vho victor died on Gadite wave ! 

To him, as to the burning levin, 

Short, bright, resistless course was given. 
Where’er his country’s foes were found 
^Vas heard the fated thunder’s sound. 

Till burst the bolt on yonder shore, 

Roll’d, blazed, destroy’d — and was no moie. 

Nor mourn ye less his perish’d worth, 

Who bade the conqueror go forth, 

And launch’d that thunderbolt of war 
On Egypt, Hafnia, Trafalgar; 

Who, born to guide such high emjuise. 

For Britain’s weal was early wise; 

Alas ! to whom the Almighty gave, 

For Britain’s sins, an early grave! 

— FIis worth, who in his mightiest hour 
A bauble held the pride of power. 

Spurn’d at the sordid lust of pelf. 

And served his Albion for herself; 

Who, when the frantic crowd amain 
Stiain’d at subjection’s bursting rein, 
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O^er their wild mood full conquest gain’d. 

The pride he would not crush, restrain’d, 

Show’d their fierce zeal a worthier cause. 

And brought the freeman’s arm to aid the freeman’s laws. 

Hadst thou but lived, though stripp’d of power, 

A watchman on the lonely tower. 

Thy thrilling trump had roused the land, 

When fraud or danger were at hand ; 

By thee, as by the beacon-light, 

Our pilots had kept course aright ; 

As some proud column, though alone, 

Thy strength had propp’d the tottering throne. 

Now is the stately column broke. 

The beacon-light is quench’d in smoke, 

The trumpet’s silver voice is still, 

The warder silent on the hill ! 

O think, how to his latest day, 

When Death, just hovering, claim’d his piey, 

With Palmure’s unalter’d mood 
film at his dangeious post he stood; 

Each call for needful rest repell’d, 

With dying hand the rudder held. 

Till in his fall with fateful sway 
'Fhe steerage of the realm gave way. 

Then — while on Britain’s thousand plains 
One unpolluted church remains. 

Whose ])caceful bells ne’er sent around 
The bloody tocsin’s maddening sound, 

But still upon the hallow’d day 
Convoke the swains to ptaise and pray ; 

While faith and civil peace are dear, 
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Grace this cold marble with a tear : — 

He who preserved them, Pitt, lies here 1 

Nor yet suppress the generous sigh. 
Because his rival slumbers nigh ; 

Nor be thy Requiescat dumb 
Lest it be said o’er Fox’s tomb. 

For talents mourn, untimely lost, 

When best employ’d, and wanted most ; 
Mourn genius high, and lore profound. 

And wit that loved to play, not wound ; 
And all the reasoning powers divine 
To penetrate, resolve, combine; 

And feelings keen, and fancy’s glow — 
They sleep with him who sleejjs below : 
And, if thou mourn’st they could not sa\e 
From error him who owns this grave. 

Be every harsher thought suppress’d, 

And sacred be the last long rest. 

HerCy where the end of earthly things 
Lays heroes, patriots, bards, and kings ; 
Wliere stiff the hand, and still the tongue, 
Of those who fought, and spoke, and sung 
Here^ wheic the fretted vaults prolong 
The distant notes of holy song, 

As if some angel spoke agen, 

‘ All j)eace on earth, good-will to men ’ ; 

If ever from an English heait, 

O, here let prejudice depart. 

And, partial feeling cast aside. 

Record that Fox a Briton died! 

When Europe crouch’d to France’s yoke, 
And Austria bent, and Prussia broke, 
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And the firm Russian’s purpose brave 
Was barter’d -by a timorous slave — 

Even then dishonour’s peace he spurn’d, 

The sullied olive-branch return’d, 

Stood for his country’s glory fast, 

And nail’d her colours to the mast ! 

Heaven, to reward his firmness, gave 
A portion in this honour’d grave ; 

And ne’er held marble in its trust 
Of two such wondious men the dust. 

With more than mortal powers endow’d. 

How high they soar’d abo\e the crowd! 
Theirs was no common party race, 

Jostling by dark intrigue for place ; 

Like fabled gods, their mighty war 
Shook realms and nations in its jar ; 

Beneath each banner proud to stand, 

Look’d up the noblest of the land, 

Till through the British woild were known 
The names of Pitt and Fox alone. 

Spells of such foice no wizard grave 
E’er framed in dark Thessalian cave. 

Though his could dram the ocejn dry. 

And force the planets fiom the sk\ . 

These spells are spent, and, vpent with these, 
The wine of life is on the lees. 

Genius, and taste, and talent gone, 

For ever tomb’d beneath the btone. 

Where — taming thought to human pride 1 — 
The mighty chiefs sleep side by side. 

Drop upon Fox’s grave the tear, 

’Twill trickle to his rival’s bier ; 
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O’er Pitt’s the mournful requiem sound, 
And Fox’s shall the notes rebound. 

The solemn echo seems to cry, 

‘ Here let their discord with them die. 
Speak not for those a separate doom 
Whom fate made Brothers in the tomb; 
But search the land of living men, 

Where wilt thou find their like agen ? ’ 


SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 


HP- 


.An anci-nt 

M.irippr 
iDfetcth thire 
rallants 
FiKi'len to a 
wedding frast, 
and dctauHth 
one. 


The Wedding. 
Guest IS spell- 
bound by the 
e> e of the old 
seafaring man, 
and constrained 
to bear bis tale. 
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The Rnne of the Ancient Maiifier 


Part I 




TT is an ancient Mariner, 

^ And he stojipeth one of three. 

‘ By thy long grey beard and glittering eye, 
Now wheiefore stopp’st thou me? 

The Bridegroom’s doors are open’d wide. 
And I am next of kin ; 

The guests are met, the feast is set : 

May’st hear the merry dm.’ 

He holds him with his skinny hand, 

‘ There was a ship,’ quoth he. 

‘Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!’ 
Eftsoons his hand dropt he. 

He holds him with his glittering eye — 

The Wedding-Guest stood still, 

And listens like a three years’ child : 

The Mariner hath his will. 
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The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 

He cannot choose but hear; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 

The bright-eyed Mariner. 

‘The ship was cheer’d, the harbour clear’d, 

Merrily did we drop 

Below the kirk, below the hill, 

Below the lighthouse top. 

"fhe Sun came up upon the left, 

Out of the sea came he! 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
\Vent down into the sea. 

Higher and higher every day, 

Till o\cr the mast at noon ’ 

The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast. 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 

The bride hath paced into the hall. 

Red as a rose is she; 

Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 

Yet he cannot choose but hear; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 

The biight-cyed Manner. 

‘And now the Stoim-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and stiong : 

He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 

And chased us south along. 


The Manner 
tells how the 
ship sailed 
southward v. ith 
a pood wind 
and fair 
weather, till 
it reached the 
Line. 


The Weddinp- 
fjuest hearetn 
the bn.ial 
music , but the 
Manner con 
tinucth his tale 


The ship drawn 
b\ a storm to- 
w ard the South 
Pole 
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With sloping masts and dipping prow, 

As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 

And forward bends his head. 

The ship drove fast, loud roar’d the blast. 
And southward aye we fled. 

And now there came both mist and snow. 
And it grew wondrous cold : 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

As giccn as emerald. 

The land of ice, And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Uid send a dismal sheen: 

no livinjr thinjT of mcn nof beasts we ken — 

■was to be seen. , ‘ 

The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was there, 

The ice was all around : 

It crack’d and growl’d, and roar'd and howl'd, 
Like noises in a swound ! 

Till a ^reat At length did cross an Albatross, 

Thorough the fog it came; 

As if it had been a Christian soul, 
and vsas re- We hail’d it in God’s name. 

with 

It ate the food it ne’er had eat, 

And round and round it flew. 

The ice did split with a thunder-f t ; 

The helmsman steer’d us through ! 

And lo' the And a good south wind sprung up beiiind ; 
p/mKhriiird The Albatioss did follow, 
an.f wloTe^h’ every day, for food or play, 

the ship as it Came to the mariners' hollo I 

returned north- 
ward through fog and floating ice. 
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In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 

It perch’d for vespers nine; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmer’d the white moonshine.* 


‘ God save thee, ancient Mariner, 

From the fiends, that plague thee thus! — 
Why look’st thou so ? ’ — ‘ With my crossbow 
I shot the Albatross. 


The ancient 
Mariner in- 
hospitably 
killeth the pious 
bird of good 
omen. 


Part II 

‘ The Sun now rose upon the right : 

Out of the sea came he. 

Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 

And the good south wind still blew behind. 
But no sweet bird did follow, 

Nor any day for Ood or play 
Came to the mariners’ hollo I 


And 1 had done a hellish thing, 

And it would work ’em woe: 

For all avert’d I had kill’d the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch 1 said they, the bird to slay. 
That made the breeze to blow ! 


His sbipmafps 
cry out against 
the ancient 
Manner for 
killing the bird 
of go^ luck. 


Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head. 
The glorious Sun uprist : 

Then all avert’d I had kill’d the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

’Tw'as right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 


But when the 
fog cleared off, 
thev justifs the 
same, and thus 
make them- 
sehes accom- 
plices in the 
crime. 
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The fair breeze 
continues ; the 
ship enters the 
Pacific Ocean, 
and sails north- 
ward, even till 
it reaches the 
Line 

The ship hath 
been suddenly 
becalmed 


And the Alba 
tross begins to 
be avenged. 


The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow follow’d free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

Down dropt the breeze, the sails diopt down, 
’T was sad as sad could be ; 

And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea ! 

All in a hot and coj)per sky, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast did stand, 

No bigger than the Moon. 

Day after day, day after day, 

We stuck, nor breath nor motion ; 

As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean. 

Water, water, evciywhcie, 

And all the boards did shrink ; 

Water, watei, e\ery where, 

Nor any drop to drink. 

The veiy deep did lot: O Chiist! 

That e\er this should be ! 

Yea, slimy things did ciawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 

About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-fires danced at night ; 

The water, like a witch’s oils. 

Burnt green, and blue, and white. 
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And some in dreams assured were 
Of the Spirit that plagued us so ; 
Nine fathom deep he had follow’d us 
From the land of mist and snow. 


A Spirit had 
followed them; 
one of the in- 
\ JsiVile inhabitF 
ants of this 
pl.inet, neither 
cJ( parted souls 
nor angels , con- 

cerning whom the learned Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopohtan, 
Michael Psellus, may he consult* d They are \ery numerous, and there is no 
climate or element without one or more 


And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was wither’d at the root ; 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 


Ah! well a-day 1 what evil looks 
Had I from old and young I 
Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung. 

Part III 

‘ There passed a weary time. Each thrOat 
Was parch’d, and glazed each eye. 

A weary time 1 a weary time ! 

How glazed each weary eye ! 

When looking westward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

At fust it seem’d a little speck, 

And then it seem’d a mist ; 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wi^'t. 

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist I 
And still it near'd and near’d : 

As if it dodged a water-sprite. 

It plunged, and tack’d, and veer’d. 


The ‘shipmates 
:n their sore 
distress, would 
fain throw the 
whole guilt on 
the ancient 
Manner in 
sign whereof 
th* y hang the 
dead sea-bird 
round his neck 


The an"" ent 
Mai iner be- 
hoKictli a sign 
m the ekmeut 
alar utf. 
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At its nearer 
approach, it 
seemetli him 
to be a ship , 
and at a dear 
ransom he 
freeth his 
speech from 
the bonds of 
thirst. 


A flash of joy , 


And horror 
follows For 
can It be a 
ship that comes 
onward without 
wmd or tide? 


It seemeth him 
but the skele- 
ton of a ship 


With throats unslaked, with black lips baked. 
We could nor laugh nor wail ; 

Tiirough utter drought all dumb we stood ! 

I bit my arm, I suck’d the blood. 

And cried, A sail ! a sail ! 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call ; 

Gramercy ! they for joy did giin. 

And all at once their breath drew in. 

As they were drinking all. 

See ! see ! (I cried) she tacks no more I 
Hither to work us weal — 

Without a bieeze, without a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel ! 

The western wave was all aflame. 

The day was wellnigh done ! 

Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad, bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

And straight the Sun was fleck’d with birs 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace !), 

As if through a dungeon-grate he jieei’d 
With bioad and burning face. 

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart ’oeat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears ! 

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun, 
Like restless gossameres? 
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Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate? 

And is that Woman all her crew ? 

Is that a Death ? and are there two ? 

Is Death that Woman’s mate? 

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 

Her locks were yellow as gold : 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she, 

Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 

The naked hulk alongside came, 

And the twain were casting dice; 

“The game is done ! I’ve won ! I’ve won ! ” 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out: 

At one stride comes the daik; 

With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea, 

Off shot the spectic-baik. 

W e listen’d and look’d sideways up ! 

Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My life-blood seem’d to sip ! 

The stars weie dim, and thick the night, 
Tlie steersman’s face by his lamp gleam’d whit( 
From the sails the dew did drip — 

Till clomb above the eastern bar 
The horned Moon, with one bright star 
Within the nether tip. 

One after one, by the star-dogg’d Moon, 
Too quick for groan or sigh, 

Each turn’d his face with a ghastly pang. 
And cursed me with his eye. 


And its ribs 
are seen as 
bars on the 
face of the 
setting Sun 
The Spectre- 
Woman and her 
Death-mate, 
and no other, 
on board the 
skeleton ship. 
Like vessel, 
like crew! 


Death and 
Life-m-Death 
have diced for 
the ship’s crew, 
and she (the 
latter) winneth 
the ancient 
Manner 
No twilight 
snthin the 
courts of the 
Sun 


At the rising 
of the Moon, 


One after 
another, 
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His shipmate* 
drop down 
dead. 


But Life-in- 
Death begins 
her work on 
the ancient 
Manner 


The Wedding- 
Guest feareth 
that a spirit 
IS talking to 
him. 


But th** an- 
cie’,t M. inner 
as-,ureth hiin 
of his bodily 
life, and pro- 
ceeds li to re- 
'a^e his liorrible 
penance. 


He despieeih 
the creatures of 
the calm. 


And envieth 
that they 
should Ine, 
and so many 
lie dead 
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Four times fifty living men 
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan), 

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 

They dropp'd down one by one. 

The souls did from their bodies fly — 
They fled to bliss or woe ! 

And every soul, it pass’d me by 
Like the whizz of my crossbow ! * 

Part IV 

‘ I fear thee, ancient Mariner ! 

I fear thy skinny hand ! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 
As is the ribb’d sea-sand. 

I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 

And thy skinny hand so brown.’ — 

‘Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Gue'^t ' 
This body dropt not down. 

Alone, alone, all, all alone, 

Alone on a w.de, wide sea ! 

And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 

The many men, so beautiful 1 
And they all dead did He : 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on ; and so did I. 

I look’d upon the rotting sea. 

And drew my eyes away ; 

I look’d upon the rotting deck, 

And there the dead men lay. 
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I look’d to heaven, and tried to pray ; 

But or ever a prayer had gusht, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 
My heart as dry as dust. 

I closed my lids, and kept them close, 

And the balls like pulses beat; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky, 

Lay like a load on my weary eye. 

And the dead were at my feet. 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 

Nor rot nor reek did they: 

The look with which they look’d on me 
Had never pass’d away. 

An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 
A spii it from on high ; 

But oh ! more horrible than that 
Is the cuise in a dead man’s eye! 

Se\en days, seven nights, I saw tiiat curse. 

And yet I could not die. 

The moving Moon went up the sky, 

And nowhere did abide ; 

Softly she was going up, 

And a stai or two beside — 

stars that still sojourn, >Pt still ni<)\f onward, and e\erA 
bt lunj'S to tlu-ni, and is thou appointed lest and their iiatut toan'it\ an i tin i’ 
own natural homes, which the> enter unaimouncetl as lordj that arc ccitamiv 
expected, and >et theic is a silent jo> at their airual. 


But thr curse 
Iiveth for him 
in the e\p of the 
dead mea. 


In his loneli 
ntss and 
fixedness he 
) eainetli 
tuwai ds the 

JOUtIR \ t j 

Moon' an i ti, 


Hei beams bemock’d the sultiy main. 
Like Apiil hoar-frost spread; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay, 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 
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Bv the light 
of the Moon 
he l)eholdcth 
God’s crea- 
tures oi the 
great calm. 


Their beauty 
and their 
happiness 


He blesseth 
them in his 
heart. 


The spell 
begins to 
break. 


By grace of 
theTioIy 
Mother, the 
anc.ent 
Mariner is 
refreshed 
*iib ram. 
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Beyond the shadow of the ship, 

I watch’d the water-snakes ; 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 
And when they rear'd, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 
I watch’d their rich attire : 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coil’d and swam; and every tiack 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

0 happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare ; 

A spring of love gush’d from my heart, 
And I bless’d them unaware : 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I bless’d them unaware. 

The selfsame moment I could pray ; 

And from my neck so free 
The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea. 

Part V 

* O sleep ! it is a gentle thing, 

Beloved from pole to jjole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given ! 

She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 

The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remain’d, 

1 dreamt that they were fill’d with dew ; 
And when I awoke, it rain’d. 
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My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 

My garments all were dank; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 

And still my body drank. 

I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 

I was so light — almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep, 

And was a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind : 

It did not come anear; 

But with its sound it shook the sails, 

That were so thin and sere. 

Th.e upper air burst into life; 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen ; 

To and fro they were hurried about! 

And to and fro, and in and out, 

'riie wan stars danced between. 

And the coming wind did roar more loud, 
And the sails did sigh like sedge; 

And the rain pourM down from one black cloud 
The Moon was at its edge. 

'riie thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side ; 

Like waters shot from some high ciag. 

The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

'Fhe loud wind never reach’d the ship, 

Yet now the ship moved on ! 

Beneath the lightning and the Moon 
I'he dead men gave a groan. 


He heareth 
sounds and 
se«“th stranfje 
sijjhts and 
c ommotions 
in tlif* sky and 
the elen-ient 


The bodies of 
the ship's crc» 
art- inspin d, 
and the ship 
iiJo\ es on ; 
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But not by 
the souls of 
the nien, nor 
by demons of 
earth or muMIe 
air, but b) a 
blessed noop 
of anjjf lie 
spirits sent 
down In ih'* 
iiuotatioii of 
tlie jTuarJidii 

saint 


They groan’d, they stirr’d, they all upiose, 
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes ; 

It had been strange, even in a dream, 

To have seen those dead men rise. 

The helmsman steer’d, the ship moved on ; 
Yet never a breeze up-blew ; 

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes, 

Where they were wont to do ; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools — 
We were a ghastly crew. 

The body of my brother’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee : 

Tlie body and I pull’d at one rope, 

But he said naught to me.’ 

‘ I fear thee, ancient Mariner ! ’ 

‘Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest: 

’Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 

Which to their corses came again, 

Bat a troop of spirits blest; 

Foi when it dawn’d — they dropp’d their aims. 
And cluster’d round the mast ; 

Sweet sounds lose slowly through then mouths, 
And from them bodies jatss’d. 

Around, aiound, flew each sw'eet sound, 

I’iien darted to the Sun ; 

Slow'ly the sounds came back again, 

Now mix’d, now one by one. 

Sometimes a-dro])pipg fiom the sky 
I heard the skylark sing; 

Sometimes all little biids that are, 

Idow they seem’d to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning ! 
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And now ’twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute; 

And now it is an angel’s song, 

That makes the Heavens be mute. 

It ceased; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 

Till noon we quietly sail’d on, 

Yet never a breeze did breathe : 

Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 
Moved onward from beneath. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep, 

Fiom the land of mist and snow, 

The Spirit slid : and it was he 
That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 

The Sun, right up above the mast, 

Had fix’d her to the ocean : 

But in a minute she ’gan stir. 

With a short uneasy motion — 
Backwaids and forwards half her length 
With a shoit uneasy motion. 

Then like a pawing horse let go, 

She made a sudden bound: 

It hung the blood into my head, 

And I fell down in a swound. 
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The Tolar 
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How long in that same fit I lay, 

I have not to declare; 

But ere my living life return’d, 

^ heard, and in my soul 
Two voices in the air. 

“Is it he?” quoth one, “is this the man 
By Him who died on cross, 

Witli his cruel bow he laid full low 
The harmless Albatross. 

Tlie Spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow. 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him vvith his bow.” 


The other was a softer voice. 

As soft as honey-dew ; 

Quoth he, “The man hath penance done, 
And penance more will do.” 


Part VI 
First Foist : 

‘ “But tell me, tell me! speak again. 
Thy soft response renewing — 

What makes that ship drive on so fast ? 
^Vhat IS the Ocean doing : ” 

Second Voice : 

“ Still as a slave before his lord. 

The Ocean hath no blast ; 

His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the Moon is cast — 
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If he may know which way to go; 

For she guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see ! how graciously 
She looketh down on him.” 

First Voice : 

'‘But why drives on that ship so fast. 
Without or wave or wind ? ” 

Second V olce : 

“The air is cut away before. 

And closes from behind. 

Fly, bi other, fly! more high, more high! 
Or we sliall be belated : 
h'or slow and slow that ship will go, 
When the Marinei’s trance is abated.’ 


Tlie Marintr 
hath been CL.st 
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I woke, and we weie sailing on 
As in a gentle weather: 

Twas night, calm night, the Moon was high ; 
ddie dead men stood togetiitr. 

All stood together on the deck, 
hor a chainel-dungeon fitter: 

All fix’d on me their stony eyes, 

Tliat in the Moon did glitter. 

The juing, the cur^e, with which they died, 
Had never pass’d away : 

1 could not diaw my eyes from theirs, 

Nor tuin tliem up to pray. 

And now this sjtell was snapt; once more 
1 viewed the ocean green, 

And look’d far foith, yet little saw 
Of what had else been seen — 
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AnJ thf ancient 
Mariner be 
hokleih his 
Qj.tue country. 


Like one that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turn’d round, walks on, 
And turns no more his head ; 

Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Noi sound nor motion made ; 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 

It raised my hair, it fann’d my check 
Like a meadow-gale of spring — 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 

Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

Swiftly, swiftly fiew the shij). 

Yet she sail’d softly too ; 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze — 

On me alone it blew. 

O dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The hghthou-e top I see ? 

Is this the hill ? is this the kirk ? 

Is this mine own countree ? 

We diifted o'er the harboui-bar, 

And I with sobs did pray— 

O let me be awake, my God ! 

Or let me sleej> alway. 

The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 

So smoothly it was stiewn ! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay, 

And the shado\y of the Moon. 
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The rock shone bright, the kirk, no less 
That stands above the rock : 

The moonlight steep’d in silentness 
The steady weathercock. 

And the bay was white with silent light 
Till rising from the same, 

Full many sliapes, that shadows were, 

In crimson colours came. 

A little distance from the piow 
Those crimson shadows were ; 

1 tern'd my eyes upon the deck — 

0 Christ! what saw I theie! 

Each coise lay flat, lifeless and flat. 
And, by the holy rood I 
A man all light, a seraph-man, 

On e\ery corse there stood. 

This seraph-band, each waved his hand; 
It w'as a iieavenly siglit ' 

They stood as signals to the land, 

Each one a lovely light ; 

This seiaph-band, each wa\ed his hand. 
No voice did they impart — 

No voice; but O, the silence sank 
Like music on my heart. 

Bat soon I heard the dash of oars, 

1 lieard the Pilot’s chet‘r ; 

Mv head was turn’d perfoice away. 

And I saw a boat ajipear. 


The angelic 
spir.ts leave the 
dead bodies, 


And appear m 
their own forms 
of iight. 





SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 


Tiif Hermit 
ot the \\ ood 


Appronrh'^th 
the ship \\ iih 
wonder 


The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy, 

I heard them coming fast: 

Dear Lord in Heaven ! it wa'; a joy 
The dead men could not bla'^t. 

I saw a third — I heard his voice: 

It is the Hermit good ! 

He singeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. 

He’ll shrieve my soul, he’ll wash away 
The Albatross's blood. 

Part VII 

‘ This hermit good lives in that wood 
Vhich slojies down to the sea. 

How loudly his sweet voice he reais! 

He loves to talk with maiineres 
That come fiom a far countree. 

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve — 
He hath a cushion plump : 

It is the moss that wholly hides 
The rotted old oak-stump. 

The skifT-boat near’d ; I heard them talk, 
“Why, this is stiange, I trow! 

Where are those lights so many and fair, 
That signal made but now ? ” 

“Strange, by my faith ! ” the Hcimit said 
“And they answer’d not our cheer! 

The planks look warj/d ! and sec those sails 
How thin they arc and seie’ 

I never saw aught like to them, 

I'^nlcss pei chance it were 


646 



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 


Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along; 

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 
That eats the she-wolfs young.’^ 

“ Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look — 
(The Pilot made reply) 

I am a-fear’d.” — “Push on, push on!” 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 

The boat came closer to the ship, 

But I nor spake nor stirr’d ; 

The boat came close beneath the ship. 
And straight a sound was heard. 


Under the water it rumbled on. 

Still louder and more dread : 

It leach’d the ship, it split the bay; 

The ship went down like lead. 

Stunn’d by that loud and dreadful sound. 
Which sky and ocean smote. 

Like one that hath been seven days diown’d 
My body lay afioat; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot’s boat. 


Tiip sbip sui- 
dvnl> stnketh 


The anc .-pt 
Mar'ner !■> 
s.'i\ L-'l m the 
Pilut'a boat 


Upon the whirl, where sank the ship. 
The boat spun round and round ; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I moved my lips — the Pilot shriek’d 
And fell down in a fit ; 

The holy Hermit laised his eyes. 

And piity’d where he did sit. 
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I took the oars : the Pilot’s boy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laugh’d loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and fro. 

“ Ha ! ha ! ” quoth he, “ full plain I see 
The Devil knows how to row.” 
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And now, all in my own countree, 

I stood on the hrm land ! 

The Heimit stepp'd forth from the boat, 
And scaiccly he could stand. 

“O shrievc me, shiieve me, holy man!” 
Tlie Hermit cross’d his biow. 

“ Say quick.” quoth he, “ I bid thee say — ■ 
What manner of man ait thou?” 

Foithwith this frame of mine was wiench'd 
With a wofu! agony, 

Which forced me to begin my tale ; 

And then it left me fiee. 


Am’ ever 
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Since then, at .tn uncertain hour, 

That agony rctuins: 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 

This heart wnthin me bums. 

I ju^s, like night, from land to land; 

I ha\e stiange power of speech; 

I'hat moment that his face I see, 

1 know the man that must hear me: 

To him my tale I uaeh. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door I 
The wedding-guests are there : 

But in the garden-bower the bride 
And bride-maids singing are: 
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And hark, the little vesper bell, 

Whicli biddeth me to prayer! 

O Wedding-Guest I this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide, wide sea : 

So lonely ’twas, that God Himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 

O sweeter tlian the man iage-feast, 

’Tis sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kiik 
With a goodly company ! — 

To walk together to the kiik, 

And all together pi ay. 

While each to hl^ gieat Father bends. 

Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay ! 

Faiewell, faiewell! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest 1 
He praycth well, who hneth well 
Both man and bud and beast. 

He praycth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small ; 

For the dear God w'ho loveth us, 

He made and loveth all.’ 

The Manner, whose eye is bright, 

Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone : and now the Wedding-Guest 
Turn’d from the bridegroom’s door. 

He went like one that hath been stunn’d, 
And is of sense forlorn ; 

A sadder and a wiser man 
He lose the morrow morn. 

\ 3 
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fyc. Kuhla Khan 

TN Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 

Where Alph, the sacred liver, ran 
Through caverns measuieless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were giidled round : 

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills 
Wlieie blossom’d many an incense-bearing tiee; 

And here were forests ancient as the hills, 

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But O. that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover ! 

A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

Bv womaij wailing foi her demon-lo\erl 

And fiom this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 

As if this earth in last thick pants were bjcathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced ; 

Amid whose swilt half-intermittcd burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Ui chaffy grain beneath the thiesher’s flail : 

And ’mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

}’i\e miles meandering with a mazy motion 
I’hrough wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reach’d the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean ; 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying 
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The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 

Wlicre was heard the mingled measure 
F]om the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice I 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid. 

And on her dulcimer she play’d. 
Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me, 

Her symphony and song. 

To such a deep delight ’twould win me. 
That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in aii, 

That sunny dome I tho^e caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them theie, 
And all should cry, Beware ! Beware 1 
FI is flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 

Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy diead, 
For lie on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 




Love 


ALL thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
^ Whatever stirs this moital frame, 

All are but ministers of Love, 

And feed Jiis sacred flame. 
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Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o’er again that hapjiy hour, 

AVhen midway on the mount I lay. 
Beside the ruin’d tower. 

Tlie moonshine, stealing o’er the scene, 
Dad blended with the lights of e\e ; 
And slie was there, my hope, my joy. 
My own dear Genevieve ! 

She lean’d against the armed man, 

Tl'ic statue t)f the armed Knight ; 

She stood and listen’d to my lay 
Amid the hngeiing light. 

Few. SOI rows hath siie of her own, 

M) hope! my joy! my Genevic\e! 
She loves me best whene’er I sing 

The songs that make her giieve, 

I play’d a soft and doleful air ; 

I sang an old and moving story — ■ 

An old rude song, that suited well 
That rum wild and hoary. 

She listen’d with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew I could not choose 
But gaze uj'on her face. 

I told her of the Knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 

And that for ten long years he woo’d 
The Lady of the Land. 
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I told her how he pined : and ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang anpther^s love, 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen’d with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her face ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he cross’d the mountain-wood‘s. 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den. 

And sometimes from the darksome shade. 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glade — 

There came and look’d him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And tliat he knew it was a Fiend, 

This miserable Knight ! 

And that, unknowing what he did. 

He leap’d amid a murderous band. 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; — 

And how she wept and clasp’d his knees 
And how she tended him in vain — 

And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that ciazed his brain; — 
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And that she nursed him in a cave ; 
And how his madness went away, 
WHien on the yellow forest Iea\es 
A dying man he lay ; — 

His dying words — but when I i cach’d 
That tendercst strain of all the ditty. 
My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Distuib’d her soul with* pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thiill’d my guileless Genevieve; 
The music and the doleful tale, 

The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hojx*. 
An undistinguishable throng, 

And gentle wishes long subdued, 
Subdued and cherish’d long ! 

She wept with pity and delight, 

She blush’d with love and viigin siinme 
And like tive inuimur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepp’d a^ide. 
As conscious of my look she stejit — 
Then suddenly, with timorous eye 
blie lied to me and wept. 

She half enclosed me with her arms. 
She press’d me with a meek cmbiace; 
And bending back her head, look’d up, 
And gazed upon my fact. 
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’Twas partly love, and partly fear, 

And partly ’twas a bashful art, 

That I might rather feel, than see, 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calm’d her fears, and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 

My blight and beauteous Bride. 


^X2. Touth and Age 

T 7ERSE, a breeze ’mid blossoms straying, 

^ Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee — 
Both were mine! Life went a-maying 
With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 

When I was young ! 

When I was young ? — Ah, woful When ! 

Ah ! for the change ’twixt Now and Then ! 
This breathing house not built with hands, 
This body that does me grievous wrong. 

O’er aeiy cliffs and glittering sands. 

How lightly then it Hash’d along — 

Like those trim skiffs, unknown of \ ore, 

On winding lakes and ri\ers wide, 

That ask no aid of sail or oai, 

That fear no spite of w'ind or tide ! 

Naught cared this body for wind oi weather 
When Youth and I li\ed in t together. 

Flowers aie lo\ely! Love is Hower-like; 
Friendship is a sheltering tree; 
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O the joys, that came down shower-like, 

Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty, 

Ere I was old ! 

Ere I was old? Ah, woful Eie, 

Wliich tells me. Youth’s no longer here! 

0 Youth! for yeais so many and sweet, 

’Tis known that thou and I were one ; 

I'll think it but a fond conceit — 

It cannot be that thou ait gone ! 

Thy ves]>er-bell hath not yet toll’d — 

And thou uert aye a masker bold ! 

AVhat strange disguise hast now put on. 

To make belie\e that thou art gone? 

1 see these locks in silvery slips. 

This drooping gait, this altei’d size: 

But springtide blossoms on thy lips, 

And tears take sunshine from thine eyes ! 

Life is but thought : so think I will 
That Youth and I aie housemates still. 

Dew drops are the gems of morning. 

But the tears of mournful eve ! 

Where no hope is. life’s a warning 
That only serves to make us grieve, 

When we are old ! 
That only serves to make us grieve 
With oft and tedious taking-leave. 

Like some pooi nigh-related guest 
That may not rudely be dismist. 

Yet hath outstay’d his welcome while, 

And tells the jest without the smile. 
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Ttme^ Real and T7nagtnary 

AN ALLEGORY 

the wide level of a mountain’s head 
(1 knew not where, but ’twas some faery place), 
Their pinions, ostrich-like, for sails outspread, 

Two lovely children run an endless race, 

A sister and a brother ! 

This far outstripp’d the othef; 

Yet ever runs she with reverted face, 

And looks and h'^tens for the boy behind ; 

For he, alas ! is blind ! 

O’er rough and smooth with even step he jiass’d. 

And know'' not whether he be h'St or last. 


ll^ork without Hope 

ALL Nature seems at work. Slugs leave their lair — 
The bees are stirring — birds are on the wing — 
And Winter, slumbering in the open air, 

Wears on his smiling face a dream of Spring 1 
And I, the while, the sole unbusy thing, 

Nor honey make, nor j air, nor build, nor sing. 

Yet well I ken the banks where amaianths blow. 

Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow. 
Bloom, O ye amaranths ! bloom for w horn ye may. 

F or me ye bloom not ! Glide, rich streams, away ! 
With lips unbrighten’d, wreathless brow', I stroll : 

And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul ? 
Woik without Hope draws nectar in a sie\e, 

And Hope without an object cannot live. 
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GIycme*s Song 


A SUNNY shaft did I behold, 
Fiom sky to earth it slanted: 
And poised therein a bird so bold — 
Sweet bird, thou wert enchanted ! 


He sank, he rose, he twinkled, he troll'd 
Within* that shaft of sunny mist ; 

His eyes of fire, his beak of gold, 

All else of amethyst ! 


And thus he sang : ‘ Adieu ! adieu ! 
Lo^e’s dreams prove seldom true. 

The blossoms, they make no delay ; 
The sparking dew-diops will not stay. 
Sweet month of May, 

We must away ; 

Far, far away ! 

To-day ! to-day ! ’ 


ROBERT SOUTHEY 


His Books 

> 774 - 

ly A Y days among the Dead are past ; 

Around me I behold. 

Where’er these casual eyes aje cast. 

The mighty minds of old : 

My never-failing friends are they. 

With whom I converse day by day. 
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With them I take delight in weal 
And seek relief in woe ; 

And while I understand and feel 
How much to them I owe, 

My cheeks have often been bedew’d 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 

My thoughts are with the Dead; with them 
I live in long-past years, 

Their virtues love, their faults condemn, 
Partake their hopes and fears ; 

And fiom their lessons seek and find 
Instiuction with an humble mind. 

My hopes are with the Dead ; anon 
My place with them will be, 

And I uith them shall travel on 
Thiough all Futurity; 

Yet leaving here a name, I tru^t, 

That will not perish in the dust. 


WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR 

The J^LiiTs Latnent 

177, 

T LOVED him not; and yet now he is gone, 
* 1 feel I am alone. 

1 check’d him while he spoke ; yet, could he sp 
Alas ! 1 would not check. 

For reasons not to love him once I sought. 

And weaiied all my thought 
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To vex myself and him; I now would give 
My love, could he but live 
Who lately lived for me, and when he found 
’Twas vain, in holy ground 
He hid his face amid the shades of death. 

1 waste for him my breath 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine returns. 

And this lorn bosom burns 
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep. 

And waking me to weep 
Tears that had melted his soft heart: for years 
Wept he as bitter tears. 

‘ Merciful God ! ’ such was his latest prayer, 

‘ These may she never share ! * 

Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold 
Than daisies in the mould, 

Where children spell, athwart the churchyard gate, 
His name and life’s biief date. 

Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe’er you be, 

And, O, pray too for me 1 


St8. 


Rose Ajlnier 


AH, what avails the sceptred race ! 
Ah, what the form divine ! 
What every \irtue, every grace! 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 


Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and sighs 
I consecrate to tliee. 
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SS9> lanthe 

pROM you, lanthe, little troubles pass 
^ Like little ripples down a sunny river ; 
Your pleasures spring like daisies in the gras?. 
Cut down, and up again as blithe as ever. 

Twenty Tears hence 

' I AVENTY years hence my eyes may grow, 
If not quite dim, yet rather so ; 

Yet yours fiom others they shall know, 
Twenty years hence. 

Twenty years hence, though it may iiap 
That I be call’d to take a nap 
In a cool cell where thunder-clap 
Was never heard, 

Ther'e breathe but o'er my arch of grass 
A not too sadly sigh’d ‘Alas'* 

And I shall catcli, ere you can pass, 
d'hjt w'lnged word. 

Terse 

TDAST ruin’d Ihon Helen lues, 

Alcestis I'ises fr om the shades ; 

Verse calls them forth; ’tis vetse that gives 
Immortal youth to mortal maids. 

Soon shall Oblivion’s deepening veil 
Hide all the peopled lulls you see, 

The gay, the proud, while lovers har! 

These many summers you and me. 
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Troud H^ord joti never spoke 
T3R0UD word you never spoke, but you will speak 
Four not exempt from pride some future day. 
Resting on one white hand a warm wet cheek, 

Over my open volume you will say, 

‘ This man loved me ' — then rise and trip away. 

^ 6 1 . Resignation 

VyTHY, why repine, my pensi\e friend. 

At pleasures sli])p’d away ? 

Some the stern Fates will never lend, 

And all refuse to stay. 

I see the rainbow in tire sky. 

The dew ujron the grass ; 

1 see them, and I ask not why 
They glimmer or they pass. 

With folded aims I linger not 
To call them back; ’tweie \ain: 

In this, or in some other spot, 

1 know they’ll shine again. 

Mother^ T cannot mind 7ny IRheel 

ANOTHER, I cannot mind my wheel; 

My fingers ache, my lips are diy: 

O, if you felt the pain I feel ! 

But O, who ever felt as I ? 

No longer could 1 doubt him true — 

All other men may use deceit ; 

He always said my eyes were blue, 

And often swore my lips were sweet- 
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Autumn 

l^ILD is the parting year, and sweet 
The odour of the falling spray; 

Life passes on more rudely fleet, 

And balmless is its closing day. 

I wait its close, I court its gloom, 

But mourn that never must there fall 
Or on my bia^ast or on my tomb 

The tcai that would have soothed it al). 
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Remain ! 


O EM A IN, ah not in youth alone ! 

^ — ''Fho’ youth, where you are, long will 

But when my summer days aie gone. 

And my autumnal haste away. 

‘ Clin I be ahuays by your side ' * 

No; but the houis you can, you must, 

Nor rise at Deatli's a])proaching stride, 

Nor go when dust is gone to dust. 


y 67 . Absence 

T T F. R E. e\er since )ou went abroad, 

■*” If there be change, no change I see 
1 only walk our wonted road, 

The road is only walk'd by me. 


Yes; I forgot; a change there is — 

Was it of that you bade me tell ? 

1 catch at times, at times I miss 

The sight, the tone, I know so well. 
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Only two months since you stood here ? 

Two shortest months? Then tell me why 
Voices are harsher than they were. 

And tears are longer ere they dry. 

f6S. Of Clementina 

T N Clementina's artless mien 
Lucilla a^ks me what I see, 

And are the roses of sixteen 

Enough for me ? 

Lucilla asks, if that be all, 

Have I not cull’d as sweet before; 

Al. yes, Lucilla ! and their fall 
I still deplore. 

I now behold another scene. 

Where Pleasure beams with Heaven’s own ligh.t, 
More pure, more constant, more setene, 

And not less bright. 

Faith, on whose breast the Loves rejiose, 

Who'ie chain of flowers no force can se\er, 

And Modesty who, when she g(>es, 

Is gone for ever. 

lanthe^ s ^estion 

‘ T^O you remember me? or are you jiroud ? ^ 

I..ightly advancing thro’ her star-trimni’d crowd, 
lanthe said, and look’d into my eyes. 

‘ A _)rr, a yes to both ; for Memory 
Where you but once have been must ever be, 

And at your voice Pride from his throne must rise.’ 
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y70. On Catullus 

' I ’ELL me not what too well I know 
About the bard of Slrmio. 

Yes, in Thalia’s son 
Such stains there are — as when a Grace 
Sprinkles another’s laughing face 
With nectar, and runs on. 

f7i. Z>/m 

CTAND close around, ye Stygian set, 
With Dirce in one boat convey’d 1 
Or Charon, seeing, may fojget 
That he is old and she a shade. 

^Iclpbron and Cetic'fppe 

A N ancient chestnut’s blossom'^ threw 
Their hea\y odour ovei two: 

I .cucippe, it IS said, was^ one ; 

The other, then, was Alciphron. 

‘ Come, come ! why should we stand beneath 
This hollow tree’s unwholesome breath ? ’ 

S.iid Alcij^hron, ‘here’s not a blade 
Of grass or moss, and scanty shade. 

Come; it is just the hour to rove 
In the lone dingle shepherds lo\e; 

There, straight and tall, the hazel twig 
Oivides the crooked rock-held fig. 

O’er the blue pebbles where the nil 
In winter runs and may run still. 

Come then, while fresh and calm the air, 
And while the shepherds are not there.’ 
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Leuctppe. But I would rather go when they 
Sit round about and sing and play. 
Then why so hurry me ? for you 
Like play and song, and shepherds too. 

/Jlciphron. I like the shepherds very well, 

And song and play, as you can tell. 
But there is play, I sadly fear. 

And song I would not have you hear. 


Leurippe. What can it be ? What can it be ? 


Akiphron. 


Lfucippe, 

ALiphron. 

Leurippe. 

Alnphron. 

Leurippe. 


To you may none of them rc})eat 
The play that you have play'd with me, 
The song that made your bosom beat. 

Don’t keep your arm about my waist. 
Might you not stumble ? 

Well then, do. 

But why are we in all this haste ? 

To sing. 

Alas ! and not play too ^ 


Tears 

iTiany parti-colour’d years. 

Some hate crept on, and some have flown 
Since first before me fell those teais 
I ncter could see fall alone. 

Years, not so many, are to come. 

Years not so varied, when from you 
One more will fall : when, earned home, 

I see it not, nor hear Adieu. 
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X74* Separation 

'^HERE is a mountain and a wood between us. 

^ Where the lone shepherd and late bird have seen u 
Morning and noon and eventide repass. 

Between us now the mountain and the wood 
Seem standing darker than last year they stood, 

And say we must not cross — alas! alasl 


S7S* Leaves 

' I 'HE leaves are falling; so am I ; 

^ The few late flowers ha\e moisture in the eye 
So have I too. 

Scarcely on any bough is heaid 
Joyous, or even unjo)ous, bud 
The whole wood through. 

Winter may come: he bungs but nigher 
Hi" circle (yearly nai towing) to the fire 
Where old friends meet. 

Let him; now heaven is oveica^t. 

And spring and summer both are pa^t. 

And all things swctt. 


j 76 . Finis 

T STROVE with none, for none w'as worth my strite 
Natuic I loved and, next to Nature. Art; 

I warm'd both hands before the fire of life; 

It sinks, and I am ready to depait. 
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X77. The Old Familiar Faces 

T HAVE had playmates, I have had companions. 

In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days — 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have been laughing, I have been carousing. 

Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I loved a Lo\e once, fairest among women: 

Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man : 

Like an ingrate, I left my Iriend abruptly ; 

Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 

Ghost-Iike I paced round the haunts of my childhood, 
Earth seem’d a desert I was bound to traverse, 

SeeTving to find the old familiar faces. 

Fnend of mv bosom, thou moie than a brother. 

Why wert not thou born in my father’s dwelling ? 
bo might we talk of the old familiar faces — 

How some they hate died, and some they have left me. 
And some are taken from me ; all are dejiarted — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 
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^78. Hester 

maidens such as Hester die 
Their place ye may not weli suj 
Though ye among a thousand try 
With vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead. 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think, upon the wormy bed 
And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 

A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate, 

That flush’d her spirit ; 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall It call : if ’twas not pride, 

It was a joy to that allied, 

She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rale. 
Which doth the human feeling cool ; 

But she was train’d in Nature's school ; 
Nature had blest her. 

A w aking eye, a prying mind ; 

A heart that stirs, is haid to bind ; 

A hawk’s keen sight ye cannot blind *, 
Ye could not Hester. 

My sprightly neighbour ! gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore, 

Shall we not meet, as heretofore, 

Some summer morning — 
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When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet foie warning? 

On an Infant djf 'nig as soon as bom 

T SAW where in the shroud did link 
^ A curious frame of Nature’s woj k ; 

A lloweret crush’d in the bud, 

A nameless piece of Babyhood, 

Was in her cradle-coffin lying ; 

Extinct, with scarce the sense of dying : 

So soon to exchange the imprisoning womb 
For daiker closets of the tomb! 

She did but ope an eye, and })ut 
A clear beam forth, then straight up shut 
F or the long dark : ne’er more to see 
Through glasses of mortality. 

Riddle of destiny, w'ho can show 
What thy short \isit meant, or know 
What thy errand here below ? 

Shall we say that Nature blind 
Check’d her hand, and changed her mind, 

Just when she had exactly wrought 
A finish’d pattern without fault ? 

Could she flag, or could she tire, 

Or lack’d she the Promethean fre 

(With her nine moons’ long workings sicken’d) 

Tiiat should thy little limbs have tjuicken’d ? 

Limbs so Arm, they seem’d to assuic 

Life of health, and days mature: 

Woman’s self in miniature ! 
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Limbs so fair, they might supply 
(ThemseUes now but cold imagery) 

The sculj)tor to make Beauty by. 

Or did the stcrn-cyed Fate descry 
That babe or motlier, one must die ; 

So in mercy left the stock 
And cut the branch ; to save the shock 
Of young years widow’d, and the pain 
When single state comes back again 
To the lone man who, reft of wife, 
Thenceforward drags a maimed life ? 

The economy of Heaven is daik. 

And wisest clerks have miss’d the maik, 
Why human buds, like this, should fall, 

More brief than fly ejihemeral 

That has his day; while shrivell’d cioncs 

Stiffen with age to stocks and stones ; 

And crabbed use the conscience sears 
In sinners of an hundred years. 

Mother’s prattle, mother’s kiss, 

Baby fond, thou ne’er Wilt miss : 

Rites, which custom does impose, 

Silver bells, and baby clothes; 

Coral redder than those lips 
Which pale death did late eclij>se ; 

Music framed for infants’ glee. 

Whistle never tuned for thee; 

Thougli thou want’st not, thou shalt have the 
Loving hearts w'erc they which gave them. 
Let not one be missing ; nurse, 

See them laid u|X)n the heaise 
Of infant slam by doom perverse. 

W’hy should kings and nobles have 
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Pictured trophies to their grave, 
And we, churls, to thee deny 
Thy pretty toys with thee to he — 
A more harmless vanity ? 


THOMAS CAMPBELL 

ySo. Te 3Iarmers of KyiglanJ 

Manners of England 
That guard our nati\e seas! 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 
The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe ; 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ! 

While the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 

Shall start from every wave — 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave : 

Wheie Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ! 

While the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 
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Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below, 

As they roar on the shore. 

When the stormy winds do blow I 
When the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn ; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart 
And tlie star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow I 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 


/. The Battle of the Baltic 

/"NF Nelson and the North 

^ing the glorious day’s renown, 

When to battle fieice came forth 
All the might of Denmark’s crown, 

And her arms along the deep pioudly shone 
By each gun the lighted brand 
In a bold determined hand, 

And the Prince of ail tiie land 
Led them on. 
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Like leviathans afloat 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine, 

While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line: 

It was ten of Apiil mom by the chime: 

As they drifted on their path 
Theie was silence deep as death, 

And the boldest held his breath 
For a time. 

But the might of England flush’d 
To antici])ate the scene ; 

And her van the fleeter rush’d 
O’er the deadly space between : 

‘Hearts of oak!’ our captains ciied, when eacl) g. 

From its adamantine lips 

S])read a death-shade round the ships. 

Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 

Again ! again I again ! 

And the havoc did not slack, 

Till a feeble cheer tiie Dane 
To our cheering sent us back ; — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — 

Then ceased — and all is wail, 

As they strike the shatter’d sail, 

Or in conflagration pale 
Light the gloom. 

Out spoke the \ictor then 

As he hail’d them o’er the wave: 

‘Ye are brothers! ye aie men ! 

And we conquer but to save! — 
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So peace instead of death let us bring: 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet. 

With the crews, at England's feet, 

And make submission meet 
To our King.’ . . . 

Now joy, old England, raise ! 

For the tidings of thy might. 

By the festal cities’ blaze, 

Whilst the wine-cup shines in light ! 

And yet amidst that joy and upioar. 

Let us think of them that sleep 
Full many a fathom deep, 

'By thy wild and stoimy ''teep, 

EFInoie ! 

THOMAS MOORE 

The Toung May Moon 

1770- 1 <^53 

'"T^HE young May moon is beaming, love, 

The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love; 
How sweet to love 
Through Morna’s grove, 

Wlven the drow ^y world is dreaming, love 1 
Then awake! — the heavens look bright, my dear, 
’Tis never too late for delight, my dear ; 

And the best of all wa\s 
To lengthen our days 

Is to steal a few houis from the night, my deai I 

Now all the world is sletjiing, love, 

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love, 
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And I, whose star 
J*Iore glorious far 

Is the eye from that casement peeping, love. 

Then aw ake ! — till rise of sun, my dear, 

The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear, 

Or in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light 

He miglit ha})pen to take thee for one, my dear ! 


The fr 'ish Teasant to His Mistress 

'^H ROUGH gnef and tlirough danger tljy smile hath 
'*■ cheer’d my way, 

Till hope seem’d to bud fiom each thorn that lound me lay ; 
The darker our fortune, the blighter our })ure love burn’d, 
Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turn’d ; 

Yes, slave as I was, in thy aims my spirit felt fiee. 

And bless’d even the soriows that made me more dear to 
tiiee. 

Tiiy iival was honoui’d, while thou weit wrong’d and scorn’d; 
Ti.y crown was of briers, while gold her blows adoin’d; 
^he woo'd me to temples, whilst thou lay’st hid in caves; 
Her fi lends weie all masters, while thine, alas! were slaves; 
Yet cold in the earth, at thy feet, I would rather be 
Than wed what I loved not, or turn one thought from thee. 

Tiiey slander thee sorely, who say thy vows aie fiail — 
Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look’d less pale ! 
They say, too, so long thou hast worn those lingeiing chains. 
That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains : 
O, foul IS the slander! — no chain could that soul subdue — 
Wheie shineth thy spirit, there Liberty shinelh too! 
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y8^. The Tight of Other Toys 

/''~\FT, in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me : 

The smiles, the teais 
Of boyhood’s years, 

The words of love then spoken ; 

The eyes that shone, 

Now dimm’d and gone, 

Tlic cheerful hearts now broken ' 

Thus, in the stilly night. 

Ere slumber’s chain has bound me. 

Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days aiound me. 

"When I remember all 

Tlie friends, so link’d togetiier, 

Ihc seen around me fall 

Eike lea\cs in wintry weather, 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted. 

Whose lights are fled, 

Whose garlands dead. 

And all but he departed ! 

Thus, in the stilly night. 

Ere slumber’s chain ha« bound me 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 
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At the Mid Hour of Night 

A T tlic mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 
^ To the lone vale we loved, when life slione warm in 
tliine eye ; 

And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there, 
And tell me our lo\e is remember’d even in the sky. 

Then I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear, 
When our eoices commingling bieathed like one on the car; 
And as I'lcho far off thiough the vale my sad otison lolls, 
1 think, O my love! ’tis thy voice fiom the Kingdom 
of Souls 

I'aintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 

EDWARD THURLOW, LORD THURl.OW 

^86. May 

i 78 i-iSa«j 

Ayl AY ! queen of blossoms. 

And fulfilling flowers, 

With what pretty music 
Shall we charm the hours ? 

Wilt thou ha\e pipe and reed, 

Blown in the open mead ? 

Or to the lute give heed 
In the green bowers ? 

Thou hast no need of us. 

Or pij>e or wire ; 

Thou hast the golden bee 
Rijien’d with fire; 
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And many thousand more 
Songsters, that thee adore, 

Filling earth^s grassy floor 
With new desire. 

Thou hast thy mighty herds. 

Tame and free-livers; 

Doubt not, thy music too 
I n the deep rivers ; 

And the whole plumy flight 
Warbling the day and night — 

Up at the gates of light, 

See, the lark quivers ! 

EBENEZER ELLIOT 

y(?7. Battle Song 

i 78 i-i 8 ;q 

D ay, like our souls, is fiercely dajk; 

What then ? ’Tis day ! 

We sleep no more; the cock crows — haikl 
To arms ! away ! 

They come ! they come ! the knell is rung 
Of us or them ; 

Wide o’er their march the pomp is flung 
Of gold and gem. 

What collar’d hound of lawless sway^ 

To fimine dear — 

What pension’d slave of Attila, 

Leads in the rear ? 

Come they from Scythian wu'lds afar. 

Our blood to spill ? 

Wear they the livery of the Czar ? 

They do his will. 
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Nor tassclIM silk, nor epaulet, 

Nor plume, nor torse — 

No splendour gilds, all sternly met. 

Our foot and horse. 

But, dark and still, we inly glow. 

Condensed in ire ! 

Strike, tawdry slaves, and ye shall know 
Our gloom is fiie. 

In vain your pomp, ye evil powers, 

Insults the land ; 

Wrongs, vengeance, and the Cause arc ours, 
And God’s right hand ' 

Madmen ! tlicy trample into snakes 
The wormy clod ! 

Like fire, beneath their feet nw.tkcs 
The sword of God ! 

Behind, before, above, below, 

They rouse the b!a\c; 

Where'er they go, they make a foe. 

Or fnd a grave. 

X88. Tlahit 

T^ARK, deep, and cold the current flows 
Unto the sea where no wind blows. 
Seeking the land which no one knows. 

O'er its sad gloom still comes and goes 
The mingled wail of fiends and foes, 

Borne to the land w'hich no one knows. 

Why shrieks for help yon wretch, who goes 
With millions, from a woild of w'oes, 

Unto the land which no one knows ? 
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Though myriads go with him who goes, 
Alone he goes where no wind blows, 

Unto the land which no one knows. 

For all must go where no wind blows, 

And none can go for him who goes ; 

None, none return whence no one knows. 

Yet why should he who shrieking goes 
With millions, from a world of woes, 
Reunion seek with it or those? 

Alone with God, where no wind blows, 
And Death, his shadow — doom’d, he goes ; 
That God is there the shadow shows. 

O shoreless Deep, w'heie no wind blows! 
And thou, O Land which no one knows! 
That God is All, His shadow shows. 


ALLAN CUNNINGHAM 

fSp. The Sun rises bright in France 

1784-1843 

r^HE sun n-'CS bnght in France, 

And fair sets he ; 

But he has tint the blythe blink he had 
In my ain countree. 

O, It ’s nae my ain ruin 
That saddens aye my e’e, 

But the dear Mane 1 left behm* 

Wi’ sweet bairmes thiee. 

Z 3 


(Sp. unt] lost. 
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My lanely hearth burn’d bonnie^ 

And smiled my ain Marie; 
r\e left a’ my heart behin’ 

In my ain countree. 

The bud comes back to summer, 

And the blossom to the bee ; 

But I’ll win back, O never, 

To my ain countree. 

O, I am leal to high Heaven, 

Where soon I hope to be, 

An' there I’ll meet ye a’ soon 
b rae my am countree ! 

^po, Hame, Haim, Hame 

IJAML, ham., hame, O hame fain wad 1 be — 

0 hame, hame, hame, to my am countree ! 

When the flower is i’ the bud and the leaf on the trie, 
The larks shall sing me hame in my ain countree ; 

Hame. hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 

0 hame. hame, hame, to my am countree ' 

The gicen leaf o’ loyaltie 's beginning for to fa’. 

The bonnie White Rose it is withering an’ a’ ; 

But I’ll water ’t wT the blude of usur])ing tyrannie. 

An’ green it will graw m my ain countree. 

0, there ’s noclit now frae rum my country can save,, 

But the keys o’ kind heaven, to ojien the grave; 
d'hat a’ the noble martyrs w'ha died for loyaliie 
May rise again an’ fight for their am countiee. 
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The great now are gane, a* wha ventured to save, 

'"['he new grass is springing on the tap o’ their grave ; 
But the sun through the mirk blinks blythe in my e’e, 
‘ I’ll shine on ye yet in your ain countree.* 

Hame, hame, hame, O hame fain wad I be — 

O hame, hame, hame, to my am countree 1 

ygi. The Spring of the Tear 

ONE were but the winter cold. 

And gone were but the snow, 

I could sleep in the wild woods 
Wliere primroses blow. 

Cold *s the snow at my head. 

And cold at my feet; 

And the finger of death ’s at my e’en, 

Closing them to sleep. 

Let none tell my father 
Or my mother so dear, — 

I'll meet them both in heaven 
At the spring of the year. 

LEIGH HUNT 

"^enny kissed 31 e 

/ *784-1355 

T ENNY kiss’d me when we met, 

^ Jumping from the chair she sat in; 

Time, you thief, who love to get 
Sweets into your list, put that In ! 

Say I’m weary, say I’m sad, 

Say that health and wealth have miss’d me, 

Say I’m growing old, but add, 

Jenny kiss’d me. 
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fpj. Love and Age 

T PLAY’D with you ’mid cowslips blowing, 

^ When I was six and you were four ; 

When garlands weaving, flower-balls throwing, 
Were pleasures soon to please no more. 

Through groves and meads, o’er grass and heather, 
With little playmates, to and fio. 

We wandei ’d hand in hand together ; 

But that was sixty years ago. 

You grew a lovely roseate m.iiden, 

And still our early love was strong ; 
vStill with no care our days were laden, 

They glided joyou'^ly along; 

And I did love you \cry dearly, 

How dcaily words want power to show; 

I thought your heait was touch’d a?, neaily; 

Pj.t that was fifty years ago. 

Tljcn othei loveis came around )ou. 

Your beauty grew fiom yeai to ytar, 

And many a splendid cncle found }ou 
The centre of its glittering sphere. 

I saw you then, first vows forsaking, 

On rank and wealth your hand bestow ; 

O. then I thought my heart was bieaking ! — 

But that was foity years ago. 

And I lived on, to w'ed another : 

No cause she gave me to repine ; 
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And when I heard you were a mother, 

I did not wish the children mine. 

My own young flock, in fair progression, 

Made up a pleasant Christmas row : 

My joy in them was past expression ; 

But that was thirty years ago. 

You grew a matron plump and comely. 

You dwelt in fashion’s brightest blaze ; 

My earthly lot was far more homely ; 

But I too had my festal days. 

No merrier eyes have e\er glisten’d 

Aiound the heaith-stone’s wintry glow. 
Than when my youngest child was chiisten’d; 
But that was twenty years ago. 

Time pass’d. My eldest girl wa^ maiiied, 
And I am now a grandsire gra\ ; 

One pet of four yeais old I’\e cained 
Among the wnld-flower’d meads to play. 

In out old fields of childish pleasure. 

Where now, as then, the cow'slips> blow, 

She fills her basket’s ample measure ; 

And that is not ten years ago. 

But though first love's impassion’d blindness 
Has j)ass’d awniy in colder light, 

I still have thought of you with kindness. 

And shall do, till our last good-night. 

The evei -rolling silent hours 

Will bring a time we shall not know. 

When our young davs of gathering floweis 
Will be an hundred years ago. 
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^94- “The Grave of Love 

T DUG, beneath the cypress shade, 

What well might seem an elfin^s grave ; 
And every pledge in earth I laid, 

That erst thy false affection gave. 

I press’d them down the sod beneath ; 

I placed one mossy stone above ; 

And twined the rose’s fading wreath 
Around the sepulcliie of love. 

Frail as thy love, the flowers weie dead 
Ere yet the exening sun was sef : 

But yeais shall see tlie cy])ress s])rcad, 
Immutable as my regiet. 


Three 31 en cf Gotham 

0 EAMEN three ! What men be ye ? 

^ Gotham’s three wise men we be 
Whither in your bowl so free ? 

To rake the moon from out the sea. 

The bowl goes tiim. The moon doth shine. 
And our ballast is old wine. — 

And your ballast is old wine. 

Who art thou, so fast adrift ? 

1 am he they call Old Care. 

Heie on board we will thee lift. 

No : I may not enter theie. 

"Wherefore so? ’Tis Jove’s deciee, 

In a bowl Care may not be. — 

In a bowl Care may not be. 
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Fear ye not the waves that roll? 

No : in charmed bowl we swim. 

What the charm that floats the bowl ? 

Water may not pass the brim. 

The bowl goes trim. The moon doth shine. 
And our ballast is old wine. — 

And your ballast is old wine. 

CAROLINE SOUTHEY 
Sp(f. To 'Death 1787- 

, /^OME not in terrors clad, to claim 
An unresisting prey : 

Come like an evening shadow, Death ! 

So stealthil/, so silently ! 

And shut mine eyes, and steal my breath ; 
Then willingly, O willingly, 

With thee I’ll go away ! 

What need to clutch with iron grasp 
What gentlest touch may take ? 

What need with a‘'pect dark to scare, 

So awfully, so teiribly. 

The weaiy soul ’would haidly care. 

Call’d quietly, call’d tenderly, 

From thy dread power to bieak? 

’Tis not as when thou maikest out 
The young, the blest, the gay, 

The lo\ed, the loving — they who dream 
So happily, so hopefully ; 

Tlien haish thy kindest call may seem, 

And shrinkingly, reluctantly, 

The summon’d may obey. 
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But I have drunk enough of life — 

The cup assign’d to me 
Dash’d with a little sweet at best, 

So scantily, so scantily — 

To know full well that all the res*" 

More bitterly, moie bitterly, 

Diugg’d to the last will be. 

And I may live to pain some licarv 
Tliat kindly cares for me ; 

To pain, but not to bless. O Death! 

Come quietly — come lovingly — 

And shut mine eyes, and steal my bieath; 
Then willingly, O willingly, 
ril go away with, thee I 


GEORGE GORDON BYRON, LORD BYRON 

Sg7» fVhen we Two parted 

VyTHEN we two paited 
In silence and tears, 

Half bioken-hearted 
To se^er for years, 

Pale grew thy cheek and cold, 

Colder thy kiss ; 

Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 


The dew of the morning 
Sunk chill on my brow- - 
It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
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Tliy vows are all broken. 
And light is thy fame : 

I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 
A knell to mine ear ; 

A sliudder comes o’er me — 
Why wert thou so dear ? 

They know not I knew thee. 
Who knew thee too well : 

Long, long shall 1 rue thee, 
Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spiiit dcccne. 

If I should meet thee 
After long years. 

How sliould I gleet thee ? 
With silence and tears. 


T 9 8 . For Ulusic 

' I "'HERE be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee ; 

And like music on the wateis 
Is thy sweet >oice to me: 

When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean’s pausing, 

The waves he still and gleaming. 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming : 


689 



LORD BYRON 


And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her blight chain o’er the deep; 
Whose breast is gently heaving, 

As an infant’s asleep : 

So the spirit bows befoie thee, 

To listen and adore thee; 

With a full but soft emotion, 

Like the swell of Summer’s ocean. 

fpp. go no 7 nore a-rovi}ig 

OO, we’ll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night. 

Though the heart be still as loving. 

And the moon be still as bright. 

For the sword outwears its sheath. 

And the soul wears out the breast, 
And the heait must pause to breathe, 
And love itself have rest. 

Though the night was made for loiing, 
And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we’ll go no more a-roving 
By the ligljt of the moon. 

600, She vcalks m Beauty 

QHE walks in beauty, like the night 

Of cloudless climes and stariy skies 
And all that’s best of daik and briglit 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 



LORD BYRON 


One shade the more, one ray the less, 

Had half impair’d the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress, 

Or softly lightens o’er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet expre‘^s 

How puitf, how dear their dwelling-place. 
And on that cheek, and o’er tl'iat brow. 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose lo\e is innocent 1 

6oi. The Isles of G recce 

" I “"HE isles of Gieece! the isles of Greece 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
Where Delos rose, and PhtX'bus sprung I 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except tlieir sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse. 

The heio’s harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the fame your shores lefuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires* ‘ Islands of the Blest.* 

The mountains look on Marathon — 

And Maiathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’d that Greece might still be free ; 
For standing on the Persians’ gune, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 
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A king sate on the rocky brow 

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 

And men in nations ; — all were his ! 

He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they ? 

And where are they? and wliere art thou. 
My country? On thy \oiceIess shoie 
T-’lie heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no moiel 
And must tliy lyre, so long divine, 
Degenerate into hands like mine ? 

’Tis something in the dearth of fame. 
Though link’d among a fetter’d race, 

To feel at least a patriot’s shame, 
ll\en as I sing, suffuse my face; 

Foi wliat is left the jioct here ? 

Foi Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear. 

Must ive but weep o’er days more blest ? 

Must 'iv£ but blush? — Our fathers bled. 
Faith ! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but thice, 

To make a new Tliermo]>yIac ! 

What, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall. 

And answer, ‘Let one living head. 

But one, arise, — we come, we come 1 ‘ 

’d'ls but the hving who are dumb. 
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In vain — in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine I 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Scio’s vine ! 
Haik! rising to the ignoble call — 

How answers each bold Bacchanal ! 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet ; 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ? 

Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ? 

You have the letters Cadmus gave — 

Think ye he meant them for a sla^e? 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

We will not think of themes like these! 
It made Anacreon’s song divine: 

He served — but served Polycrates — 

A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tyrant of the Chei'^onese 

^Vas freedom’s best and biavest friend; 
1'hat tyiant was Miltiades ’ 

O that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind ! 

Such chains as his were suie to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

On bull’s rock, and Parga’s shoie. 
Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers boie; 

And theie, perhaps, some seed is sown. 
The Fleracleidan blood might own. 
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Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells ; 
In natne swords and native ranks 
The only hope of courage dwells : 

But Turkish force and Latin fraud 
ould break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the sliadc — 

I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid, 

My own the burning tc.ir-drop laves. 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Place me on Sunium’s maibled steep, 
Where nothing, sate the waves and I, 
M: ly hear our mutual niiirnuirs sweep ; 

Theie, swan-like, let me sing and die; 
A land of slates shall neVi be mine -- 
Dash down yon cu]> of Samian wine ! 


SIR AUBREY DE VERE 
602. The Children Band 

1785-1846 

A ll holy influences dwell within 

The bieast of Childhood; instincts fresh from God 
Insjare it, ere the heart beneath the rod 
Of giief hath bled, or caught the plague of sin. 

How mighty was that fervour which could win 
Its way to infant souls ! — and was the sod 
Of Palestine by infant Cioises trod; 

Like Joseph went they forth, or Benjamin, 
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In all their touching beauty to redeem ? 

And did their soft lips kiss the Sepulchre ? 

Alas ! the lovely pageant as a dream 

Faded ! They sank not through ignoble fear ; 
They felt not Moslem steel. By mountain, stream, 
In sands, in fens, they died — no mother near! 


CHARLES WOLFE 


6os» The Burial of Sir John Moore after 


Corunna 


OT a dium was heaid, not a funeral note, 
^ ^ As his coise to the ramjiart we hurried; 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’ei the gra' e wheie oar heio we buiied. 


We bulled him darkly at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning, 

B\ the stiugglmg moonbeam's misty light 
And the lanthorn dimly burning. 


No useless coffin enclosed his bieast. 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him; 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest 
With his martial cloak aiound him. 


I'ew and short weic the piaveis we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead. 
And we bitterly thought ol the morrow. 
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We thought, as we hollow’d his narrow bod 
And smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head, 
And we far away on the billow ! 

Lightly they’ll talk of the spiiit that’s gone, 

And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him — 

But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done 

When the clock struck the hour for retiring ; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing, 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fiesh and gory; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone. 

But we left him alone with his glory. 

604, To Mary 

T F I had thought thou couldst ha\e died, 

^ I might not weep for thee ; 

But I forgot, when by thy side, 

That thou couldst moital lie: 

It never through my mind had pa'-t 
The time would e’er be o’er, 

And I on thee should look my la^t. 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still ujjon that face I look, 

And think ’twill smile again ; 

And still the thought I will not brook, 

That I must look in vain. 
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But when I speak — tliou dost not say 
What thou ne’er left’st unsaid; 

And now I feel, as well I may, 

Sweet Mary, thou art dead ! 

If thou wouldst stay, e’en as thou art. 
All cold and all serene — 

I still might press tliy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been. 

While e’en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 
Thou seemest still mine own ; 

But there — I lay thee in thy gra\e, 

And I am now alone ! 

I do not tliink, where’er thou ait. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 

And I, j)erhaps, may soothe this heart 
In thinking too of thee : 

Yet there was round thee such a da%\n 
Of light ne’er seen Ix'forc, 

As fancy never could have diaun, 

And ne\ er can restoi e ! 


PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 


6oS’^ 


Hv7nri of TiVi 

^ 1:92-183.’ 

PJ'ROM the foiests and highland> 

W'e come, v e come ; 


I'rom the ri\ei-girt islands. 
Where loud w.ives are dumb. 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 
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The wind in the reeds and the rushes, 

The bees on the bells of thyme, 

The birds on the myrtle bushes, 

The cicale above in the lime, 

And the lizards below in the grass, 

Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was. 

Listening to my sweet pipings. 

Liquid Peneus was flowing, 

And all dark Tempe lay 
In Pelion’s shadow, outgi owing 
The light of the dying day, 

Speeded by my sweet jiipings. 

The Sileni and Sylvans and Fauns, 

And the Nymjihs of the woods and waves, 
To the edge of the moist river-lawns, 

And the bunk of the dewy caves, 

And all that did then attend and follow, 

Wete silent with Io\e, as you now, Apollo, 

With envy of my sweet pipings, 

I sang of the dancing stars, 

I sang of the dxdal earth, 

And of heaven, and the giant wars. 

And lo\e. and death, and birth. 

And then I changed my pijiings — 

Singing how down the \alc of Mxnalus 
I })ursued a maiden, and cLisp’d a reed : 
Gods and men, we are all deluded thus ; 

It breaks in our bosom, and then we bleed. 
All wept — as I think both ye now would, 

If envy or age had not frozen your blood — 

At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 
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606, 


The Invitation 

T)EST and brightest, come away! 

Fairer far than this fair Day, 
Which, like thee to those in sorrow. 
Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow 
To the rough Year just awake 
In its cradJe on the brake. 

The biightest hour of unborn Spring, 
Through the winter wandering. 

Found, it seems, the halcyon Morn 
To hoar Febunry born. 

Bending from heaven, in azure mirth, 

1 1 kiss’d the forehead of the Earth ; 

And smiled upon the silent sea ; 

And bade tlie frozen streams be free ; 
And waked to music all their lountain*:: ; 
And breathed upon the frozen mountains j 
And like a prophetess of May 
Strew'd flowers upon the bairen 'vvay, 
Making the wintry woild appear 
Like one on w'hom thou smilest. dear. 

Away, away, from men and towms. 

To the wnld wood and the downs — 

To the silent wilderness 
\\ here the soul need not repress 
Its music lest it should not find 
An echo in another’s mind. 

While the touch of Nature’s art 
Haimonizes heart to heait. 

1 leave this notice on my door 
For each accustom’d visitor* — 
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‘ I am gone into the fields 
To take what this sweet hour yields. 
Reflection, you may come to-morrow ; 
Sit by the fireside with Sonow. 

You with the unpaid bill, Despair, — 
You tiresome verse-reciter. Care, — 

I will pay you in the grave, — 

Death will listen to your stave. 
Expectation too, be ofT ! 

To-day is for itself enough. 

Hope, in j>ity, mock not Woe 
With smiles, nor follow where I go; 
Long Ivating lived on your sweet food. 
At lengtli I find one moment’s good 
After long pain : with all your love, 
This you never told me of.’ 

Radiant Si'^ter of the Day, 

Awake! arise! and come away! 

To the wild woods and the ])lains ; 
And the pools where winter r.iins 
Image all tlicir roof of lea\es; 

^Vheie the })ine its garland wwaves 
Of sapless green and ny dun 
Round stems that never kiss the sun ; 
Wliere tlie lawns and pastures be. 

And the sandliills of the sea : 

^Vhen the melting hoai-fiost wets 
Tlie daisy-star that never sets, 

And wind-flowers, and violets 
Which yet join not scent to luic, 
Crown the pale year weak and new j 
When the night is left behind 
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In the deep east, dun and blind, 

And the blue noon is over us, 

And the multitudinous 
Billows murmur at our feet 
Wheie the earth and ocean meet. 

And all things seem only one 
In the univeisal sun. 

607, Mel las 

' [ “'HE world’s great age begins anew, 

The golden years return, 

The eaith doth like a snake renew 
Her winter weeds outworn : 

Pleaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam 

Like wrecks of a dissolving dream. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 
F rom waves serener far ; 

A new Peneus rolls his fountains 
Against the morning star; 

Where fairer Temjtes bloom, there sleep 

Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep. 

A Icftier Argo clea\es the main, 

Fraught with a later prize ; 

Another Orpheus sings again, 

And loxes, and weeps, and dies; 

A new Ulysses leaves once more 

Calyjiso lor hi:> native shoie. 

O write no more the tale of Tioy, 

If eartli Death's scioll must be — 

Nor mix with Laian rage the joy 
Which dawns upon the free. 
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608. 


7 - 


Although a subtler Sphinx renew 
Riddles of death Thebes ne\er knew. 

Another Athens shall arise, 

And to remoter time 
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies. 

The splendour of its prime ; 

And leave, if naught so bright may liv 
All earth can take or Heaven can give 

Saturn and Love their long repose 
Shall burst, more bright and good 
Than all who fell, than One who rose 
Than many unsubdued : 

Not gold, not blood, their altai dowel s 
But votive tears and symbol fowers. 

o cease ! must hate and death return ? 

Cease ! must men kill and die ? 
Cease ! dram not to its dregs the urn 
Of bitter proj;hecy ! 

The world is Weary of the past — 

O might It die or rest at last ! 


*ro a Skjlark 

T T AIL to thee, blithe spirit 
Bird thou never weit — 
That from heaven or near it 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpiemeditated art. 
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Hi^rher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest. 

Like a cloud of fire; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring et'er singest 

In the golden light’ning 
Of the sunken sun, 

O’er which clouds aie biight’ning, 

Thou dost float and run, 

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 

Like a star of heaven, 

In the broad daylight 

Thou ait unseen, but yet I liear ti'y shiill delight — 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere 

Whose intense lamp nairows 
In the white dawn clear, 

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 
With thy \oice is load. 

As, when night is baie, 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon lains out her beams, and hca\en is o\ei flaw'd, 

\Vhat thou art we know not; 

W hat is most like thee ? 

Funii rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see, 

A> fiom thy presence showers a rain of melody; — 
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Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is wi ought 

To symjiathy with hopes and fears it heeded not; 

Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 

Soothing her lo\e-laden 
Soul in secret hour 

With music sweet as lo\e, wliich overflows her bower : 

Like a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew. 

Scattering unbeholden 
Its aeiial hue 

Among the flowers and grass which screen it from the view 

Like a rose embower’d 
In its own gieen leaves. 

By warm winds deflower’d. 

Till the scent it gives 

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 

Rain-awaken’d floweis — 

All th at ever was 

Joyous and clear and fi esh — thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or biid. 

What sweet thoughts are thine; 

I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 
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Chorus hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chant, 

Match’d with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt — 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ? 

What fields, or waves, or mountains? 

What shapes of sky or plain? 

What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain ? 

With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be; 

Shadow of annoyance 
Neier came near thee; 

Thou lovest, but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 

Things more tiaie and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 

We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 

Oi;r sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Yet, if we could scorn 
Hate and pride and fear, 

If wc were things bora 
Not to shed a tear, 

1 know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 
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Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 

Better than all treasures 
Tliat in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, tliou scorner of the ground 

Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know ; 

Such harmonious madness 
From my hj)s would flow, 

The world should listen then, as 1 am listening no^ 


dop. 


The Moon 


A ND, like a dying lady lean and pale, 

AVho totters foith, wrapp’d in a gauzy teil, 
Out of lier chanibei, led by the insane 
And feeble wandeiings of her fading biain, 

The moon arose up in the muiky east 
A white and shapeless mass. 


Art thou }>ale for wxai incss 
Of climbing heaven and gazing on the eaith, 
Wand(.ring companionless 
Among the stais that have a diflerent buth. 
And ever changing, like a joyless eye 
That finds no object worth its constancy ? 
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6 10. Ode to the tVest tVind 

I 

WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s bein 
Thou from whose unseen presence the leives de- 
Are diiven like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 

Pest ilence-stnc ken multitudes ! O thou 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The winged seeds, where they he cold and low, 

Each like a coipse within its grave, until 
Tliine a/mie sister of the Spiing shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and ill! 

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in an 1 
With living hues and odours plain and lull; 

Wild Sjnrit, which ait moving everyvv'lieie ; 

Destio)er and pieservei ; heai, O hear! 


Thou on whose stieam, ’mid the steep ^ky’s commot: 

Loo-e clouds like eaith’s decaying Laves aie shed. 
Shook fiom the tangled boughs of heaven and oc.^n, 

Angels of lain and lightning! theie aie sii.e..d 
On the blue suiface of thine airy surge. 

Like the blight hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fieice ]Ma.’nad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height. 

The locks of the appioaching stoim. Thou dnge 
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Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst : O hear ! 


in 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dieams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay. 

Lull’d by tlie coil of his crystalline streams, 

Beside a pumice I'^le in Bai.e’s bay, 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All oicrgtown with azure mo-^s, and flowers 

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them ! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level poweis 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozv woods which w'ear 
The sajiless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear. 

And tremble and despoil themselves : O hear ! 

IV . 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and shaie 
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The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable ! if even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seem’d a \iv!on — I would ne'er have striven 

As tlius with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

O ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 

I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours ha'i chain’d and bow’d 
One too like thee — tameless, and swift, and pro.*d. 


V 

Make me thy lyre, even as the foiest is; 

What if my leaves are falling like its own ? 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deej) autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Sj'irit fierce, 
My spirit ! Be thou me. Impetuous one ! 

Diive my dead thoughts o\er the uni\erse. 

Like wither’d !ea\es, to quicken a new birth , 
And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an iinextinguish’d hearth 
Ashes and vpaiks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my ll}>s to unawaken’d earth 

The tioimpet of a prophecy ! O W ind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 
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611, The Tritifan Serenade 

T ARISE from dreams of thee 

In the first sweet sleep of night. 
When the winds arc breathing low, 
And the stars are shining briglit. 

I arise from dreams of thee, 

And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me — who knows how? 

To thy chamber wfindow. Sweet ’ 

The wandering airs they faint 

On the dark, the silent stream — 
And the Champak’s odours [pine] 

Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale's com]>lamt. 

It dies upon her heart. 

As I must on thine, 

0 belorcd as thou ait! 

O lift me from the glass! 

1 die! I faint! I fail! 

L(t thy love in ki'^ses rain 

On my lips and eyelids pale. 

Mv cheek is cold and white, alas! 

iNIy heart beats loud and fast : 

O jjress it to thine own again, 

Wlicre it will break at last 1 

612. JV/ght 

S WIFTLY walk over the western wave. 
Sjiirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cave, — 

Where, all the long and lone daylight, 
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Thou wo vest dreams of joy and fear 
Which make thee terrible and dear, — 

Swift be thy flight ! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey, 

Stardn wrought ! 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day ; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Then wander o’er city and sea and land, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand — 

Come, long-sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sigh’d for thee ; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 

And the weary Day turn’d to her rest. 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sigh’d for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

‘ Wouldst thou me ? ’ 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 
Murmur’d like a noontide bee, 

‘Shall I nestle near thy side? 

Wouldst thou me ? ’ — And I replied, 

‘ No, not thee ! 

Death will come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon — 

Sleep will come when thou art fled. 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, belovM Night — 

Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ' 
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6i^. From the Arabic 

AN IMITATION 

TV A Y faint spirit was sitting in the liglit 

IVl Qp looks, niy love; 

It panted for thee like the hind at noon 
For the brooks, my love. 

Thy barb, whose hoofs outspeed the tempest’s flight, 
Bore thee far from me ; 

My heart, for my weak feet were weary soon, 

Did companion thee. 

Ah ! fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed. 

Or the death they bear, 

The heart which tender thought clothes like a dove 
With the v\ings of care; 

In the battle, in the daikness, in the need, 

Shall mine cling to thee. 

Nor claim one smile for all the comfort, love, 

It may bring to ti.ee. 


6i^. Lines 

VVYHLN the lamj) is sh.ittcr’d, 

The light in the dust lies dead ; 
When the cloud is scatter’d, 

The rainbow’s glory is shed ; 

When the lute is broken, 

Sweet tones aie remember’d not; 

When the lips have spoken, 

Loved accents are soon forgot. 


As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute. 
The heart’s echoes render 
No song when the spirit is mute — 
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No song but sad dirges, 

Like the wind through a ruin’d cell, 

Or the mournful surges 
That ring the dead seaman’s knell. 

When hearts have once mingled, 

Love first leaves the well-built nest; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possest. 

O Love, who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here, 

Why choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier 

Its passions wiM rock thee, 

As tiie storms rock the ravens on high ; 

Bright reason will mock thee. 

Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 

When leaves fall and cold winds come. 


To 

O NE word is too often profaned 
F or me to profane it ; 

One feeling too falsely disdain'd 
For thee to disdain it; 

One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother; 

And pity fiom thee more dear 
Than that fiom another. 


A a 3 
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I can give not what men call love : 

But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the hcait lifts above 
And the heavens reject not, 

The desire of the moth for the star, 
Of the night for the nioiiow, 
Tile devotion to something afai 

From the spheie of oui soriou ? 


6i6, The St ion 

T DREAM’D that, as 1 wander’d by the way, 

^ Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spnng ; 

And gentle odours led my steps astray, 

Mix’d with a sound of waters mm muring 
Along a shelling bank of tuif, which lay 
Under a copse, and haidly dared to fling 
Its green aims round the bosom of the stieam, 

But kiss’d it and then fled, as thou mightest in dieam 

Ttieic grew pied wind-flowers and violets; 

Daises, those pearl’d Aicturi of the earth, 

The constellated flower that never sets; 

Faint oxhp? ; tender bluebells, at whose birth 
The sod scarce heaved; and tliat tall flower that wets — 
Like a child, half in tenderness and mirth — 

Its motlier’s face with heaven-collected tears 
When the low wind, its ])laymate’s voiCe, it heats. 

And in tlie w'aini hedge grew lush eglantine, 

Green cowbind and the moonhght-colour’d Ma), 

And cherry-blossoms, and white cujis whose win^ 

Was the bright dew yet drain’d not by the da^ ; 
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And wild roses, and ivy seipentine, 

With its dark buds and leaves wandering astray ; 
And dowers, azure, black, and streak’d with gold, 
Fairer than any waken’d eyes behold. 

And neaier to the river’s trembling edge 

Tliere grew broad flag-flowers, purple pi ank'd with whitt 
And starry river-buds among the sedge, 

And floating water-lilies, broad and bright, 

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 

With moonlight beams of then own watery light; 
And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep gieen 
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober she.n. 

Methought that of these Msionaiy flowers 
I made a no^^egay, bound in such a way 
That the same hues which in then natuial bcuers 
Were mingled or ojiposed, the like airay 
Kept these inijirison’d children of the Hours 
Within my hand; — and then, elate and g,iy, 

I hasten’d to the s])Ot whence 1 had come, 

Tiiat 1 might theie present it — O 1 to W'hom ? 


6 17* Ron Oise 

AWAY! tile mooi is daik beneath the niv/un, 

Rapid clouds hare diunk the last pale beam of even 
Away I the gatlieiing winds will call the daikness soon. 
And profoundest midnight shioud the serene light; c 
hearen. 

Pause not! the time is past I Frery \oice cues ‘Aw..} ! 

Teinjit nut with one List teai thy friend’" ungentle mooi 
I'hy lorei’seye, so glazed and cold, dates not entreat thy sta} 
Duty and deieliction guide thee back to solitude. 
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Away, away ! to thy sad and silent home ; 

Pour bitter tears on its desolated hearth ; 

Watch the dim shades as like ghosts they go and come, 

And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth. 

The leaves of wasted autumn woods shall float around 
thine head. 

The blooms of dewy Spring shall gleam beneath thy 
feet : 

But thy soul or this woild must fade in the frost that 
binds the dead, 

Ene midnight’s frown and morning’s smile, ere thou and 
peace, may meet. 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own repose, 

For the weat^ winds are silent, or the moon is in the 
deep ; 

Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows; 

Wiiatever motes or toils or grieves hath its appointed 
sleep. 

Thou in the grave shall rest : — yet, till the phantoms tlee. 

Which that house and heath and garden made dear to 
thee erewhile, 

T‘iy remembrance and ie])entance and deep musings are 
not free 

From the music of two voices, and tlie light of one 
sweet smile. 


Music, VC hen Soft Voices die 

TVylUSIC, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory; 
Odouis, w'hen sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 
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Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed ; 

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself shall slumber on. 


HEW AINSLIE 


IVilUe and Helen 


1792-1878 


‘ VJ^HAREFORE sou’d ye talk o’ love, 
Unless it be to pain us? 

Wliarefore sou’d ye talk o’ love 

Whan ye say the sea maun twain us ? ’ 


‘It’s no because my love is light. 
Nor for your angry deddy ; 

It’s a’ to buy ye peailms bnght. 
An’ to busk ye like a leddy. ’ 


‘O Willy, I can caiid an’ spin, 

Se ne’er can want for deedin’ ; 
An’ gin 1 hae my Willy’s heart, 

I hae a’ the peails I’m heedin’. 


‘Will it be time to piaise this cheek 
Whan years an’ tears has blench’d it: 
Will it be time to talk o’ love 

Whan cauld an’ care has (quench’d it ? ’ 


He’s laid ae han’ about her waist — 
The ither’s held to heaven; 

An’ his luik was like the luik o’ man 
Wha’s heait in twa is riven. 
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620, Burial of the Dead 

i7Q2-i8f'6 

T THOUGHT to meet no more, ^0 dreary stem’d 
Death’s interposing veil, and thou so puie, 

Thy place in Paradise 
Beyond where I could soar ; 

Friend of this worthless heart! but haj'pier thoughts 

Spring like unbidden violets from the sod, 

Where patiently tliou tak’st 
Thy sweet and sure rejiO-^e. 

The sliadows fall moie soothing: t!ie soft air 

Is full of cheen’ng whispers like thine own; 

^Vhlle Memory, by thy gi.oe, 

Lnts o’er thy funeial day; 

The deep knell dying down, the mourneis’ pause, 

Waiting their Sa\iour’s welcome at the gate. — 

Sure with the words of FIea\en 
Thy s>]>iiit met us there. 

And sought with us along th’ accustom'd way 

The hallow'd porch, and entering in, beheld 
The pageant of sad joy 
So dear to Faith and FI ope. 

O! hadst thou brought a strain fioni Paradise 

To cheer us, happy soul, thou hadst not touch’d 
The sacred springs of grief 
More tenderly and tiue, 
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Than those deep-warblcd anthems, high and low, 

Low as the grave, high as th’ Eternal Throne, 
Guiding through light and gloom 
Our mourning fancies wild, 

Till gently, like soft golden clouds at eve 

Around the western twilight, all subside 
Into a ])lacid faith, 

That c\cn with beaming eye 

Counts thy sad honours, cofhn, bier, and jiall ; 

So many relics of a fiail love lo'^t, 

So many tokens dear 
Of endless love begun. 

Listen! it is no dream: th’ Apostles* tiump 

Gives earnest of tli* Archangel’s; — calmly now, 
Our heaits }Ct beating high 
To that \ictorious lay 

(Most like a warrior’s, to the maitial dirge 

Of a true comrade), in the gra\e we tra^t 
Our treasure for awhile : 

And if a tear steal down. 

If human anguish o'er the shaded biow 

Pass shuddering, when the handful of jure eaith 
Touches the cotlin-lid ; 

If at our brothel’s name, 

Once and again the thought, ‘ for ever gore,’ 

Come o'er us like a cloud; yet, gentle sjaiglit. 
Thou turnest not away, 

Thou know’st us calm at heait. 
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One look, and we have seen our last of thee, 

Till we too sleep and our long sleep be o’er. 

O cleanse us, eie we view 
That countenance pure again, 

Tliou, who canst change the heart, and raise the dead 1 
As Thou art by to soothe our parting hour, 

Be ready when we meet, 

With Thy dear pardoning woids* 

JOHN CLARE 

621. JVritten in Northampton County 

Asjlum .793-.864 

T AM! yet what I am who cares, or knows? 

My friends forsake me like a memory lost. 

I am the self-consumer of my woes ; 

They lise and vanish, an oblnious host. 

Shadows oF life, w'hoi.e very soul is lost. 

And yet 1 am — 1 li\e — though 1 am toss’d 

Into the nothingness of scoin and noise. 

Into the living sea of w'aking dream. 

Where theie is neither sense of life, nor joys, 

But the huge shipwieck of my own esteem 
And all that ’s dear. Even those I loved the best 
Are strange — nay, they are stranger than the rest. 

1 long for scenes where man has never trod — 

For scenes where woman never smiled or W'ept — 
There to abide with my Creator, God, 

And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept, 

Full of high thoughts, unborn. So let me lie, — 
Tiie grass below; above, the vaulted sky. 



FELICIA DOROTHEA REMANS 


622, T>hge 

/^ALM on the bosom of thy God, 

F air spirit, rest thee now ! 

E’en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 
His seal was on thy brow. 


‘793-1835 


Dust, to Its narrtAv house beneath ! 

Soul, to Its place on high ' 

They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die. 


JOHN KEATS 


62^, Song oj the Indian Maid 


O 


I- ROM ‘LND\MI0N 

l'/9P-iS2' 

SORROW’ 

Why dost borrow 
The natutai hue of health, fiom \eimeil lips? — 

To give maiden blushes 
To the white lose bushes? 

Or is It thy dewy hand the daisy tips ? 


0 Sonow ! 

Wiiy dost borrow 

The lustious [.'assion fiom a falcon-eye? — 
To give the glow-worm light? 

Or, on a moonless night. 

To tinge, on siien sliores, the salt sea - spry ? 
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O Sorrow ! 

Why dost borrow 

The mellow ditties from a mourning tongue ? — 

To gi\e at evening pale 
Unto the nightingale, 

That thou mayst listen the cold dews among ? 

0 Sorrow ! 

Why dost borrow 

Heart's lightness from the mcniment of May? — 

A lover would not tread 
A cowslip on the head. 

Though he should dance fiom eve till ptep of day- 
Nor any droojiing flower 
Held sacred for thy bower, 

WhercACi he may spoit himself and j lay. 

To Sonow 

1 bade good moriow, 

And thought to lea^e her far away beliind ; 

But cheerly, cheerly, 

She lo\es me deaily; 

She is so constant to me, and so kind ; 

I would decei\e her, 

And so leave her. 

But ah ! she is so constant and so kind. 

Beneath my palm-tiees, by the ii\er ‘-ule, 

I sat a«weeping ; in the whole woild wide 
There was no one to ask me why I wej r, — 

And so I kept 

Brimming the water-liJy cups with teais 
Cold as my fears. 
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Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 

I sat a-weeping : what enamour’d bride,- 
Cheated by shadowy wooer from the clouds, 

But hides and shrouds 
Beneath dark palm-trees by a river side ^ 

And as I sat, over the light blue hills 
There came a noise of revellers : the nils 
Into the wide stream came of purple hue — 

’Twas Bacchus and his crew! 

The earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kissing cymbals made a merry dm — 

’T was Bacchus and his kin ! 

Like to a moving vintage down they came, 

C'rown’d with green leaves, and faces all on flame-, 
AH madly dancing through the pleasant valley. 

To scare thee, Melancholy! 

O then, O then, thou wast a simple name ! 

And I forgot thee, as the berried liolly 
By shepheids is forgotten, when in June 
Tall chestnuts keej) away the sun and moon : — 

I rush’d into the folly ! 

Within his car, aloft, young Bacchus stootl, 

Trilling his iv^-dart, in dancing mood, 

With sidelong laughing ; 

And little nils of crimson wine imbiued 
His ]>lunip white arms and shoulders’, enough v, h’*e 
For Venus’ pearly bite; 

And near him rode Silenus on his ass, 

Pelted with dowers as he on did pass 
Ti])sily cjuarting. 
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* Whence came ye, merry Damsels ! whence came 
So many, 3nd so many, and such glee ? 

Wily have ye left your bowers desolate, 

Your lutes, and gentler fate ? ’ — 

'We follow Bacchus! Bacchus on the wing, 
A-conquenng ! 

Bacchus, young Bacchus ! good or ill betide. 

We dance before him thorough kingdoms wide : — 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 
To our wild minstrelsy ! * 

* Whence came ye, jolly Satyrs ! whence came ye, 
So many, and so many, and such glee ? 

Why have ye left your forest haunts, why left 
Your nuts in oak-tiee cleft?’ — 

‘For wine, for wine we left our kernel tree; 

For wine we left our heath, and yellow brooms, 
And cold mushrooms ; 

For wine w'e follow Bacchus through the earth; 
Gieat god of bieathless cups and chirping mirth! 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 
To our mad minstielsy ! * 

0\er W'lde streams and mountains great we went. 
And, save when Bacchus kept his ivy tent, 
Onward the tigei and the leopard pants, 

With Asian elej'hants: 

Onward these myriads — with song and dance, 

With zebras striped, and sleek Arabians’ prance, 
Web-footed alligators, crocodiles, 

Beaiing ujion their scaly backs, in files, 

Plump infant laughers mimicking the coil 
Of seamen, and stout galley-rowers’ toil ; 



JOHN KEATS 


With toying oars and silken sails they glide, 

Nor care for wind and tide. 

Mounted on panthers* furs and lions’ manes, 
From rear to van they scour about the plains; 

A three days* journey in a moment done ; 

And always, at the rising of the sun. 

About the wilds they hunt with sj>ear and horn, 
On sjJeenful unicorn. 

I saw Osin" an Egypt kneel adown 

Before the vine-wreath crown ! 

I saw parch’d Abyssinia rouse and sing 
To the silver cymbals’ ring ' 

I saw the whelming vintage hotly pierce 
Old Tartary the fierce 1 
The kings of Ind their jewel-scejjtres vail, 

And from their treasures scatter ]H-ailed hail; 
Gieat Brahma from his mystic hea\en groans, 
And all his priestliood moans. 

Before young Bacchus’ eye-wink turning pale. 
Into these regions came I, following him. 
Sick-hearted, weaiy — so I took a whim 
To stray away into these foiests diear. 

Alone, without a peer : 

And I ha\e told thee all thou mayest hear. 

Young Stranger ! 

I've been a ranger 

In search of pleasure thiougliout every clime; 
Alas ! ’tis not for me ! 

Bewitch’d I sure must be. 

To lose in grieving all my maiden prime. 
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Come then, Sorrow, 

Sweetest Soirow! 

Like an own babe 1 nuisc thee on my breast; 
I thought to leave thee, 

And deceive fhce, 

But now of all the woild I love thee best. 

There is not one, 

No, no, not one 

But tliec to comfoit a poor lonely maid ; 

Thou ait her mother, 

And her brother. 

Her playmate, and her wooer in the sliade. 


Ode io a Nightingale 

A /T Y heart ache‘», and a diowsv numbiiobs jiains 

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunL 
Oi emptied some dull o])iate to the drams 

One minute just, and Lethe-wards had sunk ; 

Ti> not through envy of thy hajijiy lot, 

Ba^ being too haj'jry m thy haJ»J)mes^, 

Tiiat thou, hght-winged JDryad of the trees. 

In some melodious j-lot 
Ot bccuhen green, and shadous riuiiibei K • 

Sinot-st of sumiiKr m full-thtoatcd case. 

O for a di aught of vintage ' that hath been 
Cool’d a long age in the dceji-dehcd caiih, 

Tasting of Flora and the country-^ rten, 

Dance, and Piovencai song, and sunbuint ninth ! 
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O for a beaker full of the warm South ! 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the bum, 
And purple-stained mouth ; 

'rhat I might drink, and lca\e the woild unseen, 
And with tliee fade away into the forest dim; 


Fade far away, dissolie, and quite forget 

Whar thou among the leaves hast never known, 

Tiic w'eaimess, the fever, and the fret 

Heie, wiieie men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where jialsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs, 

Where youth glows pale, and sjiectre-thiD, and dies, 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed desjiairs ; 

Wiieie beauty Caimot keej) her lustrous e}es, 

Oi new Love jane at them beyond to-morrow 


Away! away! for I will lly to thee, 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his jiurds, 

But on the viewless wings of Foes), 

Thoegli the dull biain perplexes and letards : 

Ahead)’ witii thee! tender is the night, 

And haj>ly the (Juecn-Moon is on her tin one, 

Clu^tei'd aiound by all hei stairy Fa)s; 

But here theic is no light, 

Save w'liai fiom heaven is with the bieeze^ blown 
Thiough veiduious glooms and winding mossy wa)S. 

1 cannot see what flowers aie at nu feet, 

Noi what soft incense hangs uj'oa the boighs, 
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Bi!t, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ; 

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 

Fast-fading violets cover’d up in leaves; 

And mid-May’s eldest child, 

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 

Darkling I listen ; and for many a time 

I have been half in lo\c with easeful Death, 

Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 

To take into the air my quiet breath; 

Now more than e\er seems it iich to die, 

To cease upon the midnight with no ]\ain, 

While thou a;t pouring forth thy soul abioad 
In such an ecstasy ! 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I ha\e ears in vain — 

To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee down ; 

The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clowm : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

Thiough the sad heart of Ruth, when, siek for home, 
She stood in teais amid the alien corn; 

The same that ofttimes hath 
Charm’d magic ca^ements, opening on the foam 
Of })erilous sea^, in faery lands forlorn. 

Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
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Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu ! adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades : 

Was It a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music; — do I wake or sleep? 


<52 O^if on a Grecian Urn 

'^HOU still unravish’d bride of quietness, 

^ Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Tune, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme ; 
What leaf-fringed legimd haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
in Tempe or the dales of Aicady? 

Wliat men or gods aie these What maidens loth 
Wh t mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 

What pipes and timbiels? What wild ecstasy? 


Heaid melodies are sweet, but those unheaid 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d. 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone : 

FiUr youth, beneath the tiees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 

Bold Lover, ne\er, ne\er canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goal — yet, do not grie\e; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bli-s, 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 
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Ah, happ3% happy boughs ! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied. 

For ever piping songs for ever new; 

More happy love ! more happy, happy love ! 

For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd, 

F or ever panting and for ever young ; 

All breathing human passion far above, 

That leaves a heait high-sorrowful and eloy'd, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 


Wiio are these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To what green altar, O mysterious jiriest, 
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her silken flanks with garlands dicst? 
What little town by river or sea-shore. 

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 

Is emptied of its folk, this pious mom? 
And, little town, thy streets for cveimore 
Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e’er retmn. 


O Attic shape ! fair attitude ! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought. 

With forest branches and the trodden weed; 

Thou, silent form ! dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity. Cold Pastoral ! 

When old age shall this geneiation waste. 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
‘ Beauty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.’ 
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626. Ode to Tsjcbe 

GODDESS ! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
Ey sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 
And paidon that thy seciets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conched ear : 

Surely I dream’d to-day, or did I see 
The winged Psyche with awaken’d eyes ? 

I wander’d in a forest thoughtlessly, 

And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise. 

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 
In deepest grass, beneath the whisp’nng roof 
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there lan 
A brooklet, scarce espied ; 

’Mid hush’d, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eyed. 

Blue, silver-white, and budded Tynan, 

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass ; 

Their arms embraced, and their pinions too ; 

Their lijis touch’d not, but had not bade adieu, 

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber. 

And ready still past kisses to outnumber 
At tender eye-dawn of aurorcan love : 

The winged boy I knew ; 

But who wast thou, O hapj;y, happy dove '' 
liis Psyche true ! 

O latest-lxirn and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy ! 

Fairer than Phoebe’s sapphire-region’d star. 

Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky ; 

Faiier than these, though temple thou hast none. 

Nor altar heap’d with flowers ; 

Nor Virgin-choir to make delicious moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 
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No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 
From chain-swung censer teeming; 

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming. 

0 brightest ! though too late for antique vows, 

Too, too late for the fond believing lyre. 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 

Holy the air, the water, and the fire ; 

Yet even in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans. 

Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

1 see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired. 

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 

Upon the midnight hours ; 

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 
From swinged censer teeming: 

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming. 

Ye^, I will be thy priest, and build a Fine 
In some untrodden region of my mind. 

Where branchM thoughts, new grown with pleasant p.'Ui, 
Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind : 

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trees 
Fledge the wild-iidged mountains steep by steep; 

And there by ze]>hyrs, streams, and birds, and bee-. 
The moss-lam Dryads shall be lull’d to sleep ; 

And in the midst of this wide quietness 

A rosy sanctuary will I dress 

With the wreath’d trellis of a working brain. 

With buds, and bells, and stars without a name, 

With all the gardener Fancy e’er could feign, 

Who, breeding flowers, will never breed the same ; 
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And there shall be for thee all soft delight 
That shadowy thought can win, 

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night. 

To let the warm Love in ! 

627, To Autumn 

C EASON of mists and mellow fiuitfulness ! 

^ Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run ; 
To bend witli apples the moss’d cottage-trees, 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more. 

And still more, later flowers for the bees. 

Until they think warm days will neter cease, 

For Summer has o’er-biimm’d their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor. 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; 

Or cn a half-reap’d furiow sound asleep, 

D.'owsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers ; 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a bi ook ; 

Or by a cider-press, with patient look. 

Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of Spring ? Ay, where are they ? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, — 
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While baried clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue ; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mouin 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies ; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 
Hedge-crickets sing ; and now with treble soft 
The redbreast whistles fiom a garden-cioft ; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 


62S, Oc/e on IfhlanchoJy 

NT O, no ! go not to Lethe, neithei twist 
^ ^ Wolf’s-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous win 
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kist 
By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine ; 

Make not your rosary of yew-berries, 

Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be 
Your mournful Psyclie, nor the downy owd 
A partner in )our sorrow’s mvsteries; 

For sliade to shade will come too diowsily, 

And diown the wakeful anguish of the soul. 

But w'licn the melanclioly fit shall fall 

Sudden fiom hea\en like a weejang cloud, 

That fosters tJie drooji-headcd floweis all, 

And hides the gieen hill in an April shroud; 

Then glut thy sonow on a morning lose, 

Or on the lainbow of the salt sand-wa\e, 

Or on the wealth of globed peonies ; 

Oi if thy mistress some rich anger show's, 

Empiison her soft hand, and let her rave, 

And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes. 
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She dwells with Beauty — Beauty that must die; 

And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips 
Bidding adieu ; and aching Pleasure nigh, 

Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips: 

Ay, in the very temple of Delight 

Veil’d Melancholy has her sovran shrine, 

Though seen of none save him whose strenuous ton 
Can burst Joy’s grajje against his palate fine ; 

Piis soul shall taste the sadness of her might, 

And be among her cloudy trophies hung. 


62 p, Fulgment of an Oi/e to Mai a 

{IVrltten on May-Day^ iSlS) 

ly^OTHlIR of Hermes! and still jouthful Muia ! 
May I sing to thee 

As thou wast h)mned on the shores of Buia; ? 

Or may I woo thee 
In earlier Sicilian? or thy smiles 
Seek as they once were sought, in Gieciaa isle-, 

By balds who died content on j)leasant swaid, 
Leiuing great \erse unto a little clan? 

O give me their old vigour I and unheard 
Save of the c|uiet primrose, and the span 
Of heaven, and tew ears. 

Rounded b) thee, my song should die away 
Content as theiis, 

Rich in tlie simple woiship of a day. 
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Bar (is of Tassion and of Mirth 


Written on the Blank Pa^e before Beaumont and Fletcher 
Traft-Comedy ‘ The Fatr Maid of the Jnn ’ 

"D ARDS of Passion and of Mirth, 

Ye have left your souls on earth 1 
Have ye souls in heaven too, 

Double-lived in regions new ? 

Yes, and those of heaven commune 
W ith the sidieres of sun and moon ; 

With the noise of fountains wondious, 

And the parle of voices thund'ious; 

With the whisper of heaven’s trees 
And one another, in sott case 
Seated on Ely^an lawns 
Browsed by none but Dian’s fawns ; 

I’^nderncath large blue-bells tented, 

Where the daises are lose-scentcd, 

And the lose hciself has got 
Pei fume which on earth is not; 

Where the nightingale doth sing 
Not a senseless, tranced thing, 

But duine melodious tiaith ; 

Piiilobophic numbers smooth ; 

Tales and golden histories 
Of iicaven and its mysteries. 

Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ye live again; 

And the souls ye left behind you 
Teach us, here, the way to find you, 

Where your other souls are joying, 

Never slumbei’d, never cloying. 
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Here, your earth-born souls still speak 
To mortals, of their little week ; 

Of their sorrows and delights ; 

Of their passions and their spites ; 

Of tlieir glory and their shame ; 

What doth strengthen and what maim. 

Thus ye teach us, every day, 

Wisdom, though fled far away. 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 

Ye have left your souls on earth ! 

Ye have souls in heaven too, 

Double-lived in regions new I 

Fancy 

"CVER let the Fancy roam, 

^ Pleasure never is at home : 

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth, 

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth ; 

Then let winged Fancy wander 
Through the thought still spread be} oni her . 
Ojjen wide the mind’s cage-door, 

She’ll dait forth, and cloudward soar. 

O sweet Fancy! let her loose; 

Summer’s joys are spoilt by use, 

And the enjoying of the Spring 
Fades as does its blossoming : 

Autumn’s red-hpp’d fruitage too, 

Blushing through the mist and dew. 

Cloys with tasting : What do then :* 

Sit thee by the ingle, when 
The sear faggot blazes bright, 

Bb 
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Spirit of a winter’s night ; 

AVhcn the soundless earth is muffled, 

And the caked snow is shuffled 
F rom the ploughboy’s heavy shoon ; 

When the Night doth meet the Noon 
In a dark conspiiacy 
To banish Even from her sky. 

Sit thee there, and send abroad, 

With a mind self-oi erawed, 

Fancy, high-commission’d : — send her ! 

She has >assals to attend her; 

She will bring, in spite of frost. 

Beauties that the eaith hath lost; 

She will bring thee, all together, 

All delights of summer weather; 

All the buds and bells of May, 

From dewy swaid or thorny spray; 

All the heaped Autumn’*^ wealtli, 

With a still, m\ ''tenons stealth: 

She will mix these pleasures up 
Eike thiee lit wines in a cup, 

And thou shalt qu.ilf it : — thou shalt hear 
IJi'^tant har\ est-carols clear; 

Rustle of the leaj^ed corn; 

Sweet buds antheming the morn : 

And, in the same moment — haik ! 

’Ti^ the eaily A jail laik. 

Or the rooks, with busy caw. 

Foraging for sticks and straw. 

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 
The daisy and the marigold ; 
White-plumed lilies, and the first 
Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst ; 
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Shaded hyacinth, alway 
Sapphire queen of the mid-May ; 

And every leaf, and every flower 
Pearled with the self-same shower. 
Thou shalt see the fieldmouse peep 
iVleagre from its celled sleep ; 

And the snake all winter-thin 
Cast on sunny bank its skin ; 

Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see 
Hatching in the hawthorn-tree, 

When the hen-bird’s wing doth rest 
Quiet on her mossy nest ; 

I’hen the hurry and ala' m 
When the beehive casts its swarm ; 
Acorns ripe down-jiattenng 
Whnle the autumn breezes sing. 

O sweet Fancy ! let her loose ; 
E\ery thing is sjioilt by use: 

\Vhere ’s the cheek that doth not fade 
d’oo much gazed at ? \Vhere ’s the m 
Whose lip mature i-, ever new? 
Where’s the C3’e, however blue, 

Doth not weary ? Where ’s the face 
One would meet in every place? 
Where’s the voice, however soft. 

One would hear so veiy oft? 

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth 
Dike to bubbles when ram pelteth. 

Fet, then, winged Fancy find 
Thee a mistress to thy mind ; 
Dulcet-eyed as Ceies’ daughter. 

Ere the God of Toiment taught her 
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How to frown and how to chide ; 

With a waist and with a side 
White as Hebe’s, when her zone 
Slipt its golden clasp, and down 
Fell her kirtle to her feet, 

While she held the goblet sweet, 

And Jove grew languid. — Break the mesh 
Of the Fancy’s silken leash ; 

Quickly break her prison-string, 

And such joys as these she’ll bung. — 
Let the wingM Fancy roam, 

Pleasure never is at home. 


Stanzas 

T N a drear-nighted December, 

^ Too happy, ha])})y tree. 

Thy branches ne’er icmember 
Their green felicity : 

The north cannot undo them, 

With a sleety whistle thiough tliem 
Nor frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at the piime. 

In a drear-nighted December, 

Too ha]>py, hajipy brook, 

Thy babblings ne’er remember 
Apollo’s summer look ; 

But with a sweet forgetting. 

They stay their crystal fietting, 
Never, never petting 

About the frozen time. 
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Ah ! would ’twere so with many 
A gentle girl and boy ! 

But were there ever any 

Wiithed not at passed joy? 

To know the change and feci i% 

When there is none to heal it, 

Nor numbed sense to steal it, 

Was never said in rhyme. 

^33* Belle Bafne saus Alerci 

^ WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arm 

Alone and ])alcly loitering ? 

The sedge is wither'd from tlie lake, 

And no birds sing. 

‘ O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

8o haggard and so woe-begone ? 

7^he sqtnrrers granaiy is full. 

And the hanest’s done. 

‘ I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew; 

And on thy cheek a fading rose 
Fast withereth too.* 

‘ I met a lady in the meads. 

Full beautiful — a faery’s child, 

Fit. I li.iir was long, her foot was light. 

And her eyes were wild. 

‘1 made a gailand for her head. 

And bracelets too, and flagrant zone; 
She look’d at me as she did love. 

And made sweet moan. 
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‘ I se't her on my pacing steed 

And nothing else saw all day long, 

For sideways would she lean, and sing 
A faery's song. 

‘She found me roots of relish sweet. 

And honey wild and manna dew. 

And sure in language strange she said, 

‘‘ I love thee tiue! 

‘She took me to her eliln giot, 

And there she wept and sigh’d full sore ; 

And there I shut her wild, wild eyes 
With kisses four. 

‘ And there she lulled me aslecj'. 

And there I dream’d — Ah ! woe betide 

TiiC latest dream I ever di earn’d 
On the cold hill's side. 

* I saw pale kings and piinces too. 

Pale warriors, dt-th-pale were th.ey all ; 

Who cried — La belle Dame sans IVIlici 
H ath thee in thrall ! 

‘I saw their staiAed lips in the gloam 
With hoind warning gajicd wide, 

And I aw'oke and found me here 
On tile cold hill’s side. 

‘ And this is why I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake, 
And no birds sing.’ 

74a 



JOHN KEATS 


(^S4. On first looking into Chapman^ s Horner 

UCH have I travell’d in the realms of gold, 

^ And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; 

Round many western islands have I been 
Winch bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 

That dcep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne : 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold : 

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new jJanet swims into his ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacitic — and all his men 
Look’d at ea«h other with a wild surmise — 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

6^ y. H'^hen / have Fears that / 7nap^ cease to be 

\VYHEN I have fears that I may cease to be 
^ Befoie my pen has glean’d my teeming brain. 
Before high-piled books, in chaiact’ry, 

Hold like full gamers the full-ripen’d gram ; 

When I behold, upon the night’s stari’d face, 

Huge cloudy symbols of a high lomance. 

And feel that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance ; 

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour 1 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 

Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love ; — then on the shore 

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think, 

Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 


743 



JOHN KEATS 


To Sleep 

SOFT cmbalmer of the still midnight! 
Shutting with careful fingers and benign 
Our gloom-pleased eyes, embower’d from the light, 
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine ; 

O soothest Sleep ! if so it please thee, close, 

In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes„ 
Or wait the amen, ere thy poppy throws 
Aiound my bed its lulling charities; 

Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
l''^]>on my jnllow, breeding many woes ; 

Save me from curious conscience, that still lords 
Its strength for daikness, burrowing like a mole 
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards. 

And seal the hushed casket of my soul. 

6^7* Last Sonnet 

TORIGHT Star, would I were steadfast as thou art 
^ Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night, 
And vvatching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eiemite, 

The moving waters at their priest-like task 
Of j^ure ablution round earth’s human shores, 

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors — 

No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable. 

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast, 

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest. 

Still, still to hear her tendei -taken breath, 

And so live ever — or else swoon to death. 
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6^8, The Outlaw of Loch Lene 

FROM THE IRISH 

179^-18^9 

MANY a day have I made good ale in the glen. 

That came not of stream or malt, like the brewing 
of men : 

My bed was the ground ; my roof, the green-wood above ; 

And the wealth that I sought, one far kind glance from 
my Love. 

Alas ! on that night when the horses I drove from the field, 

That I was not near from terror my angel to shield ' 

She stretch’d forth her arms ; her mantle she Hung tu 
the wind, 

And swam o’er Loch Ler;e. her outlaw'd lover to find. 

O would that a freezing sleet-wing’d tempest did sweep. 

And I and my love were alone, far off on the deep ; 

I’d ask not a ship, or a baik, or a pinnace, to save — 

With her hand round my waist. I’d fear not the wir.i 01 
the wave. 


’Tis down by the lake where the wild tree fiinges its sider. 
The maid of my heart, my fair one of Hea\en resides: 

I think, as at e\e she winders its mazes among. 

The birds go to sleep by the sw'eet wild twibt of her song. 


Bb 
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'^00 solemn for day, too sweet for night, 

Come not in darkness, come not in light ; 
But come in some twilight interim, 

When the gloom is soft, and the light is dim. 


GEORGE BARLEY 
640, Soj/g 

1795-1846 

C WEET in her green dell the flower of beauty slumbers, 

^ Lull'd by the faint breezes sighing through her hair ; 

Sleeps she and hears not the melancholy numbers 
Breathed to my sad lute ^mid the lonely air. 

Down from the high clilTs the rivulet is teeming 

To wind round the willow banks that lure him from above: 

0 that in tears, from my rocky prison streaming, 

1 too could glide to the bower of my love ! 

Ah ! where the woodbines with sleepy arms have wound her, 
Opes she her eyelids at the dream of my lay, 

Listening, like the dove, while the fountains echo lound her, 
To her lost mate’s call in the forests far away. 

Come then, my bird! For the peace thou ever bearest, 
Still Heaven’s messenger of comfort to me — 

Come — this fond bosom, 0 faithfullest and fairest. 

Bleeds with its death-uound, its wound of love for thee! 
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To Helene 

On a Gift-ring carelessly lost 

T SENT a ring — a little band 

^ Of emerald and ruby stone, 

And bade it, sparkling on thy hand, 

Tell tJiee sweet tales of one 
Whose constant memory 
Was full of loveliness, and thee. 

A shell was graven on its gold, — 

'Twas Cupid fix’d without his wings — 

To Helene once it would have told 
More than was ever told by rings; 

But now all ’s past and gone, 

Her love ts buried with tliat stone. 

Tl'iou shalt not see the teais that stait 

From eyes bv thoughts like these beguiled 

Thou shalt not know the beating heart, 

Ever a victim and a child; 

Yet Helene, love, believe 

The heart that never could deceive. 

I’ll hear thy voice of melody 

In the sweet whispers of the air; 

I’ll see the brightness of thine eye 
In the blue evening’s dewy star; 

In crystal streams thy jmiity; 

And look on Heaven to look on thee. 
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6 ^ 2 , 


T^he FaJJen Star 

A STAR is gone I a star is gone ! 

There is a blank in Heaven ; 

One of the cherub choir has done 
His airy course this even. 

He sat upon the orb of file 
That hung for ages there, 

And lent his music to the choir 
That haunts the nightly air. 

But when his thousand years are pass’d, 
With a cherubic sigh 

He vanish’d with his car at last, 

For eten cherubs die I 

Hear how his angel-brothei s moiiin — 
The minstrels of the sjihercs — 

Each chiming sadly in his tuin 
And dro}'})liig splendid teats. 

The ])lanetary sisters all 
Join in the fatal song. 

And weep this hajiless brother’s fall, 
Who sang with them so long. 

But dee}>est of the choral hand 
The Lunar Spirit ‘^mgs. 

And with a bass-accoiding hand 
Sweeps all her sullen strings, 

Fiom the dee]i chambers of the dome 
Where sleejiless Uriel lies. 

His lude harmonic thundeis come 
Mingled with mighty sighs. 
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The thousand car-borne cherubim, 

The wandering eleven, 

All join to chant the dirge of him 
Who fell just now from Heaven. 

HARTLEY COLERIDGE 

<^ 4 ^. The Solitary- Flearted 

1796-1849 

CHE was a queen of noble Nature’s crowning, 

^ A smile of hers was like an act of grace ; 

She had no winsome looks, no pretty fi owning. 

Like daily beauties of the vulgar race; 

But if she smiled, a light was on her face, 

A clear, cool kindliness, a lun.ir beam 
Of peaceful radiance, silvering o’er the stieam 
Of human thought with unabiding glory ; 

Not quite a waking truth, not quite a dream, 

A visitation, bnght and tiansiiory. 

liut she IS changed, — hath felt the toucli of sorrow, 
No love hath she, no understanding friend; 

O grief! when Heaven is forced of earth to bonow 
What the j)Oor niggaid earth has not to lend ; 

But when the stalk is snajit, the rose must bend. 

The tallest ilower that skyward rears its head 
Grows from the common ground, and there must shed 
Its delicate petals. Cruel fate, too surely. 

That they should find so base a bridal bed. 

Who lived in virgin pride, so sweet and purely. 

She had a brother, and a tender father. 

And she w'as loved, but not as others aie 
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From whom we ask return of love, — but rather 
As one might love a dream; a phantom fair 
Of something exquisitely strange and rare, 

Which all were glad to look on, men and maids. 
Yet no one claim'd — as oft, in dewy glades, 

The peering ]uimro<'C, like a sudden gladness, 
Gleams on the soul, yet iiniegarded fades; — 

The joy is ours, but all its own the sadness. 

’Tis vain to say — her worst of grief is onlv 

The common lot, which all the woild have known; 

To her ’tis more, because her heart is lonely, 

And yet she hath no strength to stand alone. — 
Once she had plavmates, fancies of hei own. 

And she did lo\e them. They arc past away 
As Fairies vanish at the bieak of day; 

And like a spectre of an age depaited. 

Or unsphered Angel wofully astray. 

She glides along — the solit.iry-hearted. 

^^44. SoT/g 

OHE is not far to outward \iew 
^ As many maidens be, 

Her loveliness I ntter knew 
Until she smiled on me; 

O, then I saw' hei eye was bright, 

A w'ell of lo\e, a spring of light ! 

But now hei looks are coy and cold. 

To mine they ne’er reply. 

And yet 1 cea'^e not to beliold 
The lo\e-liglu in her e}e: 

Her very frowns are fairer far 
Than smiles of other maidens are. 
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RarJy T)eath 

OHE passed away like morning dew 
^ Before the sun was high ; 

So brief her time, she scarcely knew 
The meaning of a sigh. 

As round the rose its soft perfume, 

Sweet love around her floated ; 

Admired she grew — while moital doom 
Crept on, unfear‘d, unnoted. 

Love was her guardian Angel here, 

But Love to Death resign’d her ; 

Tho’ Love was kind, why should we fear 
But holy Death is kinder ? 

646, Friendship 

VVYHEvN we were idlers wnth the loitering rills, 
^ The need of human love we little noted: 
Our love was nature ; and the peace that floated 
On the white mist, and dwelt upon the hills, 

To sweet accord subdued our wayward wills; 

One soul was ours, one mind, one heart devoted, 
That, wisely doting, ask'd not why it doted. 

And ours the unknown joy, which knowing kills. 

But now I find now dear thou wert to me ; 

That man is more than half of nature's tieasure. 
Of that fair beauty which no eye can see. 

Of that sweet music which no ear can measure ; 
And now the streams may sing for others’ pleasure, 
The hills sleep on in their eternity. 



THOMAS HOOD 

547. Autumn 

T SAW old Autumn in the misty morn 
^ Stand shadowless like Silence, listening 
To silence, for no lonely bird would sing 
Into his hollow ear from woods forlorn. 

Nor lowly hedge nor solitary thoin; — 

Shaking his languid locks all dewy bright 
With tangled gossamer that fell by night, 

Pearling his coronet of golden corn. 

Where are the songs of Summer ? — With the sun, 
0])ing the dusky eyelids of the south, 

'Fill shade and silence waken up as one, 

And Morning sings with a warm odorous mouth. 
Where are the merry biuls "i — Away, away. 

On panting wings through the inclement skies, 

Lest owls should jirey 
L^ndazzled at noonday, 

And tear with horny beak their lustrous eyes. 

Where are the blooms of Summer ? — In the west, 
Blushing their last to the last sunny houis, 

When the mild E\e by sudden Night is prest 
Like tearful Proserpine, snatch’d from her fiow’rs 
To a most gloomy breast. 

Where is the pride of Summer, — the green jirime, — 
The many, many leaves all twinkling ? — Thiec 
On the moss’d elm ; three on the naked lime 
Trembling, — and one upon the old oak-tree! 

Where is the Dryad’s immortality ? — 

Gone into mournful cypress and dark yew. 

Or wearing the long gloomy Winter through 
In the smooth holly’s green eternity. 
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The squirrel gloats on his accomplish’d hoard, 

The ants have brimm’d their garners with ripe grain, 
And honey bees have stored 
The sweets of Summer in their luscious cells ; 

The swallows all have wing’d across the main ; 

But here the Autumn melancholy dwells, 

And sighs her tearful spells 
Amongst the sunless shadows of the plain. 

Alone, alone. 

Upon a mossy stone, 

She sits and reckons up the dead and gone 
With the last leaves for a love-rosary. 

Whilst all the wither’d world looks drearily, 

’Like a dim picture of the drowned past 
In the hush’d mind’s mysterious far away, 

Doubtful what ghostly thing will steal the last 
Into that distance, gray upon the gray. 

O go and sit with her, and be o’ershaded 
Under the languid downfall of her hair : 

She wears a coronal of flowers faded 
Upon her foreliead, and a face of care ; — 

There is enough of wither’d everywhere 
To make her bower, — and enough of gloom ; 

There is enough of sadness to invite. 

If only for the rose that died, whose doom 
Is Beauty’s, — she that with the living bloom 
Of conscious cheeks most beautifies the light: 

There is enough of sorrowing, and quite 
linough of bitter fruits the earth doth bear, — 
Enough of chilly droppings for her bowl ; 

Enough of fear and shadowy des])air. 

To frame her cloudy prison for the soul ! 
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Silence 

n 'HERE is a silence where hath been no sound, 

^ There is a silence where no sound may be, 

In the cold grave — under the deep, deep sea, 

Oi in wide desert where no life is found, 

Which hath been mute, and still must sleep profound ; 
No voice is hush’d — no life treads silently, 

But clouds and cloudy shadows wander fiee. 

That never sjioke, o\er the idle giound ; 

But in gieen ruins, in the desolate walls 
Of antique palaces, where Man hath been, 

Tliough the dun fox or wild hyaena calls, 

And owls, that hit continually between, 

Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan — 

There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone. 


T>eath 

TT is not death, that sometime in a sigh 

Tliis eloquent breath shall take its sjieechless flight; 
That sometime these bright stars, that now rejily 
In sunlight to the sun, shall set in night ; 

That this waim conscious flesh shall perish quite. 
And all life’s ruddy springs forget to flow ; 

That thoughts shall cease, and the immortal spiite 
Be lapp’d in alien clay and laid below ; 

It IS not death to know this — but to know 

That pious thoughts, which visit at new gia\es 
In tender pilgrimage, will cease to go 

So duly and so oft — and when glass wa\es 
Over the pass’d-away, there may be then 
No resurrection in the minds of men. 
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Fair Tries 

SAW ye not fair Ines ? 

'' — ^ She ’s gone into the West, 

dazzle when the sun is down. 

And rob the woild of rest: 

She took our daylight with her. 

The smiles that w'e love best, 

With morning blushes on her cheek, 
And pearls upon her breast. 

0 turn again, fair Ines, 

Before the fall of night. 

For fear the Moon should shine alone, 
And Stars uni nail’d blight; 

And blessed will the lover be 
That walks beneath their light. 

And brv^athes the lo\e against thy cheek 
I daie not e\en wiitc! 

Would 1 had been, fair Ines, 

That gallant ca\aliei. 

Who rode so gaily by thy side. 

And whispei ’d thee so near ' 

Weie there no bonny dames at home. 

Or no tiue lo\ers here. 

That he should cross the seas to win 
The dealest of the dear? 

1 saw thee, lo\el) Ines, 

Descend along the shore. 

With bands of noble gentlemen, 

And banners wa\ ed before ; 
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And gentle youth and maidens gay. 
And snowy plumes they wore : 

It would have been a beauteous dieain,- 
If it had been no more 1 

Alas, alas ! fair Incs, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on her steps, 

And shoutings of the throng ; 

But some weie sad, and felt no mirth. 
But only Music’s wrong, 

In sounds that sang Farewell, faiewtllj 
To her )ou’ve loved so long. 

Faiewel!, faiewell, fair Incs ! 

That vessel never bore 
So fail a lady on its deck, 

Nor danced so light befoie, — 

Alas for pleasuie on the cca, 

And sorrow on the shoie ! 

The smile that bless'd one lovei’s liean 
FI as biokcn many nioie 1 


of Roses 

T T was not in tlie Winter 
^ Our loving lot was cast; 

It was the time of loses — 

We jiluck’d them as we ];ass’d ! 

That churlish season never fi own’d 
On early lovers yet : 

O no — the world was newly crown’d 
With flowers when first we met ! 
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H''was twilight, and I bade you go, 
But still you held me fast ; 

It was the time of roses — 

We pluck’d them as we pass’d ! 


Ruth 

OHE stood breast-high amid the corn, 
^ Clasp’d by the golden light of morn, 
Like the sweetheart of the sun, 

Who many a glowing kiss had won. 

On her cheek an autumn flush, 

Decj^ly ripen’d ; — such a blush 
In the midst of biown was bom. 

Like red pojipies growm witii com. 

Round her eyes her tresses fell, 

Whiuh W'ere blackest none could tell. 

But long lashes \eird a light, 

That had else been all too blight. 

A.nd her hat, with shady brim. 

Made her tressy forehead dim ; 

Thus she stood amid the stooks. 

Praising God with sweetest look"; — 

Sure, I said, Hea\’n did not mean. 
Where 1 reap thou should>t but glean. 
Lay thy sheaf adown and come, 

Sliaie my bar test and my home. 
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dyj. The ‘Death-bed 

V\^E watch’d her breathing thro* the night, 
Her breathing soft and low, 

As in her breast the wave of life 
Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seem’d to speak. 

So slowly moved about, 

As we had lent her half our powers 
To eke her living out. 

Our rery hopes belied our feais, 

Our fears our hopes belied — 

We thought her dying when she slept, 

And sleeping when she died. 

F or when the morn came dim and sad, 

And chill with early showers. 

Her quiet eyelids closed — she had 
Anothei morn than ours. 

6^^, The Brjcige of Sighs 

O NE more Unfortunate, 

Weary of bieath, 

Rashly importunate, 

Gone to her death ! 

Take her up tenderly, 

Lift her with care; 

Fashion’d so slenderly 
Young, and so fair ! 
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Look at- her garments 

Clinging like cerements ; 

Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 

Take her up instantly. 

Loving, not loathing. 

Touch her not scornfully ; 

Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly ; 

Not of the stains of her. 

All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 

Make no deep scrutiny 

Into her mutiny 

Rash and undutiful : 

Past all dishonour, 

Death has left on her 
Onlv tlie beaut’fel. 

Still, for all "^lijis of hers. 
One of E\e’s family 

Wipe those poor lip*- of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 

Loop up her ti esses 

Escaped from the comb. 

Her fair auburn tresses ; 

W^liilst wonderment guesses 
Where waj> her l^.ome ? 

VV^ho wa'^ her father ? 

Wiio was her mothei ? 
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Had she a sister ? 

Had she a brother ? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other ? 

Alas! for the raiity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun ! 

O, it was pitiful ! 

Near a whole city full, 

Home she had none. 

Sisteily, brotherly. 

Fatherly, motherly 

Feelings had ch.mged : 

Love, by harsli e\i'lence. 
Thrown from its eminence ; 
E%en God’s proMdeiice 
Seeming estranged. 

Wliere the lamjis c-uiv^er 
So fai in the river, 

Whth many a light 
Fiom window and casement, 
From gairet to basement. 

She stood, with amazement, 
tiouseless by rii.;ht. 

The bleak w'ind of March 

Made her tremble and shiver 
But not the dark arch. 

Or the black flowing liver: 
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from life's history. 
Glad to death’s mystery. 

Swift to be hurl’d 

Anywhere, anywhere 
Out of the world 1 

In she plunged boldly 

No matter how coldly 

The rough river ran 

Over the brink of it. 

Picture it think of it, 

Dissolute M!an ! 

Lave in it, drink of it. 
Then, if you can ’ 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care ; 
Fashion’d so slenderly. 
Young, and so fair I 

Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly. 
Decently, kindly. 

Smooth and compo‘=e them 
And her eyes, close them. 
Staring so blindly ! 

Dreadfully staling 

Thro’ muddy impuriLy, 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despaiiing 
Fix’d on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 

Spurr’d by contumely. 
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Cold inhumanity, 

Burning insanity, 

Into her rest. — 

Cross her hands humbly 
As if praying dumbly, 

Over her bieast ! 

Owning her weakness, 

Her evil behaviour, 

And leaving, with meekness, 

Her sins to hei Saviour ! 

WILLIAM THOM 
The Blvid Boy's Traiihs 

irg‘=-i'?48 

EN grew sae cauld, maids sae unkind, 

Love kenina whaur to stay : 

Wi’ fient an ariow, bow. or stung — 

Wi’ dioo])in’ heart an’ d'lzzled wing, 

He faught his lonely way. 

‘Is there nae mair in Gaiioch fair 
Ae spotless hame for me ? 

Hae politics an’ corn an’ kye 
Ilk bosom stappit Fie, O fie! 
ni s withe me o’er the sea.’ 

He launch’d a leaf o’ jessamine, 

On whilk he daui'd to swim. 

An’ pillow’d his head on a wee rosebud. 

Syne laithfu’, lanely, Love 'gan scud 
Down Ury's w'aefu’ stieam. 

kentna] knew not wi’ fient an arrow] i. q wiih deuce an 

arrow. swithe] hie quickly. laithfu'] regretful. 
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The birds sang bonnie as Love drew near, 

But dowie when he gaed by; 

Till lull’d wi’ the sough o’ monie a sang, 

He sleepit fu’ soun’ and sail’d alang 
’Neath Heaven’s gowden sky. 

’Tveas just whaur creejiing Ury greets 
Its mountain cousin Don, 

Trierc wander’d forth a weelfaur’d dame, 

W'ha listless gazed on the bonnie stream. 

As It flirted an’ play’d with a sunny beam 
That flickei’d its bosom upon. 

Line happit his head, I trow, that time 
The jessamine bark diew nigh, 

Tlie lassie espied the wee rosebud, 

An’ aye her heart gae thud for thud, 

An’ quiet it wadna lie. 

‘ O gm I but had yon weaiie wee dower 
That floats on the Ury sae fair ! ’ — 

She lootit her hand for the silly rose-leaf. 

But little wist she o’ the pawkie thief 
That was lurkin’ an’ laughin’ there ' 

Lo\e glower’d when he saw her bonnie dark e’e, 

An’ swore by Hea\en’s grace 
He ne’ei had seen noi thought to see, 

Since e’er he left the Paphian lea, 

Sae lovely a dwallin’-jilace. 

dowie] dejeet^lh. weelfaur’dj w^ell-favonred, comely. happit] 
covered up lootit] lowered. pawkie] sly. glower’d] stared. 
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Syne first of a’ in her blythesome breast 
He built a bower, I ween ; 

An' what did the waefu’ devilick nelst ? 

But kindled a j^lcam like the rosy east, 
That spaikled frae baith her eVn. 

An’ then beneath ilk high e’e-bree 
He placed a quiver there; 

Bits bow ? What but her shinin’ brow ? 

An’ O sic deadly stiings he diew 
Frae out her silken hair! 

Guid be our guard ! Sic deeds waur dccn 
Roun’ a’ our countrie then ; 

An’ monie a hangin' lug was ‘^een 

’Mctng faimers fat, an’ lawyers lean, 

An’ herds o’ common men ! 


SIR HENRY TAYLOR 

6^6, Kleuas Song 

iSoo-1886 

Q uoth tongue of neither maid nor wife 
To heart of neither wife nor maid — 

Lead we not here a jolly life 
Betwixt the shine and shade? 

Quoth heart of neither maid nor wife 
To tongue of neither w'lfc nor maul — - 
Thou wagg’st, but I am worn wuth stiife, 

And feel like flowers that fide. 

6s;. e’e-bree] eyebrow. lug] ear. 
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A ’Jacobite s Rpitaph 

1800- 1 85^ 

*^0 niy true king I offer’d free from stain 
^ Courage and faith; vain faith, and courage vain. 
For him I threw lands, honours, wealth, away, 

And one dear hope, that was more prized than they. 
For him I languish’d in a foreign clime, 

Gray-hair’d with sorrow in my manhood’s prime ; 
Heard on Lavernia Scargill’s whlspeiing tiees, 

And pined by Arno for my lovelier Tees ; 

Beheld each night my home in fever’d sleep, 

Fach morning started from the dream to weep; 

Till God, who saw me tried too sorely, ga^e 
The resting-place I ask'd, an early grave. 

O thou, whom chance leads to this nameless stone, 
From that pioud country which was once mine ovvD, 
By those white clilfs I never more must see, 

By that dear language which I spake like thee, 
buiget all feuds, and shed one Lnghsh tear 
O’er Lnghsh dust. A bioken heart lies heie. 


WILLIAM BARNLS 

Plater Dolotosa 

I ’D a dream to-night 
As I fell asleep, 

O ! the touching sight 
Makes me still to weep : 
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Of my little lad, 

Gone to leave me sad, 

Ay, the child I had. 

But was not to keep. 

A*^ in heuAcn high, 

I my child did seek, 

Theie in train came by 
Children fail and nietk. 

Each in lily white, 

With a lamp alight ; 

Each was clear to sight. 

But they did not sjitak. 

Then, a little sad, 

Came my child in turn, 

But the lamp he had, 

O It did not burn ! 

He, to clear my doubt. 

Said, half turn’d about, 

‘Your tears })ut it out; 

Motlier, nc\cr mouin.* 

The H^ife a~losr 

GINCE 1 noo ir.wore do zee your ft,. 
^ Up steals oi down below, 

I’ll zit me in the lwones(jme j'lta«_e. 
Where flat-boug!i’d bttth do giow ; 
Below the beechc'^’ bough, my Io\e, 
Where you did never come. 

An’ I don’t look to iiitet ye now, 

As I do look at liwome. 
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Since you noo mwore be at my zide, 

In walks in zummer het, 
ril goo alwone where mist do ride, 
Droo trees a-drippen wet; 

Below the rain-wet bough, my love, 
Where you did never come, 

An’ I don’t grle\e to miss ye now, 

As I do grieve at hwome. 

Since now bezide my dinncr-bwoard 
Your vaice do nc\er sound, 

I’ll eat the bit I can avword 
A-vield upon the ground ; 

Below the darksome bough, my love, 
Where you did never dine. 

An’ I don’t gne\e to miss ye now. 

As I at hwome do pine. 

Since I do miss your \aiv.e an’ fea^e 
In prayer at eventide, 
ril pray \\i’ w'oone sad vaice vor greace 
To goo wheie you do bide; 

Above the tiee an’ bough, my love. 
Where you be gone avore. 

An’ be UTwaiten vor me now. 

To come vor evei mwore. 


WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED 
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Fairj Song 

l__r E has conn’d the lesson now ; 

He has lead the book of pain : 
There are furrows on his brow ; 

1 must make it smooth again. 
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Lo ! I knock tlie spurs away ; 

Lo ! 1 loosen belt and brand; 
Plark ! I hear the courser neigh 
For his stall in Fairy-land. 

Bring the cap, and bring the vest ; 

Buckle on his sandal shoon ; 
Fetch his memory fiom the dies' 
In the treasuiy of the moon. 

I have taught him to be wise 
For a little maiden’s sake; — 

Lo ! he opens his glad eyes, 
Softly, slowly : Minstrel, wake 1 


SARA COLERIDGE 

66 1 , 0 sleep, mf Babe 

1803-1850 

O SLEEP, my babe, hcai not the rippling wa\e, 

Nor feel the breeze that round tliee linghing stray 
To drink thy balmy bieath, 

And sigh one long faiewell. 

Soon shall it mouin above thy watVy bed, 

And whisper to me, on the wave-beat sliore, 

Deep murm’ring in rejiroach, 

Thy sad untimtly fate. 

Eie those dear eyes had open’d on the Jiglit^ 

In vain to plead, thy coming life w.is solc4 
O waken’d but to sleep, 

Whence it cuq wake no more I 
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A thousand and a thousand silken leaves 
The tufted beech unfolds in early spiing, 

All clad in tenderest green, 

All of the self-same shape : 

A thousand infant faces, soft and sweet, 

Each year sends forth, yet every mother views 
Her last not least beloved 
Like Its dear self alone. 

Ko musing mind hath ever yet foreshaped 
The face to-morrow’s sun shall first reveal, 

No heart hath e’er conceived 
What lo\e that face will bring. 

O sleep, my babe, noi heed how mouins the gale 
To part with thy soft locks and fragrant bieath. 
As when it deeply sighs 
O’er autumn’s latest bloom. 


662. The Child 

CEE yon blithe child that dances in our sight! 
Can gloomy shadows fall from one so biight 
Fond mother, w'hence these fears.' 
W.hile buoyantly he rushes o’er the lawn. 

Dream not of clouds to stain his manhood’s dawn 
Nor dim that sight with tears. 

No cloud he spies in brightly glowing hours. 

But feels as if the newly \ested bow'ers 
F or him could never fade : 

I’oo well we know that vernal pleasures fleet, 

But having him, so gladsome, fair, and sweet, 

Our loss is overpaid. 
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Amid the balmiest flowers that earth can give 
Some bitter drops distil, and all that live 
A mingled portion share ; 

But, while he learns these truths which we lament, 
Such fortitude as ours will suie be sent, 

Such solace to his care. 


GERALD GRIFFIN 


Eileen jiroon 

1803-1840 

V\^HEN like the early rose, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

Beauty in childhood blows, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

When, like a diadem, 

Buds blush around the stem, 

Which is the faiiest gem? — 

Eileen Aioon! 

Is it the laughing eye, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

Is it the timid sigh, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

Is it the tender tone, 

Soft as the stiing’d haqfs moan? 

O, it is truth alone, — 

Eileen Aroon ! 


When like the rising day, 

Eileen Aroon I 
Love sends his early ray, 

Eileen Aroon I 
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What makes his dawning glow. 
Changeless through joy or woe 
Only the constant know; — 

Eileen Aroon I 

I know a valley fair, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

I knew a cottage there, 

Eileen Aroon ! 
Far in that valley's shade 
I knew a gentle maid, 

Flower of a hazel glade, — 

Eileen Aroon ! 

W^ho in the song so sweet ? 

Eileen Aroon ! 
Who in the dance so deet r* 
Eileen Aroon ! 
Dear \v ere her charms to me. 
Dearer her laughter free, 

Deatest her constancy, 

Eileen Aroon ! 

Were she no longer true, 

Eileen Aroon ! 
What should her lover do ? 

Eileen Aroon ! 
Fly with his broken chain 
Far o’er the sounding main. 
Never to lo\e again, — 

Eileen Aroon ! 

Youth must with time decay, 
Eileen Aroon ! 
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Beauty must fade away, 

Eileen Aroon ! 
Castles a^e sack’d in war, 
Chieftains aie scatter’d far, 
Truth is a fixed star, — 

Eileen Aroon ! 


JAMES CLARENCE MANGAN 

66^. "Dark RosaUen 

1803-1849 

O MY Dark Rosaleen, 

Do not sigh, do not weep ! 

The ])rie'=^ts aie on the ocean green, 

They march along the deej). 

There ’s wine ftoni the royal Pope, 

L^j-on the ocean green ; 

And S]>aui'-h ale sliall gi\e you hope, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

Shall glad your heart, :bhall gi\e you hope, 

Shall gne you health, and help, and hope, 

My Dark Rosaleen I 

Otcr hills, and thio’ dales, 

Ha^e 1 roam’d for your sake; 

All yesterday 1 sail’d with sails 
On liver and on lake. 

The Erne, at its highest flood, 

I dash’d across unseen. 

For there was lightning in my blood, 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 
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My own Rosalcen ! 

O, there was lightning in my blood, 

Red lightning lighten’d thro’ my blood. 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

All day long, in unrest, 

To and fro, do I move. 

The very soul within my breast 
Is wasted for you, love 1 
The heart in my bosom faints 
'Fo think of you, my Queen, 

My life of life, my saint of saints. 

My Lark Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen ! 

To hear your sweet and sad complaints, 
Jvly life, my lo\e, my saint of saints, 

My Lark Rosaleen ! 

Woe and ]>iiin, pain and woe, 

Aie my lot, night and noon, 

To see your blight face clouded so. 

Like to the mournful moon. 

But )er will I rear )our throne 
.Again in golden sh(*en ; 

’Tis you shall reign, shall reign alone, 
iVIy Laik Rosaleen! 

My owm Rosaleen ’ 

*Tis you shall have the golden throne, 

’Tis you shall reign, and reign alone, 
iViy Lark Ro’^alecn ! 

0\er dcwvs, o\cr sands, 

A\'^ill I lly, tor )our weal : 

Your holy delicate white hands 
Shall girdle me with steel. 
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At home, in your emeiald bowers, 

Fiom morning’s dawn till e’en. 

You’ll Jiray for me, mv flower of flowers, 
My Dark Rosalecn ! 

My fond Rosalcen ! 

You’ll think of me through daylight hours, 
My virgin flower, my flower of floweis, 
My Dark Rosalcen ' 

I could scale the blue air, 

I could plough the high hills, 

O, I could kneel all night in prayer, 

To heal your many ills ! 

And one beamy smile from you 
Would float like light between 
My toils and me, my own, my true, 

Mv I). irk Rosalcen 1 
Tvly fond Rosalcen ! 

AVould give me life and soul anew, 

A second life, a soul anew, 

!My JDark Rosalecn ! 

O. the Erne shall run red, 

^Vith redundance of blood. 

The earth shall rock beneath our tread. 
And flames wraj) hill and wood, 

And gun-peal and slogan-cry 
Wake many a glen seiene, 

Ere ou shall fade, ere you shall die. 

My Dark Rosalcen ! 

My own Rosalecn ! 

The Judgement Hour must first be nigh. 
Ere you can fade, ere you can die, 

My Dark Rosalcen ! 
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66 The Nameless One 

p) OLL forth, my song, like the rushing river, 

^ That sweeps along to the mighty sea ; 

God will insjiire me while I deliver 
My soul of thee ! 

Tell thou the world, when my bones lie whitening 
Amid the last homes of youth and eld, 

That once there was one whose veins ran lightning 
No eye beheld. 

Tell how his boyhood was one drear night-hour, 

How shone for him, through his griefs and gloom, 

No star of all heaven sends to light our 
Path to the tomb. 

Roll on, my song, and to after ages 
Tell how, disdaining all earth can give, 

He would have taught men, from wisdom’s pages, 

The way to li\e. 

And tell how trampled, derided, hated. 

And worn by weakness, disease, and wrong, 

He fled for shelter to God, who mated 
His soul \uth song. 

— With song which alway, sublime or \apid, 

Flow’d like a nil in the morning beam 

Pei chance not deep, bat intense and rapid — 

A mountain stream. 

Tell how this Nameless, condemn’d for years loag 
To herd with demons fiom hell beneath. 

Saw things that made him, with groans and tears, Ion 
For even death. 
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Go on to tell how, with genius wasted, 

Betray’d in friendship, befool’d in love. 

With spirit shipwreck’d, and young hopes blasted. 

He still, still strove ; 

Tii!. spent with toil, dreeing death for others 

(And some whose hands should have wrought for him, 

If children live not for sires and mothers), 

His mind grew dim ; 

And he fell far through that pit abysmal. 

The gulf and grave of Maginn and Burns, 

And ]ia\vn’d his soul for the devil's dismal 
Stock of returns. 

But yet redeem’d it in day^; of darkness, 

And shapes and signs of the final wiath. 

When death, in hideous and ghastly siarkness. 

Stood on his path. 

And tell how now, amid wreck and soirow. 

And want, and sickne‘‘S. and houseless nights. 

He bides m calmnes^ the silent morrow. 

That no ray lights. 

And Ines he still, then ^ Yes! Old and hoary 
At thiity-nine, fiom despair and woe, 

He h\es, enduring what future story 
Will never know. 

Him giant a grave to. ve pitying noble, 

in your bosoms: there let him dwell! 

He, too, had tears for all souls in trouble. 

Here and in hell. 
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666, fVol frames T>irge 

1803-1849 

IF thou wilt ease thine heart 
Of love and all its smart, 

Then sleep, dear, sleep ; 

And not a sorrow 

Hang any tear on your eyelashes ; 

Lie still and deep, 

Sad soul, until the sea-wave washes 
The rim o’ the sun to-morrow. 

In eastern sky. 

But wilt thou cure thine heart 
Of love and all its smart, 

Then die, dear, die ; 

’Ihs deeper, sweeter, 

ITan on a rose-bank to lie dreaming 
^Vidi folded eye ; 

And there alone, amid the beaming 
Of Love’s stars, thou’lt meet her 
In eastern sky. 

667* T>rea7n-Te(IIary 

T F there were dreams to sell, 

What would you buy ? 

Some cost a passing bell ; 

Some a light sigh. 

That shakes from Life's fresh crown 
Only a rose-leaf down. 


c c 3 
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If there were dreams to sell. 

Merry and sad to tel], 

And the crier rang the bell, 

What would you buy ? 

A cottage lone and still, 

With bowers nigh. 

Shadowy, my woes to still, 

Until I die. 

Such pearl from Life’s fresh crown 
Fain would I shake me down. 
Were dreams to have at will, 

This would best heal my ill, 

This would I buy. 


668* Song 

T_ T OW many times do I Io^e thee, dear? 
Tell me how many thoughts thcie be 
In the atmosphere 
Of a new-fall’n year, 

Whose white and sable hours appear 
The latest flake of Eternity : 

So many times do I lo\e thee, dear. 

How many times do 1 lo\e again ? 

Tell me how many beads theie are 
In a silver chain 
Of evening rain, 

Unravell’d from the tumbling main, 

And threading the eye of a yellow star ; 
So many times do I love again. 

we 
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Give All to Love 

1803-1883 

G ive all to love; 

Obey thy heart; 

Friends, kindred, days, 

Estate, good fame, 

Plans, credit, and the Muse — 

Nothing refuse. 

’Tis a brave master; 

Let it have scope ; 

Follow It utterly, 

Hope beyond hope : 

High and more high 
It dnes into noon, 

With wing unspent, 

Untold intent ; 

But it IS a god, 

Knows Its own path, 

And the outlets of the sky, 

It was never for the mean; 

It requiieth courage stout, 

Souls above doubt. 

Valour unbending : 

Such ’twill reward; — 

They shall return 
More than they were, 

And ever ascending. 

Leave all for love ; 

Vet, hear me, yet, 

One word more thy heart beho\ed, 

One pulse more of tirm endeavour — 
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670. 


Keep thee to-day. 

To-morrow, for ever, 

Free as an Arab 
Of thy beloved. 

Cling with life to the maid ; 

But when the surprise, 

Fiist \ague shadow of •surmise, 

Flits across her bosom young. 

Of a joy apait from thee, 

Free be she, fancy-free : 

Nor thou detain her vesture’s hem. 

Nor the palest rose she flung 
From her summer diadem. 

Though thou lo\cd her as thyself. 

As a self of purer clay ; 

Though her parting dims the day. 
Stealing grace fioni all alive ; 

Heartily know, 

When half-gods go 
The gods arrive. 

U riel 

T T fell in the ancient periods 
'*■ Which the brooding soul sur\eys, 
Or e\er the wild Time coin’d itself 
Into calendar months and days. 

This was the lapse of Uriel, 

Which in Paradise befell. 

Once, among the Pleiads walking, 

Sayd overlieaid the young gods talking 
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And the treason, too long pent. 

To his ears was evident. 

The young deities discuss’d 
Laws of form, and metre just. 

Orb, quintessence, and sunbeams, 

Wliat subsisteth, and what seems. 

One, with low tones that decide. 

And doubt and reverend use defied. 

With a look that solved the sphere. 

And stirr’d the devils everywhere, 

Gave his sentiment divine 
Against the being of a line. 

‘Line in nature is not found; 

Unit and universe are round ; 

In vain produced, all rays return ; 

EmI will bless, and ice will burn.^ 

As Uriel spoke with piercing eye, 

A shudder ran around the sky ; 

The stern old war-gods shook their heads ; 
The seraphs frown’d fiom myrtle-beds; 
Seem’d to the holy festival 
The rash word boded ill to all ; 

The balance-beam of Fate was bent ; 

The bounds of good and ill were rent ; 
Strong Hades could not keep his own 
But all slid to confusion. 

A sad self-knowledge withering fell 
On the beauty of Uriel ; 

In hea\en once eminent, the god 
Withdrew that hour into his cloud ; 
Whether doom’d to long gyiation 
In the sea of generation. 
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Or by knowledge grown too bright 
To hit the nerve of feebler sight. 

Straightway a forgetting wind 
Stole over the celestial kind, 

And their lips the secret kept, 

If in ashes the fire-seed slept. 

But, now and then, truth-speaking things 
Shamed the angels’ veiling wings ; 

And, shrilling from the solar course, 

Or from fiuit of chemic force, 

Procession of a soul in matter. 

Or the sjiecding change of water, 

Or out of the good of evil born, 

Came Uiiel’s voice of cherub scorn, 

And a blush tinged the ujiper sky. 

And the gods shook, they knew not why. 

671^ Bacchus 

ID RING me wine, but wine which never grew 
^ In the belly of the grajie. 

Or grew on vine whose taji-roots, reaching through 
Under the Andes to the Cape, 

Suffer’d no savour of the eaith to ’scape. 

Let its grapes the morn salute 
Fiom a nocturnal root. 

Which feels the acrid juice 
Of Styx and Erebus ; 

And turns the woe of Night, 

By its own craft, to a more rich delight. 

We buy ashes for bread; 

We buy diluted wine ; 
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Give me of the true, 

Whose ample leaves and tendrils curl’d 
Among the silver hills of heaven 
Draw everlasting dew ; 

W^ine of wine, 

Blood of the world, 

FOrm of forms, and mould of statures, 
That I intoxicated, 

And by the draught assimilated, 

May float at pleasure through all natures 
The bird-language rightly spell. 

And that which roses say so well : 

Wine that is shed 

Like the torrents of the sun 

Up the horizon walls, 

Or like the Atlantic streams, which run 
When the South Sea calls. 

Water and bread. 

Food which needs no transmuting, 
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting, 

W^ine which is already man, 

Food which teach and reason can. 

Wine which Music is, — 

Music and wine are one, — 

That I, drinking this, 

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me; 
Kings unborn shall walk with me ; 

And the poor grass shall plot and plan 
What it will do when it is man. 
Quicken’d so, will I unlock 
Every crypt of every rock. 
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I thank the joyful juice 
For all I know ; 

Winds of remembering 
Of the ancient being blow, 

And seeming-solid walls of use 
Open and flow. 

Pour, Bacchus ! the remembering wine ; 
Retrieve the loss of me and mine ! 

Vine for vine be antidote, 

And the grape requite the lote ! 

Ha*'te to cure the old dcs])air ; 

Reason in Naturc^s lotus drench’d — 

The memory of ages quench’d — 

Gh e them again to shine ; 

Let wine repair what this undid ; 

And \^here the infection slid, 

A dazzling memory levivej 
Refiesh the faded tints, 

Recut the aged prints, 

And write my old ad\entures with the pen 
Which on the first day drew, 

Ujjon the tablets blue. 

The dancing Pleiads and eternal men. 


672, Brahma 

T F the red slayei think he slays, 

^ Or if the slain think he is slain, 
They know not well the subtle ways 
I keep, and pass, and turn again. 
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Far or forgot to me is near; 

Shadow and sunlight are the same; 

The vanish’d gods to me appear ; 

And one to me are shame and fame. 

They reckon ill who leave me out ; 

When me they fly, I am the wings ; 

I am the doubter and the doubt, 

And I the hymn the Brahmin sings. 

The strong gods pine for my abode, 

And pine in vain the sacred Seven ; 

But thou, meek lover of the good ! 

Find me, and turn thy back on heaven. 


RICHARD HENRY HORNE 

7j. The T lough 

A LANDSCAPE IN BERKSHIRE 

1803-18S4 

ABOVE yon sombre swell of land 

Thou see’st the dawn’s grave orange hue, 
With one pale streak like yellow sand, 

And over that a vein of blue. 

The air is cold above the woods ; 

All silent is the earth and sky. 

Except with his own lonely moods 
The blackbird holds a colloquy. 

Over the broad hill creeps a beam, 

Like hojie that gilds a good man’s brow; 

And now ascends the nostril-stream 
Of stalwart horses come to plough. 
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Ye rigid Pioughmen, bear in mind 
Your labour is for future hours : 

Advance — spare not — nor look behind — 

Plough deep and straight with all your powers ! 


ROBERT STEPHEN HAWKER 


67^* King Arthur^ 5 IVaes-hael 

V^^AES-HAEL for knight and dame! 

O merry be their dole ! 

Drink-hael ! in Jcsu’s name 
We fill the tawny bowl ; 

But cover down the curving crest, 

Mould of the Orient Lady’s breast. 


1804-1875 


Waes-hael ! yet lift no hd : 

Drain ye the reeds for wine. 
Drink-hael ! the milk was hid 
That soothed that Babe divine ; 
Hush’d, as this hollow channel flows, 
He drew the baKam fiom the rose. 


Waes-hael ! thus glow'd the breast 
Where a God yearn’d to cling ; 
Drink-hael ! so Jesu press’d 
Life from its mystic spring ; 

Then hush and bend in reverent sign 
And breathe the thrilling reeds for wine. 
Waes-hael ! in shadowy scene 
Lo ! Christmas children we : 
Drink-hael I behold we lean 
At a far Mother’s knee ; 

To dream that thus her bosom smiled, 
And learn the hp of Bethlehem’s Child. 
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67 y. Are they not all Ministering Spirits I 

VV^E see them not — we cannot hear 
The music of their wing — 

Yet know we that they sojourn near, 

The Angels of the spring ! 

They glide along this lovely ground 
When the first violet grows ; 

Their graceful hands have just unbound 
The zone of yonder rose. 

I gather it for thy dear breast, 

Fiom stain and shadow free: 

That which an Angel’s touch hath blcst 
Is meet, my love, for thee ! 

THOMAS WADE 

676. The Half-asleep 

1805-1875 

FOR the mighty wakening that aroused 
The old-time Prophets to their missions high ; 
And to blind Homer’s inward sunlike e\e 
Show’d the heart’s unnerse wheie he caroused 
Radiantly; the Fishers poor unhoused, 

And sent them forth to preach divinity; 

And made our Milton his great dark defy, 

To the light of one immortal theme espoused! 

But half asleep are those now most awake ; 

And save calm-thoughted Wordsworth, we have none 
Who for eternity put time at stake. 

And hold a constant course as doth the sun ; 

We yield but drojJS that no deep thirstmgs slake ; 

And feebly cease ere we have well begun. 
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677* The Bells of Shandon 

Vj^ITH deep affection, 

^ And recollection, 

I often think of 

Those Shandon bells, 
Whose sounds so wild would, 
In the days of childhood, 
Fling around my cradle 
Their magic spells. 

On this I ponder 
Where’er 1 wander, 

And thus grow fonder. 

Sweet Cork, of thee ; 

With thy bells of Shandon, 
That sound so grand on 
The pleasant waters 
Of the River Lee. 


r\e iieard bells chiming 
Full many a clime in, 
Tolling sublime in 
Cathedral shrine. 

Whale at a glib rate 
Brass tongues would vibrate 
But all their music 

Spoke naught like thine ; 
For memory, dwelling 
On each pioud swelling 
Of the belfry knelling 
Its bold notes free, 


1805-1866 
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Made the bells of Shandon 
Sound far more grand on 
The pleasant waters 
Of the River Lee. 

I’ve heard bells tolling 
Old Adri an ’s Mole in. 

Their thunder rolling 
From the Vatican, 

And cymbals glorious 
Swinging uproarious 
In the gorgeous turrets 
Of Notre Dame ; 

Tut thy sounds were sweeter 
Than the dome of Peter 
Flings o’er the Tiber, 

Pealing solemnly 

O, the bells of Shandon 
Sound far more grand on 
The pleasant \v aters 
Of the River Lee. 

There ’s a bell in Moscow, 
While on tower and kiosk O 
In Saint Sophia 

The Turkman gets. 

And loud in air 
Calls men to prayer 
F rom the tapering summits 
Of tall minarets. 

Such empty phantom 
I freely grant them ; 

Tut there ’s an anthem 
More dear to me, 
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’Tis the bells of Shandon, 
That sound so grand on 
The pleasant waters 
Of the River Lee. 


ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 

678. Rosalindas Scroll 

1806-1861 

T LEFT thee last, a child at heart, 

'*■ A woman scarce in years : 

I come to thee, a solemn corp'^e 
Which neither feels nor fears. 

I lu\e no bicath to use in sighs; 

TJiey laid the dead-weights on mine e}'cs 
To seal them safe from teais. 

Look on me with thine own calm look : 

I meet it calm as thou. 

No look of thine can change this smile. 

Or break thy sinful vow: 

I tell thee that my poor scorn’d heart 
Is of thine earth — thine earth — a part; 

It cannot ^ex thee now. 

I have pray’d for thee with bursting soh 
When jjassion’s course was free; 

I have pray’d for thee with silent lips 
In the anguish none could see ; 

They whisper’d oft, ‘ She slecjieth soft ’ — 

But I only pray’d for thee. 
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Go to ! I pray for thee no more ; 

The corpse’s tongue is still ; 

Its folded fingers point to heaven, 

But point there stiff and chill : 

No farther wrong, no farther woe 
Hath licence from the sin below 
Its tranquil heart to thrill. 

I charge thee, by the living’s prayer, 

And the dead’s silentness, 

To wring from out thy soul a cry 
Which God shall hear and bless ! 

Lest Heaven’s own palm drooj) in my hard, 
And ])dle among the saints 1 stand, 

A saint conipanionless. 


679. The Deserted Garden 

T MINI) me in the days departed, 

How often underneath the sun 
Witli childish bounds I used to run 
To a garden long deserted. 

The beds and walks were vanish’d quite; 
And wheresoe’er had struck the spade, 
The greenest grasses Nature laid. 

To sanctify her light. 

I call’d the place my wilderness, 

Foi no one enter’d there but I. 

The sheep look’d in, the grass to espy, 
And pass’d it nc’eitheless. 
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The trees were interwoven wild, 

And spread their boughs enough about 
To keep both sheep and shepherd out, 

But not a happy child. 

Adventurous joy it was for me ! 

I crept beneatii the boughs, and found 
A circle smooth of mossy ground 
Beneath a poplar- tree. 

Old garden rose-trees hedged it in, 

Bedropt with roses waxen-white, 

Well satisfied with dew and light. 

And careless to be seen. 

Long years ago, it might befall. 

When all the gaulen flowers were trim. 
The grave old gardener prided him 
On these the most of all. 

Some Lady, stately overmuch. 

Here mo\ing w'lth a silken ncjise. 

Has blush’d beside them at the voice 
That liken’d her to such. 

Or these, to make a diadem. 

She often may have jiluck’d and twined ; 
Half-smiling as it came to mind. 

That few would look at them. 

O, little thought that Lady proud, 

A child would watch her fair white rose. 
When buried lay her whiter brows, 

And siJk was changed for shroud ! — 
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Nor thought that gardener (full of scorns 
For men unlearn’d and simple phrase) 

A child would bring it all its praise, 

By creeping through the thorns ! 

To me upon my low moss seat, 

Though never a dream the roses sent 
Of science or love’s compliment, 

I ween they smelt as sweet. 

It did not move my grief to see 
The trace of human step departed : 

Because the gaiden was deserted, 

The blithei place for me ! 

Friends, blame me not! a nanow ken 
Hath childhood ’twixt the sun and sward : 
We draw the moral afterward — 

We feel the gladness tlien. 

And gladdest hours for me did glide 
In ''lienee at the rose-tiec W'all : 

A thrush made gladness musical 
Upon tite other side. 

Noi he nor I did e’er incline 
To })eck or jiluck the blossoms white : — 
Flow should 1 know but that they might 
Le id h\es as glad as mine? 

To make my hermit-home complete, 

1 brought clear water from the s])iing 
Piaised in its own low murmuring, 

And Cl esses glossy wet. 
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And so, I thought, my likeness giew 
(W^ithout tlie melancholy tale) 

To ‘gentle heimit of the dale,' 

And Angelina too. 

For oft I read within my nook 
Such minstrel stories ; till the breeze 
Made sounds poetic in the trees, 

And then I shut the book. 

If I shut this wherein I write, 

I hear no more the wind athwart 
Those trees, nor feel that childish heart 
Delighting m delight. 

My childhood fiom my life is patted, 

My footstep from the moss which drew 
Its faiiy circle lound: anew 
The gaiden is deserted. 

Another thiush may there rehearse 
7"'he madiigals w'hich sweetest ate; 

No more for me! — myself afar 
Do sing a sadder \erse. 

Ah me 1 ah me ! when erst I lay 
In that child's-nest so greenly wrought. 

I laugh’d unto myself and thought, 

‘'The time will jjass away.’ 

And still I laugh’d, and did not fear 
But that, whene’er was pass’d away 
The childish time, some haj)jaer play 
My womanhood would cheer. 
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I knew the time would pass away ; 

And yet, beside the rose-tree wall, 

Dear God, how seldom, if at all, 

Did I look up to pray ! 

The time is jiast ; and now that grows 
The cypress high among the tiers. 

And I behold white sepulchres 
As well as the white rose, — 

When wiser, meeker thoughts aic given, 

And I have leaint to lift my face. 

Reminded how earth’s greenest place 
The colour draws from heaven,— 

It something salth for earthly pam. 

But more for heavenly promise fi^c, 

That I who was, would shrink to be 
That happy child again. 

Co)/ wliitio}/ 

A Tv j are not taken ; tliere are left behind 
^ Living Beloveds, tender looks to bung 
And make the das light still a hajips thing, 

And tender voiei's, to make soft the wind : 

But if It were not so — if I could find 

love in all this world for comfoiting. 

Nor any jiath but hollowly did ling 
W liere ‘dust to dust’ the love from life disjoin'd 
And if, before those scjmlchies unmoving 
1 ^tood alone (as some forsaken lamb 
(tocs bleating up the moots in weaiy dearth) 
t'rving ‘Where are \e, O my loved and loving'' 
I know a voice would sound, ‘Daughter, I am 
C’an I suJficc for Heaven and not for earth'' 
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68 1. Grief 

T TELL you, hopeless grief is passionless; 

■*“ That only men incredulous of despair, 

Half-taught in anguish, through the midnight air 
Beat upward to God’s throne in loud access 
Of shrieking and reproach. Full desertness 
In souls as countries lieth silent-bare 
Under the blanching, vertical eye-glare 
Of the absolute Heavens. Deep-hearted man, express 
Grief for thy Dead in silence like to death — 

Most like a monumental statue set 
In everlasting watch and moveless woe 
Till itself crumble to the dust beneath. 

Touch it ; the marble eyelids aie not wet : 

If it could weej), it could arise and go. 

Sonnets from the Tortugnese 

682. i 

T THOUGHT once how Theocritus had sung 
'*■ Of the sweet years, the dear and wish’d-foi years, 
Who each one in a giacious hand ajipears 
To bear a gift for mortals old or young : 

And, as I mused it in his antique tongue, 

I saw in gradual Msion through my tears 
The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years — 

Thn-.e of my own life, who by turns had flung 
A shadow across me. Straightway I was ’ware, 

So weeping, how a mystic Shape did move 
Behind me, and drew me backward by the hair ; 

And a voice said in mastery, while I strove, 

‘Guess now who holds thee?’ — ‘Death,’ I said. But there 
The silver answer rang — ‘Not Death, but Lo\e.’ 
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it 

r TNLIKE are we, unlike, O princely Heart! 
Unlike our uses and our destinies. 

Our ministering two angels look surprise 
On one another, as they strike atliwart 
Their wings in passing. Thou, bethink thee, art 
A guest for queens to social pageantries, 

With gages from a hundred brighter eyes 
Than tears even can make mine, to jilay thy part 
Of chief musician. What hast thou to do 
With looking from the lattice-lights at me — 

A poor, tired, wandering singer, singing through 
The dark, and leaning up a cypiess tree ? 

The chri^m is on thine head — on mine the dew — 
And Death must dig the le\el wheie these agree 

68^. Hi 

O from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand 
Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevermoie 
Alone upon the threshold of my door 
Of indnidual life 1 shall command 
The uses of my soul, nor htt my hand 
Seienely in the sunshine as belore, 

Without the sense of that which I forboie— 
Thy touch upon the palm. The wide^t land 
Doom takes to pait us, lea\es thy heait in mine 
With pulses that beat double. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 

Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
God for myself. He heais that name ot thine. 

And secs within my eyes the tears of two. 
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68 s* rv 

T F thou must love me, let it be for naught 
Exce])t for love’s sake only. Do not say, 

‘ I love her for her smile — her look — her way 
or speaking gently, — for a trick of thought 
That falls in well with mine, and certes brought 
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day ’ — 

For these things in themselves. Beloved, may 
Be changed, or change for thee — and love, so wrought, 
TvLiy be unwrought so. Neither love me for 
Thine own dear pity’s wi])ing my cheeks di y : 

A creature might forget to weep, who bore 
Thy comfoit long, and lose thy love thereby! 

But love me for love’s sake, that evermore 
Thou mayst love on, through love’s eternity, 

686, V 

VVTHEN our two souls stand up erect and strong, 
Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and ii’gher, 
Until the lengthening wings break into fire 
At either curving point, — what bitter wrong 
Can the earth do us, that we should not long 

Be here contented I Think I In mounting higher, 
The angels would press on us, and aspire 
To drop some golden orb of perfect song 
Into our dee}), dear silence. Let us stay 
Rather on earth, Beloved — where the unfit 
Contrarious moods of men recoil away 
And isolate j)ure sjiirits, and permit 
A place to stand and love in for a day. 

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 
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687. A Aiusical Tnstmment 

VVTHAT was he doing, the great god Pan, 
Down in the reeds by the ri\er? 
Spreading rum and scattering ban, 

Splasihng and paddling with hoofs of a goat. 
And breaking the golden lilies afloat 
With the dragon-fly on the river. 

He tore out a leed, the great god Pan, 

From the deep cool bed of the rivei ; 

The limpid water turbid! y ran. 

And the broken lilies a-dying lay, 

And the dragon-fly had fled away, 

Eie he brought it out of the ri\er. 

High on the shote sat the gieat god Pan, 

While tuibidly flow’d the river; 

And hack’d and hew’d as a great god can 
With his hard bleak steel at the patient leed. 
Till there was not a sign of the leaf indeed 
To ])iove it fresh from the ri\er. 

He cut It shoit, did the great god Pan 
(How tall it stood in the iivcr!), 

Tlien drew the }»ith, like the heart of a man. 
Steadily from the outside ring, 

And notch’d the jioor dry empty thing 
In holes, as he sat by the ri\er. 

‘This IS the way,’ laugh’d the great god Pan 
(Laugh’d while he sat by the ri\er), 

‘ The only way, since gods began 
To make sweet music, they could succeed.’ 
Then drop[)ing his mouth to a hole in the reed. 
He blew in power by the river. 
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Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan ! 

Piercing sweet by the river ! 

Blinding sweet, O great god Pan ! 

The sun on the hill forgot to die. 

And the lilies revived, and the dragon-fly 
Came back to dream on the n\er. 

Yet half a beast is the great god Pan, 

To laugh as he sits by the rner, 

Making a poet out of a man : 

The true gods sigh for the cost and pain — 

For the reed which grows nevermore again 
As a reed with the reeds of the river. 

FREDERICK TENNYSON 

688, The Holy T 'teie 

i807-i8'p8 

'’T^HE davs are sad, it is the Holy tide: 

^ The Winter morn is short, the Night is long ; 

So let the lifeless Hours be glorified 

With deathless thoughts and echo’d in sweet song ; 
And through the sunset of this jiurjilc cuj) 

They will resume the roses of their jirime, 

And the old Dead will hear us and wake up, 

Pass with dim smiles and make our hearts sublime! 

The days are sad, it is the Holy tide ; 

Be dusky mistletoes and hollies strown. 

Sharp as the s]>eai that pierced liis sacred side, 

Red as the drops ujiori His thorny crown ; 

No haggard Passion and no lawless Mirth 

Fright off the solemn Muse,— tell sweet old tales, 
Sing songs as we sit brooding o'er the hearth, 

Till the lamp flickeis, and the memory fails. 
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68g. My Lost Touth 

1807-1883 

/'^FTEN I think of the beautiful town 
That is seated by the sea; 

Often in thought go up and down 

The pleasant streets of that dear old town, 

And niy youth comes back to me. 

And a verse of a Lapland song 
Is haunting my memory still : 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

I can see the shadowy lines of its tiees, 

And catch, in sudden gleams, 

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas, 

And islands that were the Hesperides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the burden of that old song, 

It murmurs and whispers still : 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

I remember the black wharves and the sh])S, 

And the sea-tides tossing free; 

And Spanish sailors with bearded lips, 

And the beauty and mystery of the ships, 
x\nd the magic of the sea. 

And the ^oice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saying still; 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, loD*g thoughts.* 
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I remember the bulwarks by the sliore, 

And the fort upon the hill ; 

The sunrise gun with its hollow roar, 

The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er, 

And the bugle wild and shrill. 

And the music of that old song 
Throbs in my memory still : 

. ‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth aic long, long thoughts.' 

I remember the sea-fight far away, 

How It thunder’d o’er the tide ! 

And the dead sea-captains, as they lay 
In their graves o’ei looking the tranquil bay 
Where they in battle died. 

And the sound of that mournful song 
Goes through me with a thrill : 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long thoughts.' 

I can see the breezy dome of gro\es, 

The shadows of Deering's woods ; 

And the friendships old and the eaily loves 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves 
In quiet neighboui hoods. 

And the \erse of that sweet old song, 

It liutters and murmurs still : 

‘ A boy’s wall is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 
Across the schoolboy’s brain ; 

The song and the silence in the heart. 

That in j)art are prophecies, and m pait 
Are longings wild and vain. 
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And the voice of that fitful song 
Sings on, and is never still : 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

There are things of which I may not speak ; 

There are dreams that cannot die ; 

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak, 
And bring a pallor into the cheek, 

And a mist before the eye. 

And the words of that fatal song 
Come over me like a chill ; 

‘ A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

Strange to me now are the foims I meet 
When I visit the dear old town ; 

But the native air is pure and sweet, 

And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street, 
As they balance up and down. 

Are singing the beautiful song. 

Are sighing and whispering still : 

‘A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.’ 

And Decring’s woods are fresh and fair, 

And with joy that is almost pain 
My heart goes back to wander theie. 

And among the dicams of the days that were 
I find my lost youth again. 

And tlie strange and beautiful song, 

The groves are rej)eating it still; 

‘A boy's will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.* 
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6 go, Vesta 

1807-1894 

CHRIST of God! whose life and death 
Our own have reconciled, 

Most quietly, most tenderly 

Take home thy star-named child ! 

Thy grace is in her patient eyes, 

Thy words are on her tongue ; 

The \ery silence round her seems 
As if the angels sung. 

Her smile is as a listening child’s 
Who hears its mother’s call ; 

The lilies of Thy perfect peace 
About her pillow fall. 

She leans from out our clinging arms 
To rest herself in Thine; 

Alone to Thee, dear Lord, can we 
Our well-beloted resign. 

O, less for her than for ourselves 
We bow our heads and pray; 

Her setting star, like Bethlehem’s, 

To Thee shall point the way 1 



HELEN SELINA, LADY DUFFERIN 


6gi. I^ament oj the Irish K7nigrant 

1807- 

T ’M sittin’ on the stile, Mary, 

^ Where wc sat side by side 
On a bright May mornin’ long ago. 

When iirst you were my bride ; 

The corn was spnngin’ fresh and green, 

And the lark sang loud and high — 

And the red was on your hp, Mary, 

And the love-light in your eye. 

The place is little changed, Mary, 

The day is bright as then, 

The lark's loud song is in my ear. 

And the corn is gteen again: 

But I miss the soft ciav]i of }our hand. 

And your breath uarm on my cheek. 

And I still keep h‘'t'nino for the words 
You ne\er more will speak. 

*Tis but a step down ponder lage, 

And the little church stands near, 

The chinch where we w^eie w'ed, Mary, 

I see the sjnre from here. 

But the gianeyard lies betw'ecn, Mary, 

And my step might bieak your rest — 

For l’%e laid you, darling! dow'n to sleep, 
With your baby on your bieast. 
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I’m very lonely now, Mary, 

For the poor make no new friends, 
But, O, they love the better still, 

The few our Father sends! 

And you were all J had, Mary, 

My blessin’ and my pride : 

There *s nothin* left to care for now. 
Since my poor Mary died. 


Yours was the good, brave heart, Mary, 
That still kept hoping on. 

When the t:ust in God had left my soul. 
And my arm's young strength was gone ; 
There was comfort ever on your hj'», 

And the kind look on your brow — 

I bless you, Mary, for that same, 

Though you cannot hear me now. 


I thank you for the patient smile 
When your heart was ft to break. 
When the hunger jnain was gnawin' there, 
And you hid it, for my sake ! 

I bless you for the pleasant woid, 

When \our heart was sad and sore — 
O, I’m thankful you are gone, Mary, 
Where grief can’t reach you more • 


I’m biddin’ you a long farewell, 
My Mary — kind and true ! 
But I’ll not forget you, darling! 
In the land I’m goin’ to ; 
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They say there *s bread and work for all, 

And the sun shines always there — 

But ril not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times as fair ! 

And often in those grand old wQods 
I’ll sit, and shut my eyes, 

And my heart will travel back again 
To the place where Mary lies ; 

And I’ll think I see the little stile 
Where we sat side by side : 

And the springin’ corn, and the bright May mom, 
When first you were my bride. 


CAROLINE ELIZABETH SARAH NORTON 

6p2, I do not love Thee 

1808-1876 

T DO not love thee! — no! I do not love thee! 

And yet when thou art absent I am ‘^ad ; 

And envy even the bnght blue sky above thee. 
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad. 

I do not loie thee! — yet, I know not why, 
Whate’er thou dost seems still well done, to me; 

And often in my solitude I sigh 
That those I do lo\e are not moie like thee ! 

I do not love thee ' — yet, when thou art gone, 

I hate the sound (though those who speak be dear) 

Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone 
Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear. 
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I do not love thee ! — yet thy speaking eyes, 
With their deep, bright, and most expressne blue, 
Between me and the midnight heaven arise, 
Oftener than any eyes I ever knew. 

1 know I do not love thee ! yet, alas ! 

Others will scarcely trust my candid heart ; 

And oft I catch them smiling as they pass, 
Because they see me gazing where thou ait. 


CHARLES TENNYSON TURNER 

Lettys Globe 

VVTHEN Letty had scarce pass’d lier thiid glad yc.u 
And her young artless words began to how. 
One day we gaie the child a colour'd sjihere 

Of the wide earth, that she might maik and know. 
By tint and outline, all its sea and land. 

She })atted all the world ; old empires peep’d 
Between her baby fingers; her soft hand 

Was welcome at all fiontieis. How she leajYl, 

And laugh’d and prattled in her world-wide bliss ; 
But when we turn’d her sweet unlearned eye 
On our own isle, she raised a joyous cry — 

‘Oh ! yes, I see it, Letty’s home is theie ! ' 

And while she hid all England with a kiss, 

Bright over Europe fell her golden hair. 



EDGAR ALLAN POE 

6p4, To Helen 

1809-1849 

"LJELEN, thy beauty is to me 

'*■ '*■ Like those Nicean barks of yore 

That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 

The weary way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 

On desperate seas Jong wont to roam, 

Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

And the grandeur that was Rome. 

Lo, in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 

The agate lamp within thy hand, 

Ah ! Psyche, from the regions which 
Are holy land ! 

{fpy Annabel Lee 

TT was many and many a year ago, 

^ In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
By the name of Annabel Lee. 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to lo\e and be loved by me. 

I was a child and she was a child 
In this kingdom by the sea : 

But we loved with a love that was more than Io\e— 
I and my Annabel Lee, 

With a Io\e that the wingM seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 
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And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
My beautiful Annabel Lee, 

So that her high-born kinsman came 
And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 
In this kingdom by the sea. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 

Went envying her and me — 

Yes ! that was the reason (as all men know, 

In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud one night. 
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

But our love it was stionger by far than the love 
Of those who were older than W'e — 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 

Nor the demons dowm under the sea, 

Can e\er dlsse^er my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee : 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

And the stars ne\er rise, but I feel the blight eyes 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 
Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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6p6. For Annie 

* I 'HANK Heaven ! the crisis — 

The danger is past, 

And the lingering illness 
Is over at last — 

And the fever called ‘Living’ 

Is conquer’d at last. 

Sadly, I know 

I am shorn of my strength, 

And no muscle I move 
As I lie at full length : 

But no matter — I feel 
I am better at length. 

And I rest so composedly 
Now, m my bed, 

That any beholder 

Might fancy me dead — 

Might start at beholding me. 

Thinking me dead. 

The moaning and gioaning, 

The sighing and sobbing, 

Are quieted now, 

With that horrible throbbing 
At heait — ah, that horrible, 

Horrible throbbing ! 

The sickness — the nausea — 

The j>itiless pain — 

Ha\e ceased, with the fever 
That madden'd my brain — 

With the fever called ‘Living’ 

That burn’d m my biain. 
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And O ! of all tortures 
TThat torture the woi st 
Idas abated — the terrible 
Torture of thirst 
Fpr the naphthaline river 

Of Passion accurst 

I have drunk of a water 
That quenches all thirst. 

• — Of a water that Hows, 

^Vith a lullaby sound, 

F roni a spring but a very few 
Feet under ground — 

Fiom a cavern not very far 
Down under ground. 

And ah 1 let it never 
Be foolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy, 
And narrow my bed ; 

For man neter slept 
In a different bed — 

And, to slerp^ you must si umbel 
In just such a bed. 

tantalized sjdrit 
Here blandly reposes. 
Forgetting, or never 

Regretting its roses 

Its old agitations 

Of myrtles and roses : 

For now, while so quietly 
Lying, it fancies 
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A holier odour 

About it, of pansies — 

A rosemary odour. 

Commingled with pansies — 

With rue and the beautiful 
Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily, 

Bathing in many 
A dream of the truth 

And the beauty of Annie — 
Drown’d in a bath 

Of the tre=.scs of Annie, 

She tendeily kiss’d me, 

She fondly caress’d. 

And then 1 fell gently 

Xo sleep on her bieust — 

Deeply to sleep 

From the hea\en of her bieast. 

When the light was extinguish’d. 

She co\er’d me warm. 

And she pray’d to the angels 

Xo keep me from harm 

Xo the queen of the angels 
Xo shield me from harm. 

And I lie so composedly. 

Now, in my bed 
(Knowing her love), 

Xhat you fancy me dead — 
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And I rest so contentedly, 

Now, in my bed 
(With her love at my breast), 
That you fancy me dead — 
That you shudder to look at me, 
Thinking me dead. 

But my heart it is brighter 
Than all of the many 
Stars in the sky, 

For it sparkles with Annie — 
It glows with the light 

Of the love of my Annie — 
With the thought of the light 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 


EDWARD FITZGERALD 

Old Song 

1809-1883 

”T^IS a dull sight 

To see the year dying, 

When winter winds 

Set the yellow wood sighing : 

Sighing, O sighing ! 

When such a time cometh 
I do retire 
Into an old room 
Beside a bright fire ; 

O, pile a bright fire ! 
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And there I sit 

Reading old things. 

Of knights and lorn damsels. 

While the wind sings 

O, drearily sings 1 

I never look out 

ISTor attend to the blast ; 

For all to be seen 

Is the leaves falling fast ; 
Falling, falling! 

Rut close at the hearth. 

Like a cricket, sit I, 

Reading of summer 

And chivalry 

Gallant chivalry ! 

Then with an old friend 
I talk of our youth — 

Dow ’twas gladsome, but often 
Foolish, forsooth : 

But gladsome, gladsome ! 

Or, to get merry, 

'We Sing some old rhyme 

That made the wood ring again 

In summer time 

Sweet summer time ! 


Then go we smoking. 
Silent and snug : 

ISiaught passes between us, 

Sa\e a brown jug 

Sometime‘S ! 
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And sometimes a tear 
Will rise in each eye, 

Seeing the two old friends 
So merrily — 

So merrily ! 

And ere to bed 
Go we, go we, 

Down on the ashes 
We kneel on the knee, 
Praying together ! 

Thus, then, live I 

Till, ’mid all the gloom, 

By Heaven ! the bold sun 
Is with me in the room 
Shining, shining ! 

Then the clouds part. 

Swallows soaring between ; 

'I’he spring is alive. 

And the meadows are green I 

I jum]) up like mad. 

Break the old pipe in twain, 

And away to the meadows, 

Tlie meadows again ! 


6gB. Fro7n 07?2ar Khayyd7n 

1 

A BOOK of Verses underneath the Bough, 

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Biead — and Thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness — 

O, Wilderness were Paradise enow 1 
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Some for the Glories of This World ; and some 
Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come ; 

Ah, take the Cash, and let the Credit go, 

Nor heed the rumble of a distant Drum I 

Look to the blowing Rose about us — ‘ Lo, 
Laughiig,’ she says, ‘into the world I blow, 

At once the silken tassel of my Purse 
Teai, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.* 

And those who husbanded the Golden grain 
And those who flung it to the winds like Rain 
Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d 
As, buried once, Men want dug up again. 

II 

Think, in this batter’d Caravanserai 
Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day, 

How SultiUi after Sultan with his Pomp 
Abode his de--tined Hour, and w^ent his way. 

Tiiey say the' Lion and the Lizard keep 

The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep ; 

And Bahram, that great Hunter — the wild Asa 
Stamps o’ei his Head, but cannot break his Sleep. 

1 sometimes think that never blows so red 
The Rose as where some buried Caesar bled ; 

That e\ery Hyacinth the Garden weais 
Dio[)t in hei Lap from some once lotely Head. 

And this reining Herb W'hose tendeT Green 
Fledges the River-Lip on which we lean — 

Ah, lean ujion it lightly ! for who knows 
From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen ! 
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Ah, my Beloved, fill the Cup that dears 
To-day of past Regrets and Future Fears: 

To-morro'w ! — Why, To-moirow I may he 
Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n thousand Years, 

For some we loved, the loveliest and the best 
That from his Vintage rolling Time hath prest, 

Have diunk their Cup a Round or two befoie, 
And one by one crept silently to rest. 

And we, that now make merry in the Room 
They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom, 
Ourselves must ue beneath the Couch of Earth 
Descend — ourselves to make a Couch — for whom ? 

Ah, make the most of what we yet may s])end. 
Before we too into the Dust descend ; 

Dust unto Dust, and under Dust to he. 

Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and — sans End! 

HI 

Ah, with the Graje my fading Life pro\ide, 

And wash my Body whence the Life has died, 

And lay me, shiouded in the living Leaf, 

By some not unfrequented Gaiden-side. . . . 

Yon rising Moon that looks for us again — 

How oft hereafter will she wax and wane ; 

How oft hereafter rising look for us 
Through this same Garden — and for one In vain 1 

And when like her, O Saki, you shall pass 
Among the Guests star-scatter’d on the Grass, 

And in your joyous errand reach the sjiot 
Where I made One — turn down an empty Glass! 
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6gp. Mariana 

1809-1893 

VyriTH blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all: 

The rusted nails fell from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable-wall. 

The broken sheds look’d sad and strange: 
Unlifted was the clinking latch ; 

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, ‘ My life is dreary, 

He cometh not,’ she said ; 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ’ 

Her tears fell with the dews at even ; 

Her te, rs fell ere the dews were dried ; 

She could not look on the sweet heaven, 

Cither at morn or e\entide. 

After the flitting of the bats. 

When thickest dark did trance the sky, 

She diew her casement-curtain by, 

And glanced athwart the glooming flats. 

She only said, * The night is dreary, 

He cometh not,’ she said ; 

She said, T am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I weie dead ! ’ 

Upon the middle of the night. 

Waking she heard the night-fowl crow; 

The cock sung out an hour ere light: 

From the dark fen the oxen’s low 
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Came to her: without hope of change, 

In sleep she seemed to walk forlorn, 

Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn 
About the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, ‘The day is dreary, 

He cometh not,* she said ; 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! * 

About a stone-cast from the wall 

A sluice with blacken’d waters slept, 

And o’er it many, round and small, 

The cluster’d marish-mosses ciept. 

Hard by a poplar shook alway. 

All silver-green wnth gnarled bark : 

For leagues no other tree did mark 
The le>el waste, the rounding gray. 

She only said, ‘My life is dreary. 

He cometh not,’ she said ; 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary 
I would that I were dead ! * 

And e\er when the moon was low, 

And the shrill wands were up and aw^ay. 
In the white curtain, to and fro. 

She saw the gusty shadow sway. 

But w'hen the moon was \cry low, 

And wild winds bound within their cell, 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow. 

She only said, ‘The night is dreary, 
He cometh not,* she said ; 

She said, ‘ I am aw'eary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ’ 
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All day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak’d ; 

The blue fly sung in the pane ; the mouse 
Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek’d, 
Or from the crevice peer’d about. 

Old faces glimmer’d thro’ the doors, 

Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 

Old voices call’d her from without. 

She only said, ‘ My life is dreary, 

He cometh not,* she said ; 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ’ 

The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof, 

Tlie slow clock ticking, and the sound 
Which to the wooing wind aloof 
The poplar made, did all confound 
Her sense ; but most she loathed the hour 
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chambers, and the day 
Was sloping toward his western bower. 
Then, said she, ‘I am \ery dreary, 

He will not come,’ she said; 

She wept, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

O God, that I were dead 1 * 

700, The Lady of Shalott 

Part I 

/^^N either side the ri\er lie 

Long fields of barley and of rye. 
That clothe the wold and meet the sky ; 
And thro’ the field the road runs by 
To many-tower’d Camelot ; 
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And up and down the people go. 

Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below, 

The island of Shalott, 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver. 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro’ the wave that runs for ever 
13y the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camclot. 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers. 
Overlook a space of flovv^ers, 

And the silent isle imbowcTS 

The Lady of Shalott* 

By the maigin, willow-vellM, 

Slide the he.ivy barges trail’d 
B}'’ slow horses ; and unhad’d 
The shalloj) flitteth silken-saii'd 

Skimming down to Camelot 
But who hath seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the casement seen her stand? 

Or is she known in all the land, 

The Lady of Shalott? 

Only rea])ers, reajiing eail/ 

In among the bearded bailey, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
Fiom the river winding cleaily, 

Down to tower'd Camelot : 
And by the moon the reaper weary. 
Piling sheaves in ujilands airy. 

Listening, whi'^pers ‘ *Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott/ 
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Part II 

There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heaid a whisper say, 

A curse IS on her if she stay 

To look down to Camelot. 
She knows not w^hat the curse may be. 
And so she weaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

Tlie Lady of Shalott. 

And moving thro’ a minor clear 
That hangs before ner all the year, 
Shadows of the woild appear. 

There she see-^ the highway near 

Winding dowm to Camelot: 
There the river eddy whirls, 

And there the surly village-churls, 

And the red cloaks of market girls, 

Pas> onward from Shalott. 

Sometimes a tioop of damsels glad. 

An abbot on an ambling Jiad, 

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 

Or long-hair’d })age in ciimson clad. 

Goes by to tow'^er’d Camelot 
And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two : 
She hath no lov al knight and true. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

But in her web she still dehgh*^s 
To weave the mirror's magic sights, 
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For often thio’ the silent nights 
A funera], with plumes and lights, 

And music, went to Camelot 
Or when the moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed ; 

‘I am half sick of shadows,’ said 
The Lady of Shalott. 

Part III 

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves. 

He lode between the bai lcy-shca\ es. 

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 
And /lamed upon the brazen gi caves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A rcd-cross knight for e\er kneePd 
To a lady in his shield, 

That s})arklcd on the yellow field, 

Beside remote Shalott, 

The gemmy biidle glitter'd free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 
Flung in the golden Galaxy. 

The bridle bells rang nienily 

As he rode down to Camelot 
And fiom his blazon’d baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung. 

And as he rode his armour rung. 

Beside i emote Slialott. 

All in the blue unclouded weather 
Thick-jewell’d shone the saddle-leather, 
The Jielmet and the hclmet-feathei 
Burn’d like one burning flame together, 

As be rode down to Camelot. 
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As often thro* the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light. 

Moves over still Shalott- 

Idis broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d ; 
On burnish’d hooves his war-hoise trode ; 
From underneath his helmet flow’d 
His coal-black curls as on he rode. 

As he rode down to Camelot 
From the bank and fiom the ri^cr 
He flash’d into the crystal mirror, 

‘Tina hrra,’ by the ii\er 

Sang Sir Lancelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom. 

She made three paces thro’ the room. 

She saw the watcr-lily bloom. 

She saw the helmet and the jilume, 

She look’d down to Camelot. 
Out flew the web and floated wide ; 

The muror crack’d from side to side; 

‘The cuise is come uj)on me!’ cried 
The Lady of Shalott. 

Part IV 

In the stormy east-wind straining, 

'^riu' pale yellow woods were warning. 

The bioad •>.tieam in his banks complaining, 
IleaMly the low sky raining 

0^el tow'cr’d Camelot; 
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Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat. 

And round about the prow she wrote 
'I he Lady of Shaln/f. 

And down the ri\er's dim expanse — 
Like some bold seer in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance — 

"V^^ith a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camclot. 
And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay ; 
The broad stieam bore her far away, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Lying, robed in snowy white 

That loosely flew to left and right-^ 

The lea\es ujion her falling light — 

Tnro’ the noises of the night 

She floated down to Canielot 
And as the boat-head wound along 
Tile willow'y hills and fields among. 

They heard her singing her last song. 

Ti e L.idy of Shalott. 

Ideaid a carol, mouinSd, holy, 

Cliantcd loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood w'as frozen slowly. 

And her eses w'-eie daiken’d wholly, 

Tuin’d to towei’d Camclot; 
For ere ‘^he reach’d upon the tide 
The first house by the watei -side, 

Singing in her song she died. 

The Lady of Shalott, 
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Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by. 
Dead-pale between the houses high, 

Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 

And round the prow they read her name, 
Ihe I^ady of Shalott. 

Who is this ? and what is here ? 

And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of royal cheer ; 

And they cross’d theniscUes for fear. 

All the knights at Camelot; 
But Lancelot mused a little space; 
lie said, ‘She has a Io\ely face; 

God in His mercy lend her g'uce, 
iiie Lads' of Shalott.* 

'The A///!er^s 'D.i/ighter 

TT 1'' the miller’s daughter. 

And she is grown so dear, so dear, 
I'hat I w'ould be the jewel 
i’hat trembles in her ear ; 

For hid in ringlets day and night. 

I'd touch her neck so warm and white. 

And 1 would be the girdle 

About her dainty daintv wsust. 

And her heart would be.it against me, 

In sorrow and in rest : 

And I should know if it beat right. 

I'd clas]) It round so close and tight. 
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And I would be the necklace, 

And all day long to fall and rise 
Upon her balmy bosom, 

With her laughter or her sighs : 

And I would he so light, so light, 

I scarce should be unclasp'd at night. 

702, Song of the Lotos-Eaters ^ 

* I 'HERE is sweet music here that softer falls 
^ Than petals from blown roses on the grass, 

O: night -dews on still waters between walls 
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 

Music that genther on the sjiirit lies. 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes ; 

Mu^ic that brings sweet sleep down fiom the blissful skies, 
ricre are cool mosses deep, 

And thro* the moss the ivies creep. 

And in the ‘'tream the long'lea\ed llotters veep, 

And from the ciaggy hdge the ]'Op})\ hangs in sleep. 

Why are we weigh’d ujion with hiaxinc'^s, 

And utterlv con'-umed with sharji distress, 

^Vhile all things eKe ha^e re^t fiom weatiness ? 

All things ha\e rest; why should we toil alone, 

Wc only toil, who aie the first of things, 

And make ])crpctual moan, 

Still from one soriow to another thiown : 

Not ever fold our wings. 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy hilm ; 

Nor harken what the inner sjarit sings, 

* There is no joy but calm ! ’ — 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things r 
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Lo ! in the middle of the wood, 

'I'he folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 

Sun-stec})’d at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed ; and turning yellow 
Falls, and floats adown the air. 

Lo ! sweeten’d with the summer light, 

TJie full-juiced a])ple, waxing over-mellow, 

Dro])3 in a silent autumn night. 

All Its allotted length of days, 

The flower ri])enb in its place*. 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 

Hateful is the dark-blue sky. 

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea. 

Death is the end of life ; ah, why 
Should life all laboui be ? 

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast, 

And in a little while our lips are dumb. 

Let us alone. What is it that will la^t ? 

All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of tlie dreadful Past. 

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with etil Is there any peace 
In cter climbing up the climbing wa\e? 

All things ha\e rest, and ripen towaid the grave 
In silence ; ripen, fall and cease : 

Give us long rest oi death, daik death, or dreamful ease. 

How sweet it weie, hearing the downwaid stream. 

With half- shut eyes ever to seem 
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Falling asleep in a half-dream ! 

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light, 
Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height 
To hear each other’s whisper’d speech ; 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 

And tender cur\ing lines of creamy spray; 

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy ; • 

To muse and brood and Inc again m memoiy. 

With those old faces of our infancy 
Heap'd oicr with a mound of glass. 

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass 

Dear is the memory of our wedded lues. 

And dear the last embraces of our wnes 

And their waim tears: but all hath suflei’d change 

For surely now oui household hearths are cold: 

Oar sons inherit us: our looks are stiange: 

And we should come like ghosts to tiouble joy. 

Or else the island piinces o\ei-bold 

Ha\e eat our substance, and the minstiel sings 

Before them of the ten years’ war in Troy, 

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things* 

E there confusion in the little isle ? 

Let what is broken so remain. 

The Gods arc hard to reconcile: 

’Tis hard to settle Older once again. 

There is confusion w'oise than death, 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 

Long labour unto aged breath, 

Sore task to hearts worn out with many wars 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stais. 
830 
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But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 

How sweet (while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly) 

With half-dropt eyelids still, 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy, 

To watch the long bright river di awing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill — 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 

From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine — 

To watch the emerald-colour’d water falling 
Till o’ many a wov’n acanthus-wreath dnine! 

Only to hear and see the far-off sj)arkling brine, 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the pine. 

The Lotos blooms below the barien peak: 

The Lotos blows by e\eiy wunding creek: 

All day the wind breathes low uith mellower tone: 

Th.ro' e\ery hollow ca\e and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the )ellow Lotoj-dust is 
blown. 

We ha\e had enough of action, and of motion we, 

Roll’d to btai board, roll'd to larboard, when the surge was 
seething free. 

Where the wallowing monster sp-outed his foam-fountains in 
the sea. 

Let u> sweai an oath, and keep it with an equal mind, 

In the hollow Lotos-land to Ine and lie lechned 
On the hills like Gods together, caieless of mankind. 

For they he beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl’d 
b'ai below them in the \alle\s, and the clouds aie lightl} 
cui I'd 

Round their golden houses, giidled with the gleaming world . 
Wheie they smile in secret, looking o\er wasted land% 
Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and 
fiery sands, 
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Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and 
playing hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song 
Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong, 
Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the words are stiong; 
Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil, 
Sow the seed- and reap the haivest with enduring toil, 
Stoiing ycaiJy little dues of wheat, and wine and oil; 

Till they perish and they sufler — some, ’tis whispei’d— down 
in hell 

SulTer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell, 
Resting weaiy limbs at last on beds of asjihodel. 

Surely, surely, slumber is moie sweet than toil, the shore 
Than labour in the dee]) mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar ; 
O rest ye, brother maiineis, we will not wander more. 


70s* Sr, Agnes' Eve 

"PxEEP on the convent-roof the snows 
^ Are sparkling to the moon : 

My breath to beaten like \a]-our goes: 

May my soul follow soon ! 

The shadows of the content-towers 
Slant down the snowy sw'aid, 

Still creeping w'lth the cree|)ing hours 
That lead me to my Lord : 

Make Thou my sjiirit j)ure and clear 
As are the frosty skies. 

Or this first snowdrop of the year 
That in my bosom lies. 

As these white robes aie soil’d and daik. 
To yonder shining ground; 
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As this pale taper’s earthly spark, 

To yonder argent round ; 

So shows my soul before the Lamb, 

My spirit before Thee ; 

So in mine earthly house I am, 

To that I hope to be. 

Break up the heavens, O Lord ! and far, 
Thro’ all yon starlight keen, 

Diaw me, thy bride, a glittering star, 

In raiment white and clean 

He lifts me to the golden doors ; 

The flashes come and go ; 

All heaven bursts her stairy floors. 

And strows her lights below, 

And dee])ens on and up 1 the gates 
Roll back, and far within 
For me the Hea\cnly Bridegioom waits, 
To make me pure of sin. 

The sabbaths of Eternity, 

One sabbath deep and wide — 

A light upon the shining sea — 

The Bridegroom with his bride J 


704, 


Blovc, Bugle j bloiv 


s])lendour falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story : 
The long light shakes across the lakes. 
And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 
Blow', bugle, blow', set tlie wild echoes flying. 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, d\ing, dying, d, 
E e 
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O hark, O hear ! how thin and clear, 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ! 

O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing ! 
Blow, let us hear the pui pie glens re])lying ; 

Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O Io\e, they die in yon rich sky. 

They faint on hill or field or river: 

Our echoes toll fioni soul to soul. 

And grow for ever and for ever. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 


70^, Summer Night 

"NT O W sleeps the crimson jietal, now the white 
^ Nor waves the cypiess in the palace walk; 
Nor winks the gold fin in the por])hyry font : 

'I'he firefly wakens; waken tliou with me. 

Now droo])S the milk-white peacock like a ghost, 
And like a ghost she glimmers on to me. 

Now lies the Earth all Danae to the stars, 

And ail thy lieart lies o])en unto me. 

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves 
A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me. 

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up, 

And slips into the bosom of the lake : 

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip 
Into my bosom and be lost in me. 
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706, Come down, 0 Maid 

/^OME down, O maid, from yonder mountain height 
What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sangy 
In height and cold, the splendour of the hills? 

Rut cease to move so near the Heavens, and cease 
I’o glide a sunbeam by the blasted Pine, 

To sit a star upon the spaikling s])ire; 

And come, for Love is of the valley, come, 

Foi Love is of the valley, come thou down 
And find him; by the happy thieshold, he, 

Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize, 

Oi red with spirted jiurjjle of the vats, 

Oi foxlike in the vine; nor caies to walk 
With Death and Morning on tlie siher horns, 

Not wilt thou snare him in the white ia\ine, 

Nor find him dropt u])on the filths of ice, 

That huddling slant in fu^ow-clo^en falL 
To loll the toiient out of dusky dooi^; 

But follow; let the toiicnt dance thee down 
To iind him in the valley; let the wild 
Lean-headed Eagles yelp alone, and lea\e 
d’he monstrous ledges theie to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreaths of dangling WMtCi -smoke, 

That like a bioken jmrpose waste in air: 

80 waste not thou; but come; foi all the vales 
Awciit thee; azuie pillais of the health 
Aiise to thee; the childien call, and 1 
d’hy shepheid jajie, and sweet is evei;y soi nd, 

Sweeter tliy voice, but eveiy sound is sweet; 

Mviiads of iivulets huriying thro’ the lawn, 
d’he moan of doves in immemoiial elms. 

And mui muling of innumerable bees. 
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707, From ^ In Memoriam ^ 

(ARTHUR HENRY HALLAM, MDCCCXXXIIl) 

I 

T7AIR ship, that from the Italian shore 
Sailest the placid occan-plains 
With my lost Arthur’s loved remains, 
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’er. 

So draw him home to those that mourn 
I n vain ; a favourable speed 
Ruffle thy mnror’d mast, and lead 
Thro’ prosperous floods his holy urn. 

All night no ruder air perjflex 

Thy sliding keel, till Plios])hor, bright 
As our pure love, tin o’ early light 
Shall glimmer on the dewy decks. 

Sj-here all your lights around, above; 

Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow 
Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now. 
My friend, the brother of my love ; 

My Arthur, wliom I shall not see 

Till all ^ly widow’d race be lun; 

Dear as the mother to the son, 

More than my bi others aie to me. 

II 

I hear the noise about thy keel ; 

I hear the bell struck in the night ; 

I see the cabm-window bright ; 

1 see the sailor at the wheel. 
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Thou bring’st the sailor to his wife, 

And travell’d men from foreign lands ; 
And letters unto trembling hands ; 

And, thy dark freight, a vanish’d life- 

So biing him: we have idle dreams: 

This look of quiet flatters thus 
Our home-bred fancies : O to us, 

The fools of habit, sweeter seems 

To rest beneath the clover sod. 

That takes the sunshine and the rains. 

Or wheie the kneeling hamlet drains 
The chalice of the grapes of God ; 

Tfiian if with thee the roaring wells 

Should gulf him fathom-deep m brine ; 
And hands so often cla‘>:p’d in mine. 
Should toss with tangle and wuth shells. 

Ill 

Calm is the morn without a sound, 

Calm as to suit a calmer grief, 

And only thro’ the faded leaf 
The chestnut pattering to the ground : 

Calm and deep peace on this high wold. 

And on these dews that drench the furze. 
And all the silvery gossamers 
That twinkle into green and gold ; 

Calm and still light on yon great plain 

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers. 
And crowded farms and lessening towers. 
To mingle with the bounding mam : 
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Calm and deep peace in this wide air, 

Thc<=;e leaves that redden to the fall ; 
And in my heart, if calm at all, 

If any calm, a calm desjiair; 

Calm on the seas, and siher sleep, 

And wates that sway themselves in rest. 
And dead calm in that noble breast 
Which heaves but with the iieating deep. 

IV 

To-night the winds begin to rise 

And roar from ^mnder dropping day : 
The last red leaf is whirl’d away, 

The rooks are blown about the skies ; 

The forest crack'd, the waters cuiTd, 

The cattle liuddled on the lea ; 

And wildly dashM on tower and tne 
Tlic sunbeam strikes along the woild : 

And but for fancies, which ater 

That all thy motions gently pass 
Athwart a plane of molten gIa''S, 

I scaice could brook the strain and ‘^tir 

That makes the barren branches loud ; 

And but for fear it is not so, 

The wild unrest that lives in woe 
Would dote and poie on yonder cloud 

That rises ujiward always higher, 

And onward drags a labouring bre ist. 
And topjdes round the dreary west. 

A looming bastion fringed with fire. 
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V 

Thou comcst, much wept for : such a breeze 
Compcird thy canvas, and my prayer 
Was as the whisper of an air 

To breathe thee over lonely seas. 

For I in spirit saw thee move 

Thro* circles of the bounding sky, 

W^eek alter week : the days go by : 

Come quick, thou bi ingest all I love. 

Henceforth, wherever thou mayst roam 
My blessing, like a line of light, 

Is on the waters day and night, 

And like a beacon guards tliee home. 

•So may whatever tempest mars 

Mid-ocean, sjiare thee, sacred baik ; 

And balmy drops in summer dark 

Slide fiom the bosom of the stars. 

So kind an office hath been done, 

Such precious relics brought by thee ; 
The dust of him I shall not see 

Till all my widow’d race be run. 

VI 

Now, sometimes in my sorrow shut, 

Or breaking into song by fits. 

Alone, alone, to where he sits. 

The Shadow cloak’d from head to foot, 

W^ho keeps the keys of all the creeds, 

I wander, often falling lame, 

And looking back to whence I came. 

Or on to where the pathway leads ; 
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And crying. How changed from where it ran 
Thro’ lands where not a leaf was dumb; 

But all the lavish hills would hum 
The murmur of a happy Pan ; 

When each by turns was guide to each, 

And Fancy light from Fancy caught. 

And Thought leapt out to wed with Though 
Ere Thought could wed itself with Speech ; 

And all wc met was Fur and good, 

And all was good that Time could bting. 
And all the secret of the Spring 
Moved in the chambeis of the blood ; 

And many an old ])hilosoj)hy 

On Aigi^e heights divinely sang. 

And round us all the thicket rang 
To many a flute of Arcady. 

VII 

How fa'-cs It with the hajipy dead ? 

For here the man is moie and more ; 

But he forgets the days befoie 
God shut the doorways of his head. 

'idle day^ have \anish’d, tone and tint, 

And yet })eiha])S the hoarding sense 
Gnes out at times (he knows not whence) 

A little flash, a mystic hint; 

And in the long harmonious years 

(If Death so taste Lethean springs) 

May some dim touch of earthly things 
Surjirise thee ranging with thy peers. 
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If such a dreamy touch should fall, 

O turn thee round, resolve the doubt ; 
My guardian angel will speak out 
In that high place, and tell thee all. 

VIII 

The wish, that of the living whole 

No life may fail beyond the grave. 
Derives it not from what ue have 
The likest God within the soul ? 

Are God and Nature then at strife. 

That Nature lends such evil dreams ? 
So careful of the type she seems, 

So careless of the single life ; 

That I, considering e\cry\\hcre 

Her secret meaning in her deeds. 

And finding that of fifty seeds 
She often br.ngs but one to bear. 

I falter where I firmly trod. 

And falling with my At eight of cares 
Upon the gieat woild’s altar-stairs 
That slope thro’ darkness up to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope. 
And gather dust and chatf, and call 
To what T feci is Loid of all, 

And faintly trust the larger hope. 

IX 

‘ So careful of the tyjie ? ’ but no. 

From scarped did and quarried stone 
She cries, ‘ A tliousand tj'pes are gone 
I care for nothing, all shall go. 
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Thou makest thine aj^pcal to me : 

I bring to life, I bring to death ; 

The spii it docs but mean the breath ; 

I know no more.* And he, shall he, 

Man, her last woik, who seem’d so fair, 
Such sj^lendid puij>ose in his eyes, 

\^^ho loll’d the psalm to wintry skies, 

^Vho built him fanes of fruitless j)ia)ei, 

Wlio trusted Ood was lo\e indeed 

And lote Creation’s final law — 

'rho’ Natuic, icd in tooth and claw 

With latine, shriek’d against his creed — 

Who lo\ed, who suffer’d countless ills. 

Who battled foi the True, the Just, 

Be blown about the desert dust, 

Oi seal’d within the non hills? 

No more ? A monster then, a dicam, 

A discord. Dragons of the prime, 
'^riiat taie each other in their slime, 

Were mellow music match’d W'lth him. 

O life as futile, then, as frail ’ 

O for thy \oice to soothe and bless) 
^Vhat hope of answer, or redress? 

Behind the \eil, behind the \eil. 

X 

Unw'atch’d, the garden bough ‘-hall swaay. 
The tender blossom flutter dow^n , 

Unlot ed, that beech wall gather blown, 

Uiis maj)!e burn itself away; 
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Unloved, the sunflower, shining fair, 

Ray round with flames her disk of seed, 
And many a rose-carnation feed 
With summer spice the humming air; 

Unloved, by many a sandy bar, 

The brook shall babble dow'n the plain, 
At noon or when the lesser wain 
Is twisting lound the jiolar star; 

Linear ed for, gird the windy gro\e. 

And flood the haunts of iicrn and crake 
Or into silver arrows break 
The sailing moon in cieek and cove; 

Till fiom the garden and the w'ild 
A fresh association blow. 

And year by )ear the landscape glow 
I'amiliar to the stranger’s child ; 

As year b^ year the labouier tills 

His wonted glebe, or lops the glades ; 
And year In year our memory fades 
Fiom all the ciicle of the hills. 

XI 

Now fades the last long streak of snow. 

Now burgeons every maze of c|uick 
About the flowenng squaic-', and thick 
L) ashen loots the violets blow. 

Now lings the woodland loud and long, 

’rhe distance tikes a loveliei hae. 

And diovvn’d in yonder living blue 
The lark becomes a sightless song. 
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Now dance the lights on lawn and lea, 

The flocks are whiter down the vale. 
And milkier every milky sail 
On winding stream or distant sea ; 

Where now the seamew pipes, or dives 
In yonder greening gleam, and fly 
The happy birds, that change their sky 
To build and brood; that live their lives 

From land to land; and in my breast 
Spring wakens too ; and my regret 
Becomes an April violet, 

And buds and blossoms like the rest. 


XII 

Lo\e is and was my Lord and King, 

And in his presence I attend 
To hear the tidings of my friend, 
Which every hour his couriers bring. 

Love is and was my King and Lord, 

And will be, tho’ as yet I kee]) 
Within his court on earth, and bleep 
Lneompass’d by his faithful guard, 

And hear at times a sentinel 

Who moves about from }>lace to })Iace, 
And whispers to the woiliis of space, 
In the deep night, that all is well. 
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70S. Maud 

/'^OME into the garden, Maud, 

For the black bat, Night, has flown. 

Come into the garden, Maud, 

I am here at the gate alone ; 

And the woodbine sjiices are wafted abroad. 
And the musk of the roses blown. 

For a breeze of morning moves, 

And the planet of Love is on high. 

Beginning to faint in the light that she love- 
On a bed of daffodil sky, 

To faint in the light of the sun she love^. 
To faint in his light, and to die. 

AH night have the roses heard 
The flute, violin, bassoon ; 

AH night has the casement jessamine stirrM 
To the dancers dancing in tune ; 

Till a silence fell with the waking biid. 

And a hush with the setting moon. 

I said to the hly, ‘ There is but one 
With whom she has heart to be gay. 

When will the dancers leave her alone? 

She is weary of dance and play.’ 

Now half to the setting moon are gone, 

And half to the rising day ; 

Low on the sand and loud on the stone 
The last wheel echoes away. 

I said to the rose, ‘ The brief night goes 
In babble and rc\el and wine. 
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O young lord-lo^cr, what sighs are thc^e 
For one that will never be thine ? 

But mine, but mine,’ so I sware to the lose, 

‘For ever and ever, mine.’ 

And the soul of the ro‘^e went into my blood. 

As the music clash’d In the hall ; 

And long by the garden lake I stood, 

For I heard your livulet fall 
F cm the lake to the meadow and on to the wood, 
Our wood, that is dealer than all ; 

Fiom the meadow \our walks have left sc' sweet 
Th, t whenever a March-wind sighs 
He sets the jewel-j>iint of your feet 
In vmlets blue as your eyes, 

To the woody hollows in which we meet 
And the vallews of Paiadise. 

The ‘‘lender acacia would not shake 
One long milk-bloom on the tiee; 

The white lake-blossom leil ir.to the lake, 

As the jam};ernel elozeil on the K-a ; 

Eat the rose was awake all night lur )Oat sake. 
Knowing yt)ur ]}romisc to me; 

The lilies and roses weic all aw'ake, 

The', ‘-igh’d for the dawn and thee. 

(Jueen JOse of the loscbud gaiden of guls, 

Come hither, the dances are done. 

In gloss of satin and glimmer of ja-ails, 

Oueen lily and rose in one ; 

Shine out, little head, sunning over with curls. 

To the dowers, and be their sun. 
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There has fallen a splendid tear 

From the passion-flower at the gate. 

She is coming, my dove, my dear; 

She is coming, my life, my fate ; 

The red rose cries, ‘She is near, she is near;' 

And the white rose weeps, ‘ She is late ; ' 
The larkspur listens, ‘ I hear, I hear ; * 

And the lily whispers, ‘ I wait.’ 

She is coming, my own, my sweet ; 

Were it ever so airy a tread. 

My heart would hear her and beat. 

Were it earth in an earthy bed ; 

My dust would hear her and beat. 

Had I lain for a century dead ; 

Would start and tremble under her feet, 

And blossom in purple and red. 


OQ, O that ^twere possible 

THAT 'twere possible 
After long grief and }-am 
To find the arms of my true love 
Round me once again ! . . . 

A shadow flits before me, 

Not thou, but like to thee : 

Ah, Christ ! that it were possible 

For one short hour to see 

The souls we lo\ed, that they might tell us 

Wliat and where they be ! 
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710, Shadows 

1809-1885 

'THEY seem’d, to those who saw them meet, 

^ The casual friends of every day ; 

Her smile was undisturb’d and sweet, 

His courtesy was free and gay. 

But yet if one the other’s name 
In some unguarded moment heard, 

The heart you thought so calm and tame 
Would struggle like a captured bhd; 

And lettcis of mere formal ])hrase 
Were bli''tcrd with re])eatcd tears, — 

And this was not the woik of days, 

But had gone on for years and years ! 

Alas, that lo\e was not too strong 
F 01 maiden shame and manly pride ! 

Alas, that they delay’d so long 
The goal of mutual bliss beside ! 

Yet what no chance could then reveal, 

And neither would be first to own, 

Let fate and courage now conceal, 

When truth could biing remorse alone. 
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7 //. The Bride 

^ , 1810-1871 

D ISE/ said the Mastei, ‘come unto the feast.' 

^ She heard the call and rose with willing feet ; 
But thinking it not otherwise than meet 
For such a bidding to jmt on her best. 

She is gone from us for a few short hours 
Into her biidal closet, theie to wait 
For the unfolding of the palace gate 
That gives her entrance to the blisstul bowers. 

We ha\e not seen her yet, though we have been 
Full often to her chamber door, and oft 
Have listen’d underneath the postern green, 

And laid fresh flowers, and whisper’d short and soft. 
But she hath made no answer, and the day 
I'rom the clear west is fading fast away. 

SIR SAMUEL FERGUSON 

7/j. Cean T>ubh Beelisb 

i8fO-iS86 

pUT your head, darling, darling, darling. 

Your darling black head my heart above; 

O mouth of honey, with thyme for fragrance. 

Who, wuth heait in breast, could deny )ou love? 

0 many and many a young girl for me is pining. 
Letting her locku of gold to the cold wand free, 

For me, the foiemost of our gay young fellows; 

But I’d leave a bundled, pure love, for thee! 

^12. Cean dubh dcelish\ Jailing black head. 
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Then put your head, darling, darling, darling, 

Your darling black head my heart abo\c; 

O mouth of honey, with thyme for fragrance, 

Who, with heart in breast, could deny you love? 

7JS. Cashel of Munster 

FROM THE IRISH 

T‘D wed you without herds, witliout money or rich array, 
And I'd wed you on a dewy morn at day-dawn giay ; 
My bitter w'oe it is, lote, that we aie not far away 
In Cashel town, tho’ the bare deal board w'ere our maiiiagc- 
bed this day ! 

O fair maid, icmember the gieen hill-side. 

Remember how I hunted about the r alleys wide; 

Time now has worn me; my locks aie turn’d to gray; 
The year is scarce and I am j) 00 r — but send niC not, Jove, 
away ! 

0 deem not my blood is of base stiain, my giil; 

0 think not my birth was as the birth of a churl ; 

Marry me and prote me, and say soon you will 
That noble blood is written on my light side still. 

Mv puisc holds no red gold, no coin of the siher white; 
No herds are mine to drne through the Jong twilight; 

But the pretty girl that would take me, all bare tho’ I he 
and lone, 

O, I’d take her with me kindly to the county Tyjone! 

0 my girl, I can see 'tis in trouble you aie; 

And O my girl, I see ’tis your people’s reproach you bear! 
— I am a girl in trouble for his sake ivith ivhom I 
And, 0, may no other maidtn know such rtproach as 1 ! 
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7 / 4 . The Fair Hills of Ireland 

FROM THE IRISH 

A PLENTEOUS place is Ireland for hospitable cheer, 
Uileacan dubh 0 ! 

Where the wholesome fruit is bursting from the yellow 
barley ear ; 

Uikacan dubh 0 / 

There is honey in the trees where her misty vales e\})and, 
And her forest paths in summer are by falling waters fann’d. 
There is dew at high noontide there, and springs 1’ the 
yellow sand, 

On the fair hills of holy Ireland. 

Curl’d he is and ringleted, and plaited to the knee — 
Utkacan dubh 0 ! 

Each captain who comes sailing across the Irish Sea ; 
Udtacan dubh 0 ! 

And I will make my journey, if life and health but stand, 
Unto that pleasant country, that fresh and fragrant strand, 
And lca\e your boasted braveries, your wealth and higli 
command. 

For the fair hills of holy Ireland. 

Latge and profitable arc the stacks ujxm the giound, 
Uileacan dubh 0 ! 

The butter and the cream do wondioiisly abound; 

Uihacan dubh 0 ! 

The ci esses on the water and the sorrels "are at hand. 

And the cuckoo ’s calling daily his note of music bland, 
And the bold thrush sings so bravely his song 1’ the 
foiests grand, 

On the fair hills of holy 1 1 eland. 
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Tif, Song from ^Paracelsus’ 

1812-1889 

I_J EAP cassia, sandal-buds and stripes 
■*“ Of labdanum, and aloe-balls, 

Smear’d with dull nard an Indian wipes 
From out her hair: such balsam falls 
Down sea-side mountain pedestals, 

From tree-tops where tired winds aie fail, 

Spent with the vast and howling main. 

To treasure half their island-gain. 

And strew faint sweetne‘;s from some old 
Egyptian's line worm-eaten shioud 
Which bleaks to dust when once unroll’d; 

Or shiedded peifume, like a cloud 
From closet long to quiet tow’d, 

With moth’d and dioppmg arras hung. 

Mouldering her lute and books among. 

As when a queen, long dead, was young. 

716. The IVanderers 

/~'\VER the sea our galleys \tent, 

With cleat ing prows in Older brave 
To a speeding wind and a bounding wave — 

A gallant armament : 

Each bark built out of a forest-tree 
Left leafy and rough as first it grew, 

And nail’d all oter the gajiing sides, 

Within and tvithout, with black bull-hides, 

Seethed in fat and sujipled in flame, 
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To bear the playful billows’ game ; 

So, each good ship was rude to see. 

Rude and bare to the outward view, 

But each upbore a stately tent 
Where cedar pales in scented row 
Kept out the flakes of the dancing brine, 

And an awning droop’d the mast below, 

In fold on fold of the purple fine, 

That neither noontide nor star-shine 
Nor moonlight cold which maketh mad. 

Might pierce the regal tenement. 

When the sun dawn’d, O, gay and glad 
We set the sail and plied the oar ; 

But when the night-wind blew like breath. 

For joy of one day’s \oyage more, 

We sang together on the wide sea, 

Like men at peace on a }>caceful shore ; 

Each sail was loosed to the wind so free, 

Each helm made sure by the twilight star, 

And in a sleep as calm as death, 

We, the voyagers fiom afar, 

Lay stretch’d along, each weary crew 
In a circle round its w'ondrous tent 
Whence gleam’d soft light and curl’d rich <=cent. 
And with light and pei fume, music too : 

So the stars wheel’d round, and the darkness past, 
And at morn we started beside the mast. 

And still each ship was sailing fast! 

Now, one morn, land appeal’d — a speck 
Dim trembling betwixt sea and sky — 

‘Avoid it,’ ciied our pilot, ‘check 
The shout, icstiain the eager eye!’ 
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But the heaving sea was black behind 
For many a night and many a day, 

And land, though but a rock, drew nigh ; 
So we broke the cedar pales away. 

Let the purple awning flap in the wind, 
And a statue bright was on every deck ! 
We shouted, eveiy man of us. 

And steel’d right into the haibour thus, 
With ])omp and pxan glorious. 

A hundred shapes of lucid stone ! 

All day we built its shrine for each, 

A shrine of lock for every one. 

Nor paused till in the westeiing sun 
We sat togetlicr on the beach 
To sing because our task was done; 

When lo ! what shouts and merry songs' 
What Liughtei all the distance stiis! 

A loaded raft with ha])])y throngs 
Of gentle islanders ! 

‘ Our isles are just at liand,^ they cried, 

^ Like cloudlets faint in eien slee])ing ; 
Our teni]jle-gates are openM wade. 

Our olne-gio\es thick shade are keeping 
For these majestic forms’ — they cried. 

O, then we awoke with sudden start 
Fiom our deep dream, and knew, too late, 
How' bale the lock, how desolate, 

Which had rt‘cci\cd out fuecious fieiglit: 

Yet we call’d out — Depart' 

Our gifts, once gn en, must here abide; 

Oai W'ork is done; w^e iiave no lieart 
To mar our work,’ — we cried. 
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717. Thus the Majtie glidetb 

" I ^HUS the Mayne glideth 
^ Where my Love abideth ; 

Slee]) no softer : it proceeds 
On through lawns, on through meadu 
On and on, whate’cr befall, 

Meandering and musical. 

Though the niggard pasturage 
Bears not on its sha\en ledge 
Auglit bat weeds and wa\ing grasses 
To \iew the n\er as it passes, 

Save hcie and there a scanty ])atch 
Of })rimroses too faint to catch 
A weary bee, . . . And scaice it pushes 
Its gentle way thiough sti angling rushes 
Wheie the glossy kingfisher 
1' hitters when noon-heats ate neai, 

Olad the shehing banks to shun, 

Red and steaming in the sun, 

Where the slirew -mouse with pale throat 
Pniiiows, and the speckled stoat; 

Whete the cpuick sand])i})eis fin 

In and out the mail and gnt 

Tint seems to b’eed tiiem, blown as they 

Naught disturbs it^^ quiet \\a), 

Sa\e some lazy stoik that spiings, 
d’l ailing It with legs and wings, 

Whom the shy fov from the hill 
Rousc^, ciee]) he ne’ei so still. 
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718. Tippa ’s Song 

’ I 'HE year’s at the spring. 

And day ’s at the morn ; 
Morning ’s at seven ; 

The* hill-side ’s dew-pearl’d ; 

The lark ’s on the wing ; 

The snail 's on the thorn ; 

God ’s in His heaven — 

All ’s right with the world ! 

7/p. Tou^Jl love Me yet 

'Y^OU’LL love me yet! — and I can tarry 
^ Your love’s protracted growing : 

June rear’d that bunch of flowers you cany, 
From seeds of April’^ sowing. 

I plant a heartful now : some seed 
At least is sure to strike, 

And yield — what you'll not pluck indeed, 
Not lc\e, but, may be, like. 

You 11 look at least on Io\e’s remains, 

A graAe’s one Aiolet: 

Your look ? — that pays a thousand pains. 
What’s death? You'll lo\e me yet! 

720, T^orpbyriii^s f^over 

^ I 'FIF ram set early in to-night, 

The sullt'n wind was awake. 

It tore the cim-tops down for sjiite, 

And did its worst to vex the lake : 
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I listen’d with heart lit to break. 

When glided in Porphyria ; * straight 
She shut the cold out and the storm, 

And kneel ’d and made the cheerless grate 
Blaze up, and all the cottage warm ; 

Wliich done, she rose, and from her form 
Withdrew the dnj)ping cloak and shawl, 

And laid her soil’d gloves by, untied 
Her hat and let the damp hair fall, 

And, last, she sat down by my side 
And call’d me. When no voice replied, 
S!'e put my arm about her waist. 

And made her smooth white shoulder bare. 
And all her yellow hair displaced, 

And, stooj)mg, made my clieek he there, 
And spread, o’er all, her yellow hair. 
Murmuring how she loved me — she 

Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour, 

To set i*s struggling j*assion free 

h rom pride, and vainer ties dissever, 

And give herself to me for ever. 

But jiassion sometimes would prevail. 

Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain 
A sudden thought of one so pale 
Por love of her, and all in tain : 

So, she was come through wind and rain. 
Be suie I look'd up at her eyes 

Hapjiy and jiroud ; at last I knew 
Porj'hyna w^orshipp’d me; surprise 

Made my heart swell, and still it grew 
While I debated what to do. 

That moment she w'as mine, mine, fur, 

Pei fectly pure and good ; I found 
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A thing to do, and all her hair 

In one long ^yellow string I wound 
Three times her little throat around. 
And strangled her. No pain felt she ; 

I am quite sure she felt no pain. 

As a sluit bud that holds a bee, 

I warily oped her lids : again 
Laugh’d the blue eyes without a stain 
And I untighten’d next the ticss 

About her neck ; her cheek once more 
Blush'd bright beneath my burning kiss ; 

I jiropp’d her head up as before, 

Only, this time my shoulder bore 
Her head, which droops upon it still : 

The smiling rosy little head, 

So glad it has its utmost will, 

That all it scorn’d at once is fled. 

And I, Its love, am gain’d instead ! 
Porphyria’s love: she guess’d not how 
Her darling one wish would be heard. 
And thus we sit together now, 

And all night long we have not stiir'd, 
And yet God has not said a word I 


727 . So^g 

XT AY but you, who do not love her, 

^ ^ Is she not pure gold, my mistress? 
Holds earth aught — speak truth — above her ? 

Aught like this tress, see, and this tress. 
And this last fairest tress of all, 

So fair*, see, ere I let it fall ? 
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Because, you spend your lives in praising ; 

To praise, you search the wide world over: 
Then why not witness, calmly gazing, 

If earth holds aught — speak truth — above her? 
Above this tress, and this, I touch 
But cannot praise, I love so much ! 


722, Earl Mertonns Song 

'^here’s a woman like a dewdrop, she’s so purer 
^ than the purest; 

And her noble heart’s the noblest, yes, and her '•ure faith ’s 
the surest : 

And her eyes are daik and humid, like the depth on depth 
of lustre 

Hid i’ the harebell, while her ti esses, sunnier than the 
wild-grape cluster, 

Gush in golden-tinted plenty down her neck’s rosc-mistcd 
marble : 

Then her voice’s music . . . call it the well’s bubbling, 
the bird’s warble ! 

And this woman says, ‘ My days were sunless and mv 
nights were moonless, 

Paich’d the pleasant April heibage, and the lark's hean's 
outbreak tuneless, 

If you loved me not!’ And I who (ah, for woids of 
llame!) adore her, 

Who am mad to lay my spirit prostrate palpable before her — 

I may enter at her poital soon, as now her lattice takes me, 

v\nd by noontide as by midnight make her mine, as heis 
she makes m^* I 
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72^. /ft a Gondola 

^ I 'HE moth’s kiss, first! 

Kiss me as if you made believe 
You were not sure, this eve. 

How my face, your flower, had pursed 
Its petals up; so, here and there 
You brush it, till I glow awaie 
Who wants me, and wide ope I burst. 

The bee's kiss, now ! 

Kiss me as if you enter’d gay 
My heart at some noonday, 

A bud that dares not disallow 
The claim, so all is render’d up. 

And passively its shatter'd cu]) 

0\cr }Our head to sleep I bow. 


72^. /fee ting at Night 

’ I 'HE gray sea and the long black land ; 

And the yellow half-moon large and low 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep. 

As I gain the co\e with pushing prow. 

And quench its sjiced i' the slushy sand. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach ; 

Three fields to cioss till a farm appears; 

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match, 

And a voice less loud, thio’ its joys and fears. 
Than the two hearts beating each to each I 
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72^, Tarting at Morning 

O OUND the cape of a sudden came the sea, 

^ And the sun look’d over the mountain’s rim : 
And straight was a path of gold for him, 

And the need of a world of men for me. 


726, The Tost Mistress 

AL L ’s over, then : does truth sound bitter 
As one at first believes ? 

Hark, ’tis the sparrows’ good-night twitter 
About youi cottage ea\ es ! 

And the leaf-buds on the vine aie woolly, 

I noticed that, to-day ; 

One day more bursts them open fully 
— Yoi know the red turns gray. 

To-mo)row we meet the same then, dearest? 
May I take your hand in mine ? 

Mere friends are we, — well, friends tlie merest 
Keep much that I resign : 

For each glance of the e^e so bright and black. 
Though 1 keep with heart’s endea\our, — 

Your voice, when you wish the snowdrops back. 
Though It stay in my soul for ever ! — 

Yet 1 will but say what mere triend^ say. 

Or only a thought stronger ; 

I will hold youi hand but as long as all may. 
Or so very little longer! 
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727. The Last Ride together 

T SAID — Then, dearest, since *tis so, 

^ Since now at length my fate I know. 
Since nothing all my lo\e avails, 

Since all, my life seem’d meant for, fails, 
Since this was wntten and needs must be — 
My whole heart uses up to bless 
Your name in jnide and thankfulness ! 

Take back the hope you ga\e, — I claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

— And this beside, if you will not blame ; 
Your leave for one more last lide with me. 

My mistress bent that brow of hers, 

Those deep daik eyes where pride demuis 
When pity would be softening through, 

Fix’d me a breathing-while or two 

Witli life 01 death in the balance : right ! 
Tile blood replenish’d me again ; 

My last thought was at least not vain ; 

1 and my mistiess, side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride. 

So, one day moie am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night 

Hush ! if you saw some western cloud 
All billowy-bosom’d, o\ei -bow’d 
By many benedictions — sun’s 
And moon’s and evening-stai ’s at once — 

And so, you, looking and loving best. 
Conscious giew, your passion drew 
Cloud, sunset, moonnse, stai -shine too. 
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Down on you, near and yet more near, 

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here! — 
Thus leant she and linger’d — joy and fear! 
Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 

7’'hen we began to ride. My soul 
Smooth’d itself out, a long-cramp’d scioli 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Past ho])es already lay behind. 

What need to strue with a life awiy? 

Had I said that, had 1 done this, 

So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she ha\e loved me? just as well 
She might have hated, who can tell ! 

Where had I been now if the woi'^t befell ? 
And here we are riding, she and I. 

F ail I alone, in words and deeds ? 

Why, all men stine and who succeeds r 
Wc rode ; it seem’d my sjunt flew. 

Saw other regions, cities new. 

As the woild rush’d by on either side. 

I thought, — All labour, )et no less 
Beai u]) beneath their unsuccess. 

Look at the end of work., contiast 
The petty done, the undone \ast. 

This piesent of theirs with the hopeful past! 

I hoped she would lo\ e me ; here w e nde. 

What hand and brain \vent e\er paii'd ? 

What heait alike conceived and dared? 

Wdiat act jiioved all its thought had been ? 
What will but felt the fleshly screen ^ 

We ride and 1 see her bosom heave. 
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There ’s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman's life in each ! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 

A soldier^s doing ! what atones ? 

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is bettei, by their lea\e. 

AVhat docs it all mean, poet ? Well, 

Your brains beat into rhythm, 3 'ou tell 
AVhat we felt only ; you express’d 
You hold things beautiful the best, 

And pace them in rhyme so, side by side, 
’Tis something, nay ’tis much : but then. 
Have you yourself wliat ’s best for men? 

Aie you — poor, sick, old ere }our time — 
Nearer one whit your own sublime 
Than we who never have turn'd a rhyme ? 
8 ing, riding *s a joy ! For me, 1 iide. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of ye.irs to Art, her slave, 

And that ’s your Venus, whence we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the bum ! 

You acquiesce, and shall I repine? 

Ivat, man of music, you grown gray 
With notes and nothing else to say, 

Is this your sole praise from a fnend, 

‘ Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 

But in music we know how fashion'; end ! 

I gave my youth: but we iide, in fine. 

Who knows what ’s lit for us ? FI ad late 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being — had I sign’d the bond — 

Still one must lead some life beyond, 
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Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried. 

This foot once planted on the goal, 

This glory-garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such? Try and test! 

[ sink back shuddering from the quest. 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best ? 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 


And yet — she has not spoke so long ! 
What if hca\cn be that, fair and stiong 
At life’s best, with our eyes upturn’d 
Whither life’s flower is first discein’d, 
'We, fix'd so, evei should so abide ? 
What if we still ride on, we two 
With life for ever old yet new, 

Changed not in kind but in degree, 

The instant made eternity, — 

And heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, for ever ride? 


728. Mhcoticeptlons 

* I ‘'HIS is a spray the Biid clung to, 

Making it blossom with pleasure, 

Ere the higii tiee-top she sjirung to, 

Fit foi her nest and her tieasuie. 

O, what a hope beyond measuie 
Was the pool spray’s, which the flying feet hung to,- 
So to be singled out, built in, and sung to ! 

F f 
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This is a heart the Queen leant on, 

Thrill’d in a minute erratic, 

Ere the true bosom she bent on, 

Meet for love’s regal dalmatic. 

O, what a fancy ecstatic 

Was the poor heart’s, ere the wanderer went on — 
Love to be saved for it, proffer'd to, spent on ! 


72 p, Hoine-thoughts, from Abroad 

to be in England 
Now that April’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees. !rome morning, unaware. 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood she..f 
Round the elm-tree bole aie in tiny leaf. 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchaid bough 
In England — now! 

And after April, when May follows. 

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows ! 
K.uk, where my blossom’d pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clo^er 
Llossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray’s edge — 
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice o»er, 
Lest you should think he ne\er could ieca]-ture 
The hrst fine careless rapture ! 

And tiiough the fields look rough with hoary dew, 
All wall be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children’s dower 
— Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 
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730. Home-thoughts^ from the Sea 

OBLY, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-west 
^ ^ died away ; 

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into Cadiz Bay; 
Bluish ’mid the burning w'ater, full in face Trafalgar lay; 
In the dimmest North-east distance dawn’d Gibraltar grand 
and gray; 

‘Here and heie did England help me: how can I help 
England ? ’ — say, 

Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise 
and jiray, 

While Jo\e’s planet rises yonder, silent over Africa. 


WILLIAM BELL SCOTT 


7 JL The IFitch's Ballad 

I hae come from far away, 

^ Fiom a warm land far away, 
A southern land across the sea, 

With sailoi-lads about the mast, 
Islerry and canny, and kind to me. 


1813-1890 


And I hue been to yon town 
To try my luck in yon to\v n ; 

Nort, and Mysie, Elspie too. 

Right braw we were to pass the gate, 
Wi’ gowden clasps on giidles blue. 

Mysie smiled wi’ miminy mouth, 
Innocent mouth, miminy mouth ; 

7J/. miminy] prim, demure. 
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Elspie wore a scarlet gown, 

Nort’s grey eyes were unco* gleg. 

My Castile comb was like a crown. 

We walk’d abreast all up the street, 

Into the market up the stieet; 

Our hair with marigolds was wound, 

Our bodices with love-knots laced, 

Out merchandise with tansy bound. 

Nort had chickens, I had cocks, 

Gamesome cocks, loud-ciowing cocks; 
Mysie ducks, and Elsj'ie drake*', — 

For a wee groat or a pound; 

We lost nae time wi’ gnes and takes. 

— Lost nae time, for well we kiu-w, 

In our ‘■leetes full well we kneVv, 

When the gloaming came that night. 

Duck nor diake, nor hen nor cock 
Wo-dd be found by candle-light. 

And when our chaffenng all was done. 
All was paid for, sold and dune. 

We diew a glove on ilka hand. 

We sweetly cuitsied, each to each. 

And deftly danced a saiaband. 

The maiket-lassies look’d and laugh’d, 
Left their gear, and look’d and laugh’d 
They made as they would join the game. 
But soon their mithers, wild and wud, 
Witli whack and screech they stoj^p’d the 

gleg] bright, sharp. 
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Sae loud the tongues o’ randies gicw, 

The flytin’ and the skirlin’ grew, 

At all the windows in the place, 

Wi’ s])Oons or knives, wd’ needle or awl. 

Was thrust out every hand and face. 

And down each stair they thiong’d anon, 

Gf-ntle, semplc, throng’d anon; 

Souter and tailor, frowsy Nan, 

The ancient widow young again, 

Simj)ering behind her fan. 

Without a choice, against their will. 

Doited, dazed, against their will, 

The market lassie and her mither. 

The farmer and his husbandman, 

Hand in hand dance a' thegitiier. 

Slow at first, but faster soon, 

Still iiiCi easing, wild and fast, 

Hoods and mantles, hats and hose, 

Blindly doff'd and cast away, 

Left them naked, heads and toes. 

They would have torn us limb horn limb, 

Dainty limb fiom dainty limb; 

But ne\er one of them could win 
Across the line that I had drawn 
With bleeding thumb a-widdershin. 

But there was Jeff the provost’s son, 

Jeff the pro\ost’s only son; 

raiicliesl viragoes. f])tin’] scolding. skiilm’] shrieking 

souter] cobbler. doited] mazed. a-widdershin] the wrong 

way of th*e sun : or E. to W. through N. 
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There was Father Auld himsel’, 

The Lombard frae the hostelry, 

And the lawyer Peter Fell. 

All qoodly men we singled out, 

Waled them well, and singled out. 

And drew them by the left hand in ; 
Mysie the ])riest, and Elspie won 
The Lombard, Nort the lawyer carle, 

1 myscl’ the pro\ost’s son. 

Then, with cantrip kisses 5e\en, 

Thiee times round with kisses seven, 
War]fd and wo\en there ‘'jHtn we 
Aims and legs and Naming hair, 

Like a wliirlwind on the sea. 

Like a wind that sucks the sea, 

0\er and in and on the sea, 

Good sooth it was a mad delight ; 

And every man of all the four 
Shut his eyes and laugh'd outright- 

Laugh’d as long as they had breath. 

Laugh’d while they had sense or breath 
And close about us coil’d a mist 
Of gnats and midges, wasjjs and flies, 
Like the w'hiilwnnd shaft it rist. 

D rawn up I was nglit off my feet, 

Into the mi^t and off my feet ; 

And, dancing on each chimncy-top, 

I saw a thousand darling imps 
Keeping time with skip and hop. 

waled] chose. cantrip] magic. 
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And on the provost’s brave ridge-tile, 

On the provost’s g:and ridge-tile, 

The Blackamoor first to master me 
I saw, I saw that winsome smile, 

The mouth that did my heart begiule. 

And S])oke the great Word over me, 

In the land beyond the sea. 

I call’d his name, I call’d aloud, 

Alas ! I call’d on him aloud ; 

And then he fill’d his hand with stour, 
And threw it towards me in the air ; 

My mouse flew out, I lost my pow’r ! 

My lusty strength, my power were gone ; 

Power was gone, and all was gone. 

He will not let me love him morel 
Of bell and whip and horse’s tail 
He CEies not if I find a store. 

But I am p.’oud if he is fierce! 

I am as proud as he is fierce ; 

I’ll turn about and backward go. 

If I meet again that Blackamoor, 

And he’ll help us then, for he shall know 
I seek another paramour. 

And we’ll gang once more to yon town, 
Wr better luck to yon town ; 

We’ll walk in silk and cramoi^ie, 

And I shall w'ed the provost's son 
My lady of the town I’ll be ! 

s^our] dust. cramoisie] crimson. 
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For I was born a crown’d king’s child. 

Born and nur'^ed a king’s child. 

King o’ a land ayont the sea, 

Where the Blackamoor kiss’d me fiisi, 

And taught me art and glamouiie. 

Each one in her wame shall hide 
Her haiiy mouse, her wary mouse, 

Fed on mad wort and agramie, — 

Wear amber beads between her breasts, 

And blind-worm’s skin about her knee. 

The Lombaid shall be Elspie’s man, 

Elspie’s gowden husband-man ; 

Nort shall take the lawyer’s hand ; 

The priest shall swear another vow : 

We’ll dance again the saraband i 

AUBREY DE VERE 

7^2, Serenade 

C OFTLY, O midnight Hours I 
Mo^e softly o’er the bowers 
Wheie lies in happy sleep a girl so fair! 

For ye have power, men say, 

Our hearts in sleep to sway, 

And cage cold fancies in a moonlight snare. 

Round ivory neck and arm 
Enclasp a scpaiate chaim ; 

Hang o’er her poised, but breathe nor sigh nor prayer; 
Silently ye may smile, 

But hold your breath the while, 

And let the wind sweep back your cloudy hair ! 
ayontj beyond. glanaoune] wizardry. 
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Bend down your glittering urns, 

Ere yet the dawn returns, 

And star with dew the lawn her feet shall tread ; 
Upon the air rain balm, 

Bid all the woods be calm, 

Ambiosial dreams with healthful slumbers w’ed; 
That so the Maiden may 
•With smiles your care repay, 

When from her couch she lifts her golden head ; 
Waking with earliest birds, 

Ere yet the misty herds 

Leave waim ’mid the gray glass their dusky bed. 


733. Sorrow 

/^OUNT each affliction, whether light or grave, 

God’s messenger sent down to thee ; do thou 
With courtesy receive him ; rise and bow ; 

And, ere his shadow pass thy threshold, crave 
Permission first his heavenly feet to lave ; 

Then lay before him all thou hast; allow' 

No cloud of passion to usur]) thy brow. 

Or mar thy hosjutality ; no wa\e 
Of mortal tumult to obliterate 

The soul’s marmoreal calmness: Giief should be. 

Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate; 

Confirming, cleansing, raising, making free ; 

Strong to consume small troubles; to commend 

Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting to ^he end. 



GEORGE FOX 


7 ^ 4 . The County of Mayo 

FROM THE IRISH OF THOMAS LAVELLE 

the deck of Patrick Lynch’s boat I sat in woful })]ight, 
Through my sighing all the weary day and weeping 
all the night ; 

W ere it not that full of sorrow from my people forth I go, 

By the blessM sun ! ’tis royally I’d sing thy praise, Mayo ! 

When I dwelt at home in plenty, and my gold did much 
abound, 

In the company of fair young maids the Spanish ale went 
round — 

’Tis a bitter change from those gay days that now I'm 
forced to go 

And must leave my bones in Santa Cruz, far from my own 
Mayo. 

Tliey are alter’d girls in Irrul now; ’tis proud they’re 
grown and high. 

With their hair-bags and their top-knots, for I }'a^s their 
buckles by — 

But it’s little now I heed their airs, for God will have it so. 

That I must depart for foreign lands and lea\e my sweet Mayo. 

’Tis my grief that Patrick Loughlin is not Eail of Irrul still, 

And that Brian Duff no longer rules as Lord upon the hill : 

And that Colonel Hugh McGrady should be l}ing dead 
and low. 

And I sailing, sailing swiftly from the county of Mayo. 
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73X- Lady’s Grave 

— 1818-1848 

' I 'HE linnet in the rocky dells, 

'*■ The moor-lark in the air, 

The bee among the heather bells 
That hide my lady fair : 

The wild deer browse aboie her breast; 

The wild birds raise their brood ; 

And they, her smiles of love caress’d, 

Have left her solitude ! 

1 ween that when the gra\e’s dark wall 
Did first her form retain. 

They thought their hearts could ne’er recall 
The light of joy again. 

They thought the tide of grief would flow 
Uncheck’d through future years ; 

But wheie is all their anguish now, 

And where are all their tears ? 

Well, let them fight for honour’s breath, 

Or pleasure’s shade }iursue — 

The dweller in the land of death 
Is changed and careless too. 

And if their eyes should watch and weep 
Till sorrow’s source were diy. 

She would not, in her tranquil sleep, 

Return a single sigh ! 

Blow, west wind, by the lonely mound : 

And murmur, summer streams ! 

There is no need of other sound 
To soothe my lady’s dreams. 
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7^6, Reinetnb ranee 

/^OLD in the earth — and the deep snow piled above thee, 
Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave ! 

Have I forgot, my only Love, to love thee, 

Sever’d at last by Time’s all-severing wave ? 

Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hoter 
Over the mountains, on that northern shore, 

Resting their wings where heath and fcrn-lcaves coter 
Thy noble heart for eter, e\er moie? 

. Cold in the earth — and fifteen wild Decembers 
Fiom those brown hills have melted into spiing; 

Faithful, Indeed, is the spirit that remembers 
After such years of change and suffering ! 

Sweet Lo^e of youth, forgive, if I forget thee. 

While the woild’s tide is bearing me along; 

Other desires and other hopes beset me, 

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wiongl 

No later light has lighten'd uj) my lieaien. 

No second morn has e\t“r shone for me; 

All my life’s bliss fiom thy dear life w.is gi\en. 

All my life’s bliss is in the gia\e with thee. 

But when the days of golden dreams had perish'd. 

And eien De''j)air was powerless to destroy; 

Then did I learn how existence could be cherish’d. 
Strengthen'd and fed without the aid of joy. 

Then did I check tlie tears of useless jiassion — 

Wean’d my young soul from yearning after thine; 

Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten 
Down to that tomb already more than mine. 
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And, even yet, I dare not let it languish, 

Dare not indulge in memory’s rapturous pain ^ 

Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish, 

How could I seek the empty world again? 

7 ^ 7 . The Trisoner 

CTILL let my tyrants Know, 1 am not doom’d to wear 
Year after year in gloom and desolate despair; 

A messenger of Hope comes every night to me. 

And offers for short life, eternal liberty. 

He comes with Western winds, with evening’s wandering airs. 
With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the thickest stars : 
Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender fire, 

And visions rise, and change, that kill me with desire. 

Desire for nothing known in my maturer years. 

When Joy grew mad with awe, at counting future tears ; 
When, if my sjilrit’s sky was full of flashes warm, 

1 knew not whence they came, from sun or thunder-storm. 

But first, a hush of peace — a soundless calm descends; 
The struggle of distress and fierce impatience ends. 

Mute music soothes my breast — unutter’d harmony 
Tliat I could never dieam, till Earth was lost to me. 

Tiien dawns the In\lsible; the Unseen its truth reveals; 
My outward sense is gone, my inward essence feels ; 

Its wings are almost free — its home, its harbour found. 
Measuring the gulf, it stoops, and dares the final bound. 

O dreadful is the check — intense the agony — 

When the ear begins to hear, and the eye begins to sec ; 
When the pulse begins to throb — the brain to think again — 
The soul to feel the flesh, and the flesh to feel the chain. 
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Yet I would lose no sting, would wish no torture less j 
The more that anguish racks, the earlier it will bless ; 
And robed in fires of hell, or biight with heavenly shine, 
If it but herald Death, the vision is divine, 

73S, Last Lines 

XT O coward soul is mine, 

^ No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere : 

I see Heaven’s glories shine, 

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear. 

O God within my breast. 

Almighty, ever-present Deity! 

Life — that in me has rest. 

As I — undying Life — have power in Thee! 

Vain are the thousand creeds 
That move men’s hearts : unutterably vain ; 

Worthless as wither’d weeds, 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main. 

To w'aken doubt in one 
Holding so fast by Thine infinity ; 

So surely anchoi’d on 
The steadfast rock of immortality. 

With wide-embracing love 
Thy Spirit animates eternal years, 

Pertades and broods abo\e. 

Changes, sustains, dissoltcs, creates, and rears. 

Though earth and man were gone, 

And suns and universes cease to be, 

And Thou were left alone. 

Every existence would exist in Thee. 
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There is not room for Death, 

Nor atom that his might could render void : 

Thou — Thou art Being and Breath, 

And what Thou art may never be destroyed. 


CHARLES KINGSLEY 

7 ip. Airly Beacon 

18:9-1875 

AI RLY Beacon, Airly Beacon ; 

O the pleasant sight to see 
Shires and towns from Airly Beacon, 

While my love climb’d up to me ! 

Airly Beacon, Aiily Beacon; 

O the hajipy hours we lay 
Deep in fern on Aiily Beacon, 

Courting through the summer’s day ' 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon ; 

O the weary haunt for me, 

All alone on Airly Beacon, 

With his baby on my knee ! 

740. The Sands of T>ee 

^ MARY, go and call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home. 

Across the sands of Dee.’ 

The western wind was wild and dark with foam. 
And all alone went she. 
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The western tide crept up along the sand, 

And o’er and o’er the sand, 

And round and round the sand, 

As far as eye could see. 

The rolling mist came down and hid the land : 

And never home came she. 

‘ O is it weed, or fish, or floating hair — 

A tress of golden hair, 

A drowned maiden’s hair, 

Above the nets at sea ? ’ 

Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes of Dee. 

They row’d her in across the rolling foam, 

The cruel crawling foam, 

The cruel hungry foam, 

To her grave beside the sea. 

But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home, 
Across the sands of Dee. 

ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH 

747 . Say not the Struggle Naught avail eth 

i8jy'iS6i 

CAY not the struggle naught availeth, 

^ The labour and the wounds are \ain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things ha\e been they remain. 

If hojies were dupes, fears may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke conceal’d, 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 

And, but for you, possess the field. 
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For while the tired waves, vainly breaking, 
Seem here no painful inch to gain, 

Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main. 

And not by eastern windows only, 

When daylight comes, comes in the light; 
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly ! 
But westwaid, look, the land is bright! 


WALT WHITMAN 


A^ 


742, ^ The Imprisoned Soul 

the last, tenderly. 


i8i9-i8Qa 


From the walls of tlie poweiful, fortress’d house, 
From the clasp of the knitted locks — fiom the keep of the 
well-closed doors, 

Let me be wafted. 


Let me glide noiselessly forth; 

With the key of softness unlock the locks — with a wliisper 
Set ope the doois, O soul! 

Tenderly ! be not impatient ! 

(^Strong is your hold, O mortal flesh ! 

Stiong is your hold, O love!) 


745. 0 Captain! Mj Captain! 

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful tiip is done. 
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we 
sought is won. 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting. 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring ; 
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But O heart ! heart ! heart ! 

O the bleeding drops of red ! 

Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

O Captain ! my Captain ! rise up and hear the bells ; 

Rise up — for you the flag is flung — for you the bugle trills, 
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths— for you the shores 
crowding, 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning ; 
Here, Captain! dear father I 
This arm beneath your head ! 

It is some dream that on the deck 
You\e fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will ; 
The ship is anchor’d safe and ‘^ound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the Mctor ship comes in with object w'on ; 
Exult, O shores ! and ring, 0 bells ! 

But I. with mournful tread, 

Walk the deck my Cajitain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 


JOHN RUSKIN 

744> Tiust Thou Thy Love 

1819-19CX) 

"^RUST thou tiiy Love: if she be pioud, is she not suect'^ 
Trust thou thy Love: if she be mute, is she not puie? 
Lay thou thy soul full in her hands, low at her feet; 
Fail, Sun and Breath ! — yet, for thy peace, She shall endure. 



EBENEZER JONES 


74 f. the IV or Id is burning 

VyTEIEN the world is burning, 
Fired within, yet turning 
Round with face unscathed ; 

Ere fietce flames, uprushing, 

O’er all lands leap, crushing. 

Till earth fall, fire-swathed ; 

Up amidst the meadows. 

Gently through the shadows, 
Gentle flames will glide. 

Small, and blue, and golden. 
Though by bard beholden. 

When in calm dreams foldcn, — 
Calm his dreams will bide. 

Where the dance is sweeping, 
Through the greensward peeping, 
Shall the soft lights start ; 
Laughing maids, unstaying, 
Deeming it trick-playing. 

High their robes upswaying. 

O'er the lights shall dart ; 

And the woodland haunter 
Shall not cease to saunter 

When, far down some glade, 

Of the gieat world’s burning. 

One soft flame upturning 
Seems, to his discerning, 

Crocus in the shade. 


1830-1860 
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746. At Her tVindow 

1821-1895 

r> EATING Heart! we come again 

^ Where my Love reposes; 

This is Mabel’s window-pane; 

These are Mabel’s roses. 

Is she nested ? Does she kneel 
In the twilight stilly, 

Lily clad from throat to heel, 

She, my virgin Lily ? 

Soon the wan, the wistful stars, 

Fading, will forsake her; 

^j^es of light, on beamy bars, 

Whisper then, and wake her. 

Let this friendly pebble jilead 
At her flowciy grating ; 

If she hear me will she heed ? 

Mabel I am •waiting. 

Mabel will be deck’d anon, 

Zoned in bride’s ajjpare! ; 

Ha])})y zone I O hark to yon 
Passion-shaken carol ! 

Sing thy song, thou tranced thrush, 

Pipe thy best, thy clearest; — 

Hush, her lattice moves, O hush — 

Dearest Mabel! — dearest . . . 
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747. The Forsaken Merman 

/^OME, dear children, let us away; 

Down and away below. 

Now my brothers call from the bay ; 

Now the great winds shoreward blow; 

Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 

Now the wild white horses play, 

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away. 

This way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go. 

Call once yet. 

In a voice th<it she will know: 

‘ Margaret ' Margaret ! ’ 

Childicn’s voices should be dear 
(Call onc^ more) to a mothei’s ear; 
Childien’s voices, wild with pain. 

Surely she will come again. 

Call her once and come away. 

This way, this way ! 

‘ Mother dear, w-^e cannot stay.’ 

The wild white horses foam and fut. 
Margaiet! Maigaret! 

Come, dear childien, come aw'ay down. 

Call no more. 

One last look at the white- wall’d town, 

And the little grey church on the wnndy shore. 
Then come down. 

She will not come though jou call all day. 
Come away, come away. 
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Children dear, was it yesterday 
We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 

In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 

The far-olf sound of a silver bell ? 

Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 

Where the winds are all asleep ; 

Where the s|^nt lights quiver and gleam ; 

Where ihe salt weed sways in the stream ; 

Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round. 

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground; 

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry their mail, and bask in the brine ; 

Where great whales come sailing by. 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye ? 

When did music come this way ? 

Children dear, was it yesterday? 

Children dear, was it yestciday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once she sate with )Ou and me. 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the <^€3, 

And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She comb'd its bright hair, and she tended it well. 
When down swung the sound of the far-off bell. 

She sigh’d, ‘'he look'd uji through the clear green ^e 
She said, ‘ I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 
In the little grey church on the shore to-day, 

’Twill be Easter-time in the world — ah me! 

And I lose my })Oor ‘-oul. Merman, here with thee. 
I said, ‘ Go up, dear heart, through the waves. 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-cav^- 
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She smiled, she went up through the suif in the bay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 

Children dear, were we long alone? 

‘ The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan. 

Long prayers,’ I said, ‘in the world they say. 

Come,’ I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down 
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white- wall’d town. 
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 

To the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 
But we stood without in the cold-blowing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with rains, 
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

‘ Margaret, hist ! come quick, we are here. 

Dear heart,’ I said, ‘we are long alone. 

The sea giov's stormy, the little ones moan.* 

But, ah ! she gave me never a look. 

For htr eyes wTre seal'd to the holy book. 

Loud plays tiie priest; shut stands the door. 

Come away, children, call no more. 

Come awuiy, come down, call no more. 

Down, down, down; 

Down to the depths of the sea. 

She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 

Singing most joyfully. 

H.irk what she sings: ‘O joy, O joy. 

For the humming street, and the child with its to\. 

F or the priest, and the bell, and the holy well. 

For the wheel where I spun. 

And the blessed light of the sun.’ 
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And so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the shuttle falls from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand , 
And over the sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes ai e set in a stare ; 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear. 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long* sigh 

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden, 
And the gleam of her golden hair. 

Come away, away, children. 

Come child; en, come down. 

The hoarse wind blows colder ; 

Lights shine in the town. 

She will stait from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door ; 

She will hear the winds howling, 

Will hear the wa\es roar. 

We shall see, while above us 
The waAcs roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl. 

Singing, ‘ Here came a mortal. 

But faithless was she : 

And alone dwell for ever 
The kings of the sea.* 

But, children, at midnight. 

When soft the winds blow ; 
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When clear falls the moonlight; 

When spring-tides are low : 

When sweet airs come seaward 
F rom heaths starr’d with broom ; 

And high rocks throw mildly 
On the blanch’d sands a gloom: 

Up the still, glistening beaches, 

Up the creeks we will hie; 

Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will gaze, from the sand-hills. 

At the white, sleeping town ; 

At the church on the hill-side — 

And then come back down. 

Singing, ‘There dwells a loved one, 

But cruel is she. 

She left lonely for ever 
The kings of the sea.* 

74S, The Song of Call ides 

ROUGH the black, rushing smoke-bursts, 
Thick breaks the red flame. 

All Etna heaaes fiercely 
Her forest-clothed fiame. 

Not here, O Apollo I 
Are haunts meet for thee. 

But, where Helicon bieaks down 
In chtf to the sea. 

Where the moon-silver’d inlets 
Send fir their light \oice 
Up the still vale of Thisbe, 

O speed, and rejoice 1 
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On the sward at the clifF-top, 
Lie strewn the white flocks ; 

On the clifF-side, the pigeons 
Roost deep in the rocks. 

In the moonlight the shepherds. 
Soft lull’d by the rills. 

Lie wrapt in their blankets. 
Asleep on the hills. 

V^^hat forms are these coming 

So white through the gloom ? 
"What garments out-glistening 
The gold-flower’d bi oom ? 

What sweet-brenthing Presence 
Out-perfumes the thyme? 

W’hat voices enrapture 
The night’s b<ilmy piime ? — 

’Tis Apollo comes leading 
Ills choir. The Nine. 

Tile Leader is fairest^ 

But all are divine. 

They are lost in the hollows. 
They stream up again. 

W’^hat seeks on this mountahi 
The glorified train ? 

They bathe on this mountain. 

In the spring by their road. 
Then on to Olympus, 

Their endless abode. 
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— Whose praise do they mention : 
Of what is it told ? — 

What will be for ever. 

What was from of old. 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things : and then, 

The rest of Immortals, 

The action of men. 

The Day in his hotness, 

The strife with the palm; 

The Night in her silence, 

The Stars in their calm. 


7 4 p . To Ma rgf^eritc 

'yes ; in the sea of life enisled, 

^ With echoing straits between us tlirown. 
Dotting tlie shoieless watery wild. 

We mortal millions live alone. 

The islands feel the enclasping flow, 

And then their endless bounds they know. 

But when the moon their hollows lights. 

And they are swept by balms of spring. 
And in their glens, on starry nights, 

The nightingales divinely sing ; 

And lovely notes, from shore to shore. 
Across the sounds and channels pour ; 

O then a longing like despair 

Is to their farthest caverns sent ! 

891 



MATTHEW ARNOLD 


For surely once, they feel, we were 
Parts of a single continent. 

Now round us spreads the watery plain — 
O might our marges meet again ! 

Who oidcr'd that their longing’s fire 

Should be, as soon as kindled, cool’d? 
Who renders vain their deep desire ? — 

A God, a God tlieir severance ruled ; 
And bade betwixt then shores to be 
The unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea. 


ReqtaesCilt 

OTREW on her roses, roses, 

^ And never a spray of yew. 

In quiet she reposes . 

Ah ! would that I did too. 

Her mirth the vtorld required: 

Slie bathed it in smiles of glee. 
But her heart was tired, tired, 

And now they let her be. 

Her life was turning, turning. 

In mazes of heat and sound. 

But fur peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace lajis her round. 

Her cabin’d, am])le Spirit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for breath. 
To-night it doth inherit 
The vasty hall of Death. 
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The Scholar-Gipsy 

O, for they call you, She})herd, from the hill ; 

Go, Shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes : 

No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed. 

Nor let thy bawling fellows rack their throats, 

Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head. 

But when the fields are still, 

And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest, 

And only the white sheep are sometimes seen 
Cl OSS and recross the strips of moon-blanch’d gree 
Come, Shepherd, and again begin the quest. 

Here, where the reaper was at work of late, 

In this high held’s dark corner, where he ]ea\es 
Hi^ coat, his basket, and his eaithen cruise, 

And in the sun all morning binds the slKeocN, 

Then here, at noon, comes back his stoies to uSs’ 
Heie will I SK and wait. 

While to my car from ujiiands fir aw'ay 
The bleating of the foldid flocks is bo ne. 

With distant clIe^ of leapeis in the com — 

All the Ine murmur ol a summerb da). 

Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-ieap’d ticid. 
And heie till sundown, Shepheid, wall I be. 

Thiough the thick corn the scarlet p.ippic'^ peep, 
And lound green roots and yellowing stalks I sec- 
rale blue coin oh ulus in tcndiils creep: 

And aii-swe}>i lindens )'eld 
Their scent, and rustle dowm theit perfumed showeis 
Of bloom on the bent glass where 1 am Lad, 

And bower me flora the August sim with bhade; 
And the eye tia\els down to Oxfoid’s toweis: 
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And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book — 

Come, let me read the oft-read tale again : 

The story of that Oxford scholar poor, 

Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain, 

Who, tiled of knocking at Preferment’s door, 

One summer morn forsook 
His friends, and went to learn the Gipsy lore. 

And roam’d the woild with that wild brotherhood, 
And came, as most men deem’d, to little good. 
But Came to Oxford and his friends no more. 


But once, years after, in the country lanes. 

Two scholars, whom at college erst he knew. 

Met him, and of his way of life inquired. 

Whueat he answer’d that the Gipsy crew. 

His mates, had aits to rule as they desiicd 
The workings of men’s brains ; 

And they can bind them to what thoughts they will : 
‘And I,’ he said, ‘the seciet of their art, 

When fully learn’d, will to the world impair: 

But It needs Heaven-sent moments for this skill ! * 


Tl is said, he left them, and return’d no mor(‘, 

But runiouis hung about the country-side, 

That tlie lost Scholar long was seen to stiay, 

Setn by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied. 

In hat of antique sliape, and cloak of grey. 

The same the Gipsies woie. 

Siuepherds had met him on the Hurst in S])ring ; 

At some lone alehouse in the Beiksliire moors, 

On the warm ingle-bench, the smock-fiock’d boors 
Had found him seated at their entering, 
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But, ’mid their drink and clatter, he would fly : 

And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 

And put the shepherds, Wanderer, on thy trace; 
And boys who in lone wheatfields scare the rooks 
I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place; 

Or in my boat I lie 

Moor’d to the cool bank in the summer heats, 

’Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 
And watch the warm green-mufHed Cumnor hills. 
And wonder if thou haunt’ st their shy retreats. 


For most, I know, thou lov’st retiiM ground. 

Thee, at the ferry, Oxford riders blithe. 

Returning home on summer nights, have met 
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bablock-hithe, 

Trailing in the cool stieam thy fingers wet. 

As the slow punt swings lound : 

And leaning backwards in a pensive dream. 

And fostering in thy lap a heap of floweis 
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant Wychwood bowers, 
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stieam; 


And then they land, and thou art seen no more. 
Maidens who fiom the distant hamlets come 
To dance around the Fyfield elm in May, 

Oft through the darkening fields have seen thee roam.. 
Or cross a stile into the public way. 

Oft thou hast given them store 
Of flowers — the frail-leaf’d, W'hite anemone — 

Dark bluebells drench’d with dews of summer eves. 
And purple orchises with spotted leaves — 

But none has words she can report of thee. 
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And, above Godstow Bridge, when hay-time here 
In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames, 

Men who through those wide fields of breezy grass 
Where black-wing’d swallows haunt the glittering Thames, 
To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass, 

Have often pass’d thee near 
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrown : 

Mark’d thine outlandish gaib, thy figure spare. 

Thy dark vague eyes, and soft abstracted air; 

But, when they came from bathing, thou wert gone. 


At some lone homestead in the Cumnor hills. 

Where at her open door the housewife darns. 

Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the thrc^heis in the mossy barns. 

Children, who early range these slopes and late 
For cres''eb fiom the rills, 

Hd\e known thee watching, all an April day, 

The springing pastures and the feeding kine ; 

And maik'd thee, when the stars come out and shine, 
Through the long dewy grass mo\e slow away. 


In autumn, on the skiits of Bagley Wood, 

Where most the Gi]>‘'ies by the turf-edged way 
Pitch their smoked tents, and eicry bush )Ou sti 
With scarlet patches tagg’d and shreds of gray, 
Aboie the forest-ground call’d Thessaly — 

The blackbird picking food 
Sees thee, nor stoj^s his mial, nor fears at all ; 

So often has he known thee past him stray 
Rapt, twirling in thy hand a wither’d s]>ray. 

And waiting for the spark from Heaven to fall. 
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And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 

Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go. 
Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden biidge 
Wrapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow, 

Thy face towards Hinksey and its wintry ridge ? 
And tliou hast climb’d the hill 
And gain’d the white brow of the Cumnor range ; 
Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snowflakes fal’ 
The line of festal light in Christ Church hall — 
Then sought thy straw in some sequester’d grange. 


Blit what — I dream! Two hundred years are flowm 
Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls, 

And the grave Giant il did the tale inscribe 
That thou wert wander’d from the studious w'alls 
To learn strange arts, and join a Gipsy tribe : 

And thou fiom eatth art gone 
Long since, and in some quiet ehuichyard laid; 

Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave — 
Under a dark red-fruited yew-tree’s shade. 


— No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours. 

For what wears out the life of mortal men ? 

’Tis that fioni change to change, their being rolls : 
’Tis that repeated shocks, again, again, 

Exhaust the eneigy of stiongest souls, 

And numb the elastic powers. 

Till having used our nerves with bliss and teen, 

And tired upon a thousand schemes our wit, 

To the just-pausing Genius we remit 
Our w'orn-out life, and are — what we have been. 
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Thou hast not lived, why shouldst thou pciish, so? 

Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desire : 

Else wert thou long since number’d with the dead — 
EKe hadst thou spent, like other men, thy lire. 

The generations of thy peers are fled, 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou possessest an immortal lot, 

And we imagine thee exempt fiom age 
And Ining as thou liv’st on GlanMl’s page, 

Because thou hadst — what we, alas, ha\e not ! 


For eaily didst thou leave the world, with jiowcrs 
Flesh, undnerted to the world without, 

Firm to their mark, not sj^ent on other things ; 

Fiec from the sick fitigue, the languid doubt. 

Which much to ha\c tried, in much been baffled, brings. 
O Life unlike to ours ! 

Who fluctuate idly without term or scope. 

Of whom each stri\es, nor knows for what he strnes. 
And each half li\es a bundled dirfeient Ines; 

Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 

Thou waite‘^t for the spaik fiom Hea\en: and we. 

Vague half-belie\ers of our casual cieeds. 

Who never deejHy felt, nor clearly will’d. 

Whose insight ne\er has borne fruit m deeds. 

Whose weak resoKes ne\er ha\e been fuliill’d; 

For whom each year we see 
Breeds new beginnings, disap})Ointments new' ; 

Who hesitate and falter life away. 

And lose to-morrow the ground won to-day — 

Ah, do not we. Wanderer, await it too ? 
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Yes, we await it, but it still delays, 

And then we suffer ; and amongst us One, 

Who most has suffer’d, takes dejectedly 
His seat u])on the intellectual throne ; 

And all his store of sad experience he 
Lays bare of wretched days ; 

Tells us his misery’s birth and growth and signs, 

And how the dying spark of hope was fed, 

And how the breast was soothed, and how the head, 
And all his hourly varied anodynes. 

This for our wisest : and we others pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dream would end. 

And wane all claim to bliss, and try to bear, 

With close-hpp’d Patience for our only friend. 

Sad Patience, too near neighbour to Despair : 

Ihit none has hope like thine. 

Thou through the fields and through the woods dost stray, 
Roaming the country-side, a truant boy, 

Nursing thy project in unclouded joy. 

And every doubt long blown by time away, 

O born in days when wits were fiesh and clear, 

And life ran gaily as the spaikhng Thames j 
Before this strange disease of modern life. 

With its sick hurry, its divided alms. 

Its heads o’ei tax’d, its palsied hearts, was rife — 

Fly hence, our contact fear! 

Still lly, jilunge deepei in the bowering wood ! 

Aveise, as Dido did with gesture stern 
From her false friend’s approach in Hades turn, 
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude. 
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Still nursing the unconqi euible hope, 

Still clutching the inxiolable shade, 

With a flee onward imjnilse brushing through, 

By night, the siher’d branches of the glade — 

Far on the forest-skiits, where none pursue, 

On some mild pastoral slojie 
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales. 

Freshen thy flowers, as in former yeais, 

With dew, or listen with enchanted eais, 

Fiom the dark dingles, to the nightingales. 

But fly our ]'aths oui fexeiish contact fly ! 

Foi strong the infection of our mental strife, 

Which, though it gi\es no bliss, yet spoils for rest 
And we should win thee from thy own fair life, 
Like us distracted, and like us uriblest. 

Soon, soon th\ cheer would die, 

Th) ho]ies glow timorous, and unfix'd thy powers. 
And thy clear aims be cio^s and shifting made : 
And then thy glad pemmial youth would fade, 

F ade, and grow old at last, and die like oui s. 


Then fly our greetings, fly our sjieeeh and smiles ! 

— As some gra\e Tynan tr.ider, fiom the sea, 
Descried at sunrise an emerging jirow 
Lifting the cool-hair’d creepers stealthily. 

The fiinges of a ‘southward-facing brow 
Among the jLgean isles ; 

And saw the meiry Grecian coaster come, 

Freighted with amber giapes, and Chian wine, 
Gieeri bursting figs, and tunnies steep’d in brine; 
And knew the intruders on his ancient home, 
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The young light-hearted Masters of the waves i 
And snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more sail, 

And day and night held on indignantly 
O’er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 

Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily, 

To where the Atlantic raves 
Outride the Western Straits, and unbent sails 

There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets of foam, 
Shy traffickers, the dark Iberians come; 

And on the beach undid his corded bales. 


Thtlomela 

T__IARK! ah, the Nightingale! 

The t.iwny-thio.ited ! 

Haik! from that mooniit cedar what a burst 1 
What triumph! haik — what pain! 

O Wanderer from a Grecian shore, 

Stiih after many years, in distant lands, 

Still nouiishing in thy bewildei’d brain 
That wild, unquench’d, deep-sunken, old-world pain- 
Sav, will it ne\cr heal ? 

And can this fragrant lawn 
\\'ilh its cool trees, and night. 

And the sweet, tranquil '^^hame'^, 

And moonshine, and the dew. 

To thy rack’d heait and brain 
Adord no balm ^ 

Dost thou to-night behold 
Heie, through the moonlight on this English giass, 
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The unfriendly palace in the Thracian wild ? 

Dost thou again peruse 
With hot cheeks and scar’d eyes 
The too clear web, and thy dumb Si‘Nter’s shame ? 

Dost thou once more assay 
Tiiy flight, and feel come over thee. 

Poor Fugitive, the feathery change 

Once more, and once more seem to make icsound 

With love and hate, triumph and agony, 

Lone Daulis. and the high Cephisvian vale? 

Listen. Eugenia — 

How thick the bursts come crowding through the leaves 1 
Again — thou hcarest 1 
Eteinal Passion! 

Eternal Pain ! 


7 F i • kespea re 

/""OTHERS abide our c^ucstion. Thou art fice. 

^Ve ask and ask ; Thou smilcst ..nd art still. 
Oat-to])})ing knowledge. For the loftiest hill 
That to the ‘-'tais uncrowns his majesty. 

Planting his '-tc'adfast footsteps in the sea. 

Making the h<.a\en of heatens his dwelling-]>lace, 
b'gares but the cloudy border of his base 
I’o the foil’d seaiching of mortality; 

And thou, who didst the sLiis and sunbeams know, 
Self-school'd, self-scann’d, self-honour’d, self-secure, 
Didst walk on earth ungucss’d at. Better so I 
All pains the immortal sjniit must enduie. 

All w'cakness that imjiairs, all griefs tliat bow, 
Find their sole voice in that victorious biow. 
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7 / 4 . From the Hymn of E 7 npe docks 

T S it so small a thing 

To have enjoy’d the sun, 

To have lived light in the spring, 

To have loved, to have thought, to have done; 

To ha\e advanced true friends, and beat down badling foes; 
That we must feign a bliss 
Of doubtful future date, 

And while wc dream on this 
Lose all our present state. 

And relegate to worlds yet distant our repose? 

Not much, T know, you prize 
What pleasures may be hail, 

Who look on life with eyes 
Lstiangcd, like mine, and sad : 

And yet the \illage churl feels the truth more than yo- ; 
Wlio’s lotn to leave this life 
Which to him little yields ; 

His haid-task’d sunburnt wife. 

His often-labour’d fields ; 

The boors with whom he talk’d, the country spots he kriC.'.. 
But thou, because thou hear>t 
Men scotf at Heaien and Late; 

Because the gods thou feai'st 
Fail to make blest thy state, 

Tremblest, and wilt not daie to tiust the joys theie are, 

I say, i'ear not ! life still 
Lea\es human elloit scojie. 

But, since life teems with ill, 

Nurse no extiavagant hope. 

Because thou must not dream, thou needV not tlren dcs^ air. 



WILLIAM BRIGHTY RANDS 
The Flowers 

1823 

V^7HEN Love aro^^e in heart and deed 
To wake the world to greater joy, 
‘What can she give me now?* said Greed, 
Who thought to win some costly toy. 

He rose, he ran, he stooj/d, he clutch’d ; 

And soon the Flowers, that Lo\c let fall. 

In Greed’s hot grasp were fray’d and smutch’d, 
And Gieed said, ‘Flowers! Can this he all 

He hung them dowm and went his way, 

He cared no jot for thyme or rose ; 

Bat boys and guls came out to play. 

And some took these and some took those— 

Red. blue, and white, and green and gold; 

And at their touch the dew return’d, 

And all the bloom a thousandfold — 

So red, so npe, the roses burn’d ! 

776. The Thought 

T NTO the skies, one summer’s day, 

1 sent a little Thought away ; 

U}) to wdiere, in the blue round, 

'I’lic sun sat shining wutliout sound. 

Then my Thought came back to me. — 

Little Thought, what did you sec 
In the regions whence you come ? 

And when I spoke, my Thought was dumb. 
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But she breathed of what was there. 

In the pure bright upper air ; 

And, because my Thought so shone, 

I knew she had been shone I'pon. 

Next, by night a Thought I seat 
Ujj into the firmament ; 

When the eager stars were out, 

And the still moon shone about. 

And my Thought went past the moon. 

In between the stars, but soon 
I'leld her breath and du: ^t not stir, 

For the fear that covered her; 

Then she thought, in tins demur ; 

‘Dale I look beneath the shade. 

Into wheie the woilds are made; 

Where the suns and stars are wrought? 

Shall I meet another Thought ? 

•Will that other Thought ha\e wings.** 

Shall I meet strange, hea\cnly things? 
Thought of Thoughts, and Light of Lights, 
Bieath of Bicatlis, and Night of Nights?’ 

Then my Thought began to haik 
In tiie illuminated dai k. 

Till the silence-, over, under. 

Made her heart beat more than tlumder. 

And my Thought came trembling back. 

But wuth something on her track. 

And with something at her side ; 

Nor till she has lived and died, 

Lived and died, and lived again. 

Will that awful thing seem plain. 



WILLIAM PHILPOT 


7f7, Mari tie 


1823-18^.-) 

F all the flowers ri^ng now, • 

Thou only saw’st the head 
Of that unopen’d drop of snow 
I placed beside thy bed. 

In all the blooms that blow so fist, 

Thou hast no further jiart, 

Save those the hour I saw thee last, 

I laid above thy heatt. 

Two snowdiops for our boy and girl, 

A primrose blown for me, 

\\’reathed with one often-play’d-with curl 
From each bright iicad for thee. 

And so I graced thee for thy gta\e, 

And made these tokens fast 
With that old sihci heart I gave, 

My first gift — and my last. 


II 

I dream’d, her babe upon her breast, 

Heie she might he and calmly rest 
Her ha])])y eyes on that far hill 
That backs the landscape fiesh and still. 

I hoped her thoughts would thrid the boughs 
Where caieless birds on love carouse, 

And gaze those apjde-blossoms through 
To revel in the boundless blue. 
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But now her faculty of sight 
Is elder sister to the light, 

And travels free and unconfined 

Through dense and rare, through form and mind. 

Or else her life to be complete 

Hath found new channels full and meet— 

Then, O, what eyes are leaning o’er, 

If fairer than they were before ! 


WILLIAM (JOHNSON) CORY 

7TS- Mitnneynius in Church 

V’^OU promise heaxens free from '■tide. 

Pure tiuth, and jieifect change of will; 

But sweet, sweet is this human life. 

So sweet, I fain would breathe it still ; 

Your chilly ‘^tars I can foigo, 

Tins warm kind woild is all I know. 

You say there is no suh'.tance here. 

One great reality above : 

Back from that void I '■hunk in fear, 

And child-like hide mysdf in loxe: 

Show me what angels feel. Till then 

I cling, a mere weak man, to men. 

You bid me lift my mean desires 
I’ lom faltering li])s and fitlul xelns 

To sexless souls, ideal qunes, 

l^nwearied xoices, woidle'-s strains : 

My mind with fonder welcome owns 

One dear dead friend's remember'd tones. 
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Forsooth the present we must give 
To that which cannot pass away ; 

All beauteous things for which we live 
By laws of time and space decay. 

But O, the very leason why 
I clasp them, is because they die. 

7 FP- Heiaclitus 

^ j 'HEY told me, Hei.iclitu^', they told me you weie dead, 
^ They brought me huter news to hear and hitter tears 
10 shed. 

I wept as I icmembei’d how often you and I 

Had tired the sun with talking and sci^t him down ti^e sky. 

And now that thou art l}ii'’g, my dear old Canan guest, 

A handful of giey ashes, long, long ago at lest, 

Still ate thy ])!easant \oicts, thy nightingales, awake ; 

For Death, he taketh all awa\, but them he cannot take 


COVENTRY PATMORE 

760. The Married Lover 

I&i3-i896 

V^/HY, haMng won her, do I woo'' 
Because her spirit’s \estal giaee 
Proiokes me always to pursue, 

But, spiiit-like, eludes embrace; 

Because her womanhood is such 

That, as on court-days subjects kiss 
The Queen’s hand, yet so near a touuh 
Aflirms no mean famiharness ; 
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Nay, jathcr marks more fair the height 
Which can with safety so neglect 
To dread, as lower ladies might, 

That grace could meet with disrespect ; 

Thus she with hap]>y favour feeds 
Allegiance from a love so high 
That thence no false conceit proceeds 
Of difference bridged, or state put by ; 
Because although in act and word 
As lowly as a wife can be. 

Her manners, when they call me lord, 

Remind me 'tis by courtesy ; 

Not with her least consent of will, 

Which would my proud affection hurt, 

But by the noble style that still 
Inij)i:tes an unattain’d desert; 

Because her gay and lofty brows, 

When all is won which hope can ask. 

Refleet a light of hopeless snows 
That blight in viigin ether bask; 

Because, though fiec of the outer court 
I am, this Temple keeps its shrine 
Sacred to Heaven ; bccau^'e, in short, 

She ’s not and never can be mine. 

761, ^ ^ vceie dead* 

^ T F I were dead, you’d sometimes say. Poor Child 
The deir lips quuei’d as they sj^ake, 

And the teais biake 

From eyes which, not to gtieve me, biighily -miied. 

Poor Child, }K)or Child! 

I stem to hear your laugh, your talk, your song. 
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It is not true that Love will do no wrong. 

Poor Child ! 

And did you think, when you so cried and smiled, 
How I, in lonely nights, should lie awake, 

And of those woids your full avengers make i 
Poor Child, poor Child ! 

And now, unless it be 

That sweet amends thrice told are come to thee, 

0 God, ha\e Thou no mercy upon me! 

Poor Ciuld ! 

7(f2, T)epartiire 

T T was not like your gi eat and gracious ways ! 

Do you, that ha\e naught other to lament, 
Nc\er, ni\ Lo\e, repent 
Of how, that ,Tuly alteinoon. 

You went, 

With sudden, unintelligible ]jhrase, 

And frighten’d eye, 

U])on your journev of so many days 
Without a single kiss, or a good-bye ? 

1 knew, indeed, that }0u were jiaiting soon; 

And so we sate, within the low sun’s rays. 

You whi^])enng to me, for youi toice was weak, 
Your hallowing jnaise. 

WlII, it was well 

To hear you ■^uch things sjicak, 

And I could tell 

\VMiat made )Our eyes a grow'ing gloom of love, 

As a warm South-wind sombres a March gro\e. 
And it w^as like your great and giacious ways 
To turn your talk on daily things, my Dear, 
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Lifting the luminous, pathetic lash 
To let the laughter flash, 

^Vhilst I drew near, 

Because you spoke so low that I could scarcely hear. 

But all at once to leave me at the last, 

More at the wonder than the loss agliast, 

With huddled, unintelligible phrase, 

And frighten’d eye. 

And go your journey of all days 
With not one kiss, or a good-bye, 

And the only loveless look the look with which you pass’d . 
’Twas all unlike your great and gracious ways. 


The Toys 

V(iY little Son, who look’d fiom thoughtful eyes 
^ And mo\ed and spoke in quiet grown-up wise, 
Ha\ing my law the seienth time dibobey’d, 

I struck him, and dismiss’d 
With haid woids and unkiss’d, 

— His Mother, who was patient, being dead. 

Then, feaiing lest his grief should hinder sleep, 

I \isited his bed, 

But found him slumbeiing deep. 

With darken’d eyelids, and their lashes yet 
Fiom his late sobbing wet. 

And I, with moan, 

Ki^sing away his tcai s, left others of my own ; 

Foi, on a table diawn beside his head, 

He had put, within his reach, 

A box of counters and a red-vein’d stone, 

A piece of glass abiaded by the beach, 
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And six or seven sliells, 

A bottle with bluebells, 

And two F rench co})per coins, i anged there with careful art, 
To comfort his sad licart. 

So when that night I pray’d 
To God, I wept, and said: 

Ah, when at last we lie with tranced breath, 

Not vexing Thee in death. 

And Thou rememberest of what toys 
We made oui joys. 

How weakly understood 
Thy great commanded good, 

T'xn, fatheily not less 

Than I whom Thou hast moulded from the clay, 
Thou’lt leave Thy wrath, and say. 

‘I will be sorry for their childishness.’ 


7^4. A Farewell 

VV/ITH all my will, but much against my heart. 

VV 

My Very Dear, 

Our solace is, the sad road lies so clear. 

It needs no art, 

With faint, a\eited feet 
And many a teai. 

In our opposed jiaths to persevere. 

Go thou to East, I West. 

We will not say 

There's any hope, it is so far away. 

But, O, my Best, 
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When the one darling of our widowhead, 

The nursling Grief, 

Is dead, 

And no dews blur our eyes 

To see the peach-bloom come in evening skies, 

Perchance we may, 

Where now this night is day, 

And even through faith of still averted feet, 
Making full circle of our banishment. 

Amazed meet ; 

The bitter journey to the bourne so sweet 
Seasoning the termless feast of our content 
With tears of recognition never dry. 


SYDNEY DOBELL 

76 The Ballad of Keith of Ravel ston 

1824-18 

j 'HE muimur of the mourning ghost 
^ That kee]>s the shadowy kme, 

‘ O Keith of Raxelston, 

The SOI rows of thy line!* 

Ra\e!stc>n, Ravtistor, 

The merry path that leads 
Down the golden morning hill. 

And thio’ the silver meads; 

Ravelston, Ravel ston. 

The stile beneath the tiee. 

The maid that ke})t her mothei’s kine. 

The song that sang she ' 
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She sang her song, she kept her kine. 

She sat beneath the thorn, 

When Andicw Keith of Ravelston 
Rode thro* the Monday morn. 

His henchmen sing, his hawk-bells ring, 
His belted jewels shine ; 

O Keitli of Ravelston, 

The soriows of thy line! 

Year after year, where Andrew came, 
Comes evening down the glade, 

And still theie sits a moonshine ghost 
Where sat the sunshine maid. 

Pier misty hair is faint and fair. 

She keeps the shadowy kine ; 

0 Keith of Ravelston, 

The sorrows of thy line ! 

1 lay my hand ujion the stile. 

The stile is lone and cold, 

Tiie burnie that goes babbling by 
Says naught that can be told. 

Yet, strangei I heie, from year to year, 

She keeps her shadowy kine ; 

O Keith of Ravelston, 

The sorrows of thy line ! 

Stej) out three steps, where Andiew stood- 
\Vhy blanch thy cheeks for fear i 

The ancient stile is not alone, 

’Tis not the burn I hear 1 
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She makes her immemorial moan, 

She keeps her shadowy kine ; 

O Keith of Ravelston, 

The sorrows of thy line ! 

766. Retnni ! 

ID ETURN, return! all night my lamp is burning. 

All night, like it, my wide eyes watch and burn ; 
Ihkc it, 1 fade and pale, when day returning 
Beais witness that tlie absent can return. 

Return, return. 

Like it, I lessen with a lengthening sadness. 

Like it, I burn to waste and waste to burn. 

Like It, I spend tlie golden oil of gladness 
To feed tlie sorrowy signal for return, 

Return, leturn. 

Like It, like It, whene’er the east wind sings, 

I bend and slu.ke ; like it, I quake and )earn, 

When Hojje’s late butterflies, with whispering wings. 
Fly in out of the dark, to tall and burn — 

Burn in the watchfiie of return, 

Return, ictuin. 

Like It, the \eiy flame wheieby I pine 
Con^unie-i me to its natuie. While I mouin 
My soul becomes a better soul than mine, 

And from its bnglitemng beacon I discern 
My staiiv Io\e go foith from me, and shine 
Across the se,is a path fur thy return, 

Return, return. 

Return, leturn ! all night I see it burn, 

All night It prays like me, and litts a twin 
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Of paImM praying hands that meet and yearn — 
Yearn to the impJeaded skies for thy return. 

Day, like a golden fetter, locks them in, 

And wans the fight that withers, tho' it burn 
As warmly still for thy return ; 

Still thro’ the splendid load uplifts the thin 
Pale, paler, palest patience that can leain 
Naught but that votive sign for thy return — 

That single supj'liant sign for thy retuin, 

Return, return. 

Return, return! lest haply, lote, or e’er 
Thou touch the lamp the light lia\e ceased to bum, 
And thou, who thro’ the window didst discern 
The wonted flame, shall reach the topmost stair 
To find no wide eyes watching there. 

No witlier’d welcome waiting thy return ! 

A passing ghost, a smoke- wieath in the air, 

The flameless ashes, and the soulless urn. 

Warm with the famish’d fire th<it Incd to burn — 
Burn out Its lingering life for thy return. 

Its last of lingeiing life for thy return. 

Its last of lingering life to light thy late return, 
Retuin, leturn. 

767» A Chanted Calendar 

THIRST came the primrose, 

^ On the bank high, 

Like a maiden looking foith 
From the window of a tower 
When the battle rolls below, 

So look’d she, 

And saw the storms go by. 
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Then came the wind-flower 
In the valley left behind, 

As a wounded maiden, pale 
With purple streaks of woe. 

When the battle has roll’d by 
Wanders to and fro. 

So totter’d she, 

Dishetell’d in the wind. 

Then came tlie dai'^ies, 

On the first of May, 

Like a banner’d show’s advance 
While the ciowd runs by the way, 

With ten thousand flowers about them they came trooping 
through the fields. 

As a hapjty people come, 

So came they. 

As a hap])y people come 
When the war has roll’d away, 

With dance and tabor, pipe and drum, 

And all make holiday. 

Then came the cowslip. 

Like a dancer in the fair, 

She spread her little mat of green, 

And on it danced she. 

With a fillet bound about her brow, 

A fillet round her happy blow, 

A golden fillet round her brow, 

And rubies in her hair. 
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768. Laus T)eo 

TN the hall the coffin waits, and the idle armourer stands. 

At his belt the coffin nails, and the hammer in his hands. 
The bed of state is hung with crape — the grand old bed 
\vhere she was wed — 

And like an upright corpse she sitteth gazing dumbly at the bed. 
Houi by hour her ser\ing-men enter by the cuitain'd door, 
And ^\lth steps of muffled woe pass breathless o'er the 
silent floor, 

.•\nd maishal mutely round, and look from each to each 
with C 5 fehd'' led; 

‘Touch him not,’ she shriek’d and ciied, ‘he is but newly 
dead ' ’ 

‘O my own dear niivtre'^s’ the ancient Niiise did say, 

‘ 8 even long da\s and se\en long nights }ou hate w.ach’d 
him where he lay.’ 

‘Seten long days and seven long nights,’ the hoaiy Stew aid said; 
‘ Seten long days and seten long nights.’ gioan’d the 
Wanener gray; 

‘Seten,’ said the old Henchman, and bow’d his agi^d he.id ; 
‘ On your lives !’ she shriek’d and cned, ‘he is but newly deadl’ 
Then a father Priest they sought, 

The PriLSt that taught her all she knew, 

And they told him of her lo^s. 

‘ For she is mild and sweet of will, 

She loted him, and his woids are ]ieace, 

And he shall heal her ill.’ 

I’jut her watch she did not cease. 

He bless’d her where she sat distraught, 

And show’d her holy cross,- — 

The cross she kiss’d fiom )ear to )ea; — 
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But she neither saw nor heard; 

And said he in her deaf ear 
All he had been wont to teach, 

All she had been fond tojaear, 

Missal I’d prayer, and solemn speech, 

But she answer’d not a word. 

Only when he turn’d to speak with those who wept about 
the bed, 

‘On your lives ! ’ she shiiek’d and cried, ‘he is but newly dead ! ’ 
Then how sadly he turn’d from her, it were wonderful to tell, 
And he stood beside the death-bed as by one who slumbei s well, 
And he loan’d o’er him who lay theie, and in cautious 
whisper low, 

‘He is not dead, but slecpeth,’ said the Priest, and smooth d 
his brow. 

‘ Sleejieth ? ’ said she, looking up, and the sun rose in her iace ! 

• He must be better than I thought, for the sleep is very sound.’ 

• He is better,’ said the Priest, and call’d her maidens round. 
With them came that ancient dame who nursed her when 

a child ; 

‘0 Nurse! ’ she sigh’d, ‘O Nurse! ’ she cried, ‘O Nurse P 
and then she smiled. 

And then she wept; with that the) diew 
About lier, as of old ; 

Her dying eyes were sweet and blue, 

Her trembling touch was cold ; 

But she said, ‘ My maidens true, 

No moie weeping and wcll-away; 

Let them kill the feast. 

1 would be haj)]>y in my soul. 

“He IS better,” saith the Piiest; 

He did but sleep the weaiy day, 

And will waken whole. 
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Carry me to his dear side, 

And let the halls be trim ; 

Whistly, whistly,’ said she, 

‘ I am wan with^atching and wail^ 

He must not wake to see me pale, 

Let me sleep with him. 

See you keep the tryst foi me, 

I would lest till he awake 
And rise up like a bride. 

But whistly, whistly ! ’ said she, 

‘Yet rejoice your Lord doth live; 

And for His dear ‘^ake 
Say Laus^ Domine* 

Silent they ca^t down their eyes, 

And e\ery breast a sob did live, 

She lifted htr in wdld surjiiise 
And they dared not disobey. 

Laus Deo’ said the Steward, hoary when her days were new' ; 
Laus Deo’ said the Warrener. whiter than the warren snows: 
Laus Deo’ the bald Henchman, who had nuised her on 
his knee. 

The old Nu:«e moved her lips in vain, 

And she stood among the tram 
Like a dead tree shaking dew. 

Then the Priest he softly stept 
Midway m the little band, 

And he took the Lady’s hand, 

‘ Laus Deo,’ he Said aloud, 

'’Laus Dto’ they said again. 

Yet again, and \et again, 

Humbly cross'd and lowly bow’d, 

Till in wont and fear it rose 
To the Sabbath strain. 
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7op. 


But she neither turn’d her head 
Nor ‘Whistly, whistly,’ said she. 
Her hands were folded as in grace, 
We laid her with her ancient race 
And all the village wept. 


WILLIAM ALLINGHAM 

The Fairies 

1824-1889 

T T P the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 

We daren’t go a-hunting 
For fear of little men; 

Wee folk, good folk, 

'Frooping all together; 

Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl’s feather ! 

Down along the rocky shore 
Some make their liome. 

They live on crispy pancakes 
Of yellow tidc-iOam ; 

Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain lake, 

W th frogs for their watch-dogs. 

All night awake. 

High on the hill-top 
The old King sits ; 

He IS now so old and gray 
He ’s nigh lost his wits. 
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With a bridge of white mist 
Columbkill he crosses, 

On his stately journeys 

From Slievelcague to Rosses; 

Or going u]) with music 
On cold starry nights 
To sup with the Queen 

Of the gay Northern Lights. 

They stole little Bridget 
For seven years long ; 

When slie came down again 
Her friends were all gone. 

They took her lightly back, 

Between the night and morrow. 
They thought that she was fast asleep, 
But she was dead witii sorrow. 
Tliey ha\e kejit hei ever since 
Deep within the lake. 

On a bed of f]ag-lea\es, 

Watching till she wake. 

By the craggy hill-sidc, 

Througli tlie mo^sses bare. 

They ha\e planted tliorn-trees 
For plea'-ure heie and there. 

If any man so daiing 

As dig tlitm up in sjate. 

He shall hnd their shaipest thorns 
In his bed at night. 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen. 

We darcn^t go a-hunti ng 
For fear of little men ; 
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Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And wlnte owl’s feather ! 


GEORGE MAC DONALD 

770, That Holy Thing 

' I 'HEY all were looking for a king 

To slay their foes and lift them high; 
Thou cam’st, a little baby thing 
That made a woman cry, 

O Son of Man, to right my lot 

Naught but Thy presence can a\ail ; 

Yet on the road Thy wheels are not. 

Nor on the sea Thy sail ! 

My how or ,vhcn Thou wilt not heed, 

But come down Tiime own seciet ur, 

That Thou may^t an>\ver ail my need — 

Yea, c\eiy bygone pia\ei. 

DANTE GARRITL ROSSETTI 

771 . The Blessed Taniozel 

iS.’S-iSS^ 

' I 'HE blessed D.imoze! lean’d out 
^ Fiom the gold bai of EIea\en: 

Hei blue graAe ejes weie deepet much 
Than a deej) uatei, e\en. 

She had thite lilies in her hand. 

And the stais in her hair were seien. 
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Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem, 

No wrought flowers did adorn, 

But a white rose of Mary’s gift 
On the neck meetly worn ; 

And her hair, lying down her back. 
Was yellow like ripe corn. 

Herseem’d she scarce had been a day 
One of God’s choristers ; 

The wonder was not yet quite gone 
From that still look of hers ; 

Albeit, to them she left, her day 
Had counted as ten yeais. 

(T o one it is ten years of years ; 

... Yet now, here in this place. 

Surely she lean’d o’er me, her hair 

Fell all about my face. . . . 

Nothing : the Autumn-fall of leaves. 
The whole year sets a]\ice.) 

It was the terrace of God’s iiouse 
That she was st.mdi ng on, — 

By God built over the sheer depth 
In which Sjiace is begun ; 

So high, tliat looking downward thence, 
She scarce could see the sun. 

It lies from Heaven acioss the flood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With flame and darkness ridge 

The void, as low as wheie this earth 
Spins like a fretful midge. 
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But in those tracts, with her, it was 
The peace of utter light 

And silence. For no breeze may stir 
Along the steady flight 

Of seraphim ; no echo there, 

Beyond all depth or height. 

Heard hardly, some of her new friends, 

Playing at holy games, 

S]iake, gentle-mouth’d, among themselves. 

Their virginal chaste names; 

And the souls, mounting up to God, 

Went by her like thin flames. 

And still she bow’d herself, and stoop’d 
Into the vast waste calm ; 

Till her bosom’s pressure must have made 
The bar she lean’d on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 

From the fixt lull of Heaven, she saw 
Time, like a puNe, shake fierce 

Thiough all the worlds. Her gaze still stiove, 
In that steep gulf, to pierce 

The swarm ; and then she spoke, as when 
The stars sang in their spheres. 

‘ I wish that he were come to me, 

For he will come/ she said. 

‘Have 1 not pray’d in solemn Heaven? 

On earth, has he not pray’d? 

Aie not two prayers a peifect strength? 

And shall I feel afiaid? 
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* When 1 ound his head the aureole clings. 

And he is clothed in white. 

I'll take his hand, and go with him 
To the deep wells of light, 

And we will step down as to a stream 
And bathe there in God’s sight. 

‘ We two will stand beside that shrine. 
Occult, withheld, untiod, 

AVliose lamjis tremble continually 
With prayer sent up to God ; 

And cv, here each need, reveal’d, expects 
Its patient period. 

* We two will lie i’ the shadow of 

That liMng mystic tree 
Within whose secret growth the Dove 
Sometimes is felt to be, 

While e\ery leaf that His plumes touch 
Saith His name audibly. 

‘And I myself will teach to him, — 

1 myself, lying so, — 

The songs I sing here ; which his mo-th 
Shall jiause in, hush’d and slow'. 

Finding some knowledge at eacii pause, 
And some new thing to know.’ 

(Alas ! to her wise simple mind 
These things were all but known 
Before ; they tienibled on her sense, — 
Her \oice had caught their lone. 

Alas for lonely Heaven ! Alas 
For life wrung out alone • 



DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 


Alas, and though the end were reach’d ? . . 

Was thy part understood 
Or borne in trust ? And for her sake 
Shall this too be found good ? — 

May the close lips that knew not piayer 
Praise ever, tliough they would ?) 

‘ \\^e two,’ she said, ‘will seek the groves 
AVhere the lady Mary is, 

W^ith her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies: — 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

Margaiet and Rosalys. 

‘ Circle-wise sit they, with bound locks 
And bosoms coveied ; 

Into the fine cloth, white like flame. 
Weaving the golden thiead, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who aie jui.t born, being dead. 

‘lie shall fear, ha])ly, and be dumb. 

Then 1 will lay my cheek 
To hi'^, and tell about our love. 

Not once abash’d or w'eak : 

And tlie deal Pvlother will appiove 
My pride, and let me speak. 

‘Heiself shall bring us, hand in hand, 
d'o Him round whom all souls 
Kneel — the unnumbei’d solemn heads 
Bow’d with theur auicole:> ; 

And Angels, meeting us, shall sing 
To their citherns and citoles. 
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* There will I ask of Christ the Lord 
Thus much for him and me ; — 

To have more blessing than on earth 
In nowise ; but to be 
As then we were, — being as then 
At peace. Yea, verily. 

‘ Yea, venly ; when he is come 
We will do thus and thus : 

Till this my vigil seem quite strange 
And almost fabulous ; 

W^e two will live at once, one life ; 

And peace shall be with us.* 

She gazed, and listen’d, and then said. 
Less sad of speech than mild, — 

‘All this is when he comes.’ She ceased 
The light thrill’d past her, fill’d 
With Angels, in strong level ]aj)se. 

Her eyes piay’d, and she smiled. 

(I saw her smile.) ILt soon their flight 
^Vas vague ’mid the poised ^»j>heres. 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden barriers. 

And laid her face between ner hands, 

And wept. (I heard her tears.) 
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772, Love in the Falley 

b. 

T TNDER yonder beech-tree single on the grcen-swaid, 
Couch’d with her arms behind her golden head, 
Knees and tresses folded to slip and rijipJe idly, 

Lies niy young lo\e sleeping in the shade, 
ilad I the heart to slide an arm beneath her, 

Pre'-s her parting lips as her waist I gather slow, 
Waking in amazement she could not but embrace me: 
Then uould she hold me and never let me uo ? 

Shy as the squirrel and wayward as the su^allow, 

Swift as the swallow along the river’s light 
Ciieleting the surface to meet his mirroi’d winglet^^, 
Fleeter she seems in her slay than in her flight. 

Lilly as the squiriel that lea]j') among the ]iine-tops, 
Waywaid as the swallow overhead at set of sua, 

She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer, 

Hard, but O the gloiy of the winning were she won 


When her mother tends her before the laughing minor, 
'Lying up her laces, loojiing up her hair, 

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded. 

Mote love should 1 have, and much le-s caie. 

When her motliei tends her befoie the lighted minor, 
Loosening her laces, combing down hei curls. 

Often she thinks, weie this wild thing w'edded, 

I should miss but one for many boys and giils. 
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Heartless she is as the shadow in the meadows 
Flying to the hills on a blue and breezy noon. 

No, she is athiist and drinking up her wonder: 

Faith to her is young as the slip of the new moon. 
Deals she an unkindness, ’tis but her rapid measure, 

E\en as in a dance; and her smile can heal no less; 
Like the swinging May-cloud that pelts the flowers with 
hailstones 

Off a sunny border, she was made to bruise and bless. 

Lotely are the curves of the white owl sweeping 
Wa\y in the dusk lit by one large star. 

Lone on the fir-branch, his rattle-note unvaried. 

Blooding o’er the gloom, spins the brown e\eiar. 

Daiket grows the valley, more and moie forgetting: 

So were it with me if forgetting could be will'd. 

Tell the grassy hollow that holds the bubbling well-spring, 
Tell it to forget the souice that keeps it fill’d. 


Stej»ping down the hill with her fair companions, 

Arm in arm, all against the laying West, 

Boldly she sings, to the merry tune she marches, 
Bia\e IS hei shape, and sweeter un])ossess’d. 
Sweeter, for she is wdiat my heart first awaking 
Whispei’d the woild was; morning light is she. 
Lu\e that so desires would fain ld‘ep her changeless; 
b'ain would fling the net, and fain ha\e her free. 


Happy hapjiy time, when the w'hite star ho\ers 
Low o\er dim fields fiesh with bloomy dew. 

Near the face of dawn, that draws athwart the darkness, 
Threading it with colour, like yewberries the yew. 
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Thicker crowd the shades as the grave East deepens 
Glowing, and with crimson a Jong cloud swells. 

Maiden still the morn is ; and strange she is, and secret ; 
Strange her eyes ; her cheeks are cold as cold sea-shells. 

Sunrays, leaning on our southern hills and lighting 
Wild cloud-mountains that drag the hills along. 

Oft ends the day of your shifting brilliant laughter 
Chill as a dull face frowning on a song. 

Ay, but shows the South-west a ripple-feather’d bosom 
Blown to silver while the clouds are shaken and ascend 
Scaling the mid-hea\ens as they stream, there comes a sunset 
Rich, deep like love in beauty without end. 


When at dawn she sighs, and like an infant to the window 
Turns grave eyes craving light, leleased from dreams. 
Beautiful she looks, like a white v.atei-hlv 

Bui sting out of bud m havens of the streams. 

When fiom bed she rises clothed from neck to ankle 
In hei long nightgown sweet as boughs of May, 
Beautiful she looks, like a tall garderi-hly 

Puic fiom the niglit, and splendid for the day. 


Mother of the dews, dark eye-Iash’d twilight. 

Low-lidded twilight, o'er the valley’s brim. 

Rounding on thy bieast sings the dew-delighted skylark. 
Clear as though the dew drops had their voice in him. 
Hidden wheie the lOse-llush drinks the rayless jilanet, 
Fountain-full lie ])Ours the sjiraying fountain-showers. 
Let me heai her laughter, I w'ouid have her ever 
Coo! as dew in twilight, the lark above the flowers. 
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All the gills aie out with their baskets for the piimrose; 

Up lanes, woods through, they troop m joyful bands. 
My sweet leads: she knows not why, but now she loiteis 
Eves the bent anemones, and hangs her hands. 

Such a look will tell that the violets are jieejang. 

Coming tlie lose: and unaware a cry 
S} nngs in her bosom for odours and for colour, 

Co\eit and the nightingale; she knows not why. 


Keichief’d head and chin she darts between her tulips, 
Streaming like a willow gray in arrowy ram : 

^onle bend beaten cheek to gravel, and their angel 

She will be; she lifts them, and on she sjjcids again. 
Elack tlie driving laincloud bixasts the iron gateway; 

She is forth to cheer a neighbour lacking miith. 

So when sky and glass met lolling dumb for thunder 
Saw I once a while dove, sole light of earth. 


Piim little scholars are the how’ers of lier garden, 

Tiain'd to stand in rows, and asking if they please. 

1 might love them well but lor loving moie the wild ones 
0 my wild ones! they tell me moie than these. 

njy wild one, you tell of honied lield-rose, 

Violet, blushing eglantine in life; and even as they, 

Tiiey by the wayside are earnest of your goodness, 

You ..le of Lie’s, on the banks tliat line the W'ay. 

Peering at her chamber the white ciowns the led ruse, 
Jasmine winds the porch with stais two and thiee. 

Piirted IS the window; she sleeps; the starry jasmine 
Bieathes a falling breath that carries thoughts of me. 
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Sweeter unposscss’d, have I said of her my 5 v/eete«;t ? 

Not while she sleeps : while she sleeps the jrismme breathes. 
Lining her to love; she sleeps; the starry jasmine 
Bears me to her pillow under white rose-wreaths. 


Yellow with birdfoot-trefoil are the gras'^-glad -s ; 

Yellow with cinquefoil of the dew-gray leaf ; 

Yellow with stonecrop ; the moss-mounds are yellow; 

Blue-ncck’d the wheat sways, yellowing to the sheaf. 
Green-yellow, bursts from the copse the laughing yaffle; 

Sharp as a sickle is the edge of shade and shine : 
Eauh in her heart laughs looking at the heaiens. 

Thinking of the haivest : I look and think of mine 

Thi'' I may know: her diessing and undressing 

Such a change of light shows as when the skiC' in s-io’'t 
Shift fiom cloud to moonlight; or edging o\er thnnd.-i 
Slqis a ray of sun; or sweejang into poit 
White ^.iils furl; or on riie ocean borders 

White sails lean along the waves lenjung gretn. 

Vi-ions of her shower before me, but horn evt^igiit 
Guarded she would be like the sun were she mcc. 

I'ront door and back of the rnoS'-’d old farmhouse 
0])en with the morn, and m a bieczy link 
Fie-hly sp.irkles garden to stripe-shadow 'd orchard. 

Green across a nil where on sand the minnow s w ink. 
Bu^n in the giass the eaily Min ot sunimei 

Sw.iims, and the bl.ickbitd's mellow' fluting not-C'. 

Call my dailirig ujt W'lth lourid and roguish challenge; 
Quaintest, nchest caiol of all the singing thioat-,' 
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Cool was the woodside ; cool as her white dairy 

Keeping sweet the cream-pan; and there the boys from 
school, 

Cncketing below, rush’d brown and red with sunshine ; 

O the dark translucence of the deep-eyed cool ! 

Spying from the farm, herself she fetch’d a pitcher 
Full of milk, and tilted for each in turn the beak. 

Then a little fellow, mouth up and on tijitoe. 

Said, ‘ I will kiss you ’ : she laugh’d and loan’d her check. 

Doves of the fir-wood walling high our red roof 

Through the long noon coo. crooning thiough the coo. 
Loose droop the lea\es, and down the sleejiy roadway 
Sometimes pipes a chaffinch ; loose droops the blue. ^ 
Cows flap a slow tail knee-deep in the ri\ei, 

Breathless, given u]> to sun and gnat and fly. 

Nowhere is she seen ; and if I see her nowhere. 

Lightning may come, straight lains and tiger sky. 

O the golden sheaf, the rustling treasure-armful ! 

O the nutbrown tresses nodding interlaced ! 

O the treasure-tresses one another o\er 

Nodding ! O the girdle slack about the waist ! 

Slain are the poppies that shot their random sc.ulet 
Quick amid the wheat-eais; wound about the waist. 
Gather'd, see these brides of Earth one blush of ripeness! 
0 the nutbrown tresses nodding intei laced ! 


Large and smoky red the sun’s cold disk diops, 

Clipp’d by naked hills, on violet shaded snow : 
Eastward large and still lights up a bower of moonrise, 
Whence at her leisure steps the moon aglow. 
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Nightlong on black print-branches our beech-tree 
Gazes in this whiteness : nightlong could I. 

Here may life on death or death on life be painted. 

Let me clasp her soul to know she cannot die ! 

Gossips count her faults; they scour a narrow chamber 
Where there is no window, read not heaven or her. 

‘ When she was a tiny,’ one agM woman quavers. 

Plucks at my heart and leads me by the ear. 

Faults she had once as she learn’d to run and tumbled : 

Faults of feature some see, beauty not complete. 

Yet, good gossips, beauty that makes holy 

Eaith and air, may have faults from head to feet. 

Hither she comes ; she comes to me ; she lingers, 
Deepens her brown eyebrows, u’.nlc in new surprise 
High rise the lashes in wonder of a stranger; 

Yet am I the light and living of her eyes. 

Something friends have told her fills her heart to brimming, 
Nets her in her blushes, and wounds her, and tames. — 
Sure of her haven. O like a dove alighting, 

Aims up, she dropp’d: our souls were in our names. 

Soon will she he like a white tiost suniise. 

Yellow oats and brown wheat, barley pale as rye. 

Long since your sheaves have yielded to the thresher. 
Felt the girdle loosen'd, seen the tresses dy. 

Soon will she he like a blood-rcd sunset. 

Swift with the to-moirow, green-w'ing’d Spiing ! 

Sing from the South-west, bring her back the truants. 
Nightingale and swallow, song and dipping wing. 
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Soft new beech-leaves, up to beamy April 

Spreading bough on bough a primrose mountain, you 
Lucid in the moon, raise lilies to the skyfields, 

Youngest green transfused in silver shining through : 
Fairci than the lily, than the wild white cherry; 

Fair as in image my seraph love apjiears 
Boine to me by dreams when dawn is at my eyelids: 
Fair as in the flesh she swims to me on tcais. 

Could I find a place to be alone with heaven, 

I would speak my heart out : heaven is my need. 
Every woodland tree is flushing like the dogwood, 
Flashing like the whitebeam, swaying like the reed. 
Flashing like the dogwood ciimson in October; 

Streaming like the flag-iecd South-west blown; 
Flashing as in gusts the sudden-lighted whitebeam; 

All seem to know what is for heaven alone. 


77S- 


Thoehus votth A^tnetiis 


Vl^ 7 HEN by Zeus relenting the m.mdate was revoked. 

Sentencing to exile the hnght Sun-God, 

Mindful \^eie the ploughmen of who the steei had }okeu 
AVho ; and what a track show’J the ujiturn’d sod ’ 
Mindful weie the shepherds, as now the noon se\eie 
Bent a burning eyebrow to brown evetide, * 

How the ru‘'t!C flute drew the siUer to the spheie, 

Sister of his own, till her ray-, fell wide. 

God ! of whom music 
And song and blood .11 e puie. 

The day is never daiken’d 
That had thee here obscure. 
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Chirping none, the scailet cicalas crouch’d in lanks : 

Slack the thistle-head piled its down-silk gray ; 

Scarce the stony lizard suck’d hollows in his flanks ; 
Thick on spots of umbrage our drowsed flocks Liy. 

Sudden bow’d the chestnuts beneath a wind unhcaid, 
Lengthen’d ran the grasses, the sky grew slate : 

Then amid a swift flight of wing’d seed white as cuid, 
Clear of limb a Youth smote the mastei’s gate. 

God ! of whom music 
And song and blood are puie, 

The day is never darken’d 
That had thee here obscure. 

Water, fiist of singeis, o’er rocky mount and mead, 

First of earthly singers, the sun-loved rill, 

Sang of him, and flooded the ripples on the reed, 

Sc'eking whom to waken and what ear fill. 

Water, sweetest soother to kiss a wound and cool, 
Sweetest and divinest, the sky-born biook, 

Chuckled, with a whimper, and made a mirror-poul 

Round the guest we welcomed, the strange hand sliook. 
(jod ! of whom music 
And song and blood are pure, 

The day is never darken’d 
That had thee heie obscure. 

Many swat ms of wild bees descended on our fields; 
Stately stood the wheatstalk with head bent high : 

Big of heait w'e labour’d at storing mighty vields. 

Wool and com, and clusters to make men ci\ ' 

Hand-like rush’d the vint.ige; we stiiing the beliud 
Plump, and at the sealing the Youth’s voice lOse : 

Maidens clung in circle, on little fists their chins ; 

Gentle beasties th tough push’d a cold long nose. 

11 h 3 
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God ! of whom music 
And song and blood are pure, 

The day is never darken’d 
That had thee here obscure. 

Foot to fire in snowtime we trimm’d the slender shaft: 
Often down the pit spied the lean wolf’s teeth 

Gim against his will, traj^p’d by inastersttokes of ciaft; 
Heljdess in his froth-wrath as green logs seethe 1 

Safe the tender lambs tugg’d the teats, and wintei sped 
AVlurl’d before the crocus, the year’s new gold. 

Hung the hooky beak up aloft, the arrowhead 
Redden’d thiough his feathers for our deal fold. 

God ! of whom music 
And song and blood are puie, 

The day is never daiken’d 
That had thee here obscuie. 

Talrs we diank of giants at wai with gods above : 

Rocks were they to look on, and earth climb’d air ! 

Tales of search for simples, and those who sought of love 
Ease because the creature was all too fair. 

Pleasant ran bur thinking that while our work was good, 
Suic as fiuits for sweat would the praise come fa^t. 

He that wTCstled stoutest and tamed the billow-brood 
Danced in rings with girls, like a sail-flapp’d mast. 

God ! of whom music 
And song and blood are jiuie, 

The day is never daiken’d 
That had thee here obscure. 

Lo, the herb of healing, when once the herb is known, 
Shines in shady woods bright as new-sprung dame. 

Ere the string was tighten’d wc heard the mellow tone, 
After he had taught how the sweet sounds came. 
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Stretcird about his feet, labour done, ’twas as you see 
Red pomegranates tumble and burst hard und. 

So began contention to give delight and be 
Excellent in things aim’d to make life kind. 

God ! of whom music 
And song and blood are pure, 

The day is never daiken'd 
That had thee here ob^cuie. 

You with shelly horns, rams ! and, promontory goats, 
You whose browsing beards dip m coldest dew ! 
Bulls, that walk the pastuies m kingly-Hashing coats! 

Laurel, i\y, vine, wreathed for feasts not few ' 

You that build the shade-roof, and you that court the ra 
You that leap besjirmkling the lock stream-rent; 

He has been oui fellow, the morning of our Ja)s; 

Us he chose for housemates, and this way went. 
GolI j of w'hom music 
Ami song and blood aie pure, 

The day is ne\ei daiken'd 
That had thee here obscuie. 

774 . Til rciy Sjn mg 

OW the North w'lnd ceases, 

^ The waim South-west awaken; 

Swdft fly the fleeces. 

Thick the blossom-Hakes. 

Now' hill to hill has made the stride, 

And distance wanes the w'ithout-end ; 

Now in the bieast a door flings wide; 

Our farthest smiles, oui next is fiiend. 
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And song of England’s rush of flowers 
Is this full breeze with mellow stops, 

That sjiins the lark for shine, for showers ; 
He drinks his huriied flight, and diops. 

The vtir in memory seem these things, 

^Vhich out of moisten’d turf and clay, 

Asriain i'or light push patient rings, 

Or leap to find the waterway. 

’Tis equal to a wonder done, 

'VVhatever simple lives renew 
Their tncks beneath the father sun. 

As though they caught a broken clue; 

^o hard was eaith an eyewmk back; 

But now the common life has come, 

The blotting cloud a dap})lcd jMck, 

The gras'^cs one vast underhum. 

A City clothed in snow and soot, 

With lamps for day in ghostly lows, 

Breaks to the scene of hosts afout. 

The n^er that leflectne flows: 

And there did fog down crvpts of stieei 
Play spectre u]>on e)e and mouth: — 

Thtir faces are a glass to gieet 
'"1 his magic of tlie wdiiil for Soutli. 

A burly )oy each creature swells 
"With sound of its own hungry quest ; 

TJuith has to fll her empty wells, 

Anti S])eed the seivicc of tlie nest; 

The jthantom of the snow'-wreath melt, 

That iiaunts the farmer’s look abioad. 

Who sees what tomb a white night built, 
Wl.eie flocks now bleat and spiouls the clod. 
For iron Winter held her firm; 
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Across her sky he laid his hand ; 

And bird he starved, he stiffen’d worm-, 
A sightless heaven, a shaven land. 

Her shiveiing Spring feign’d fast asleep, 
The bitten buds daied not unfold; 

We laced on roads and ice to kec]) 
'I'hought of the girl we love from cold. 

But now the North wind cease;., 
The warm South-west awakes, 

The heavens are out in fleeces, 

And earth’s gieen banner shakes. 


77T« Lovers Giavc 

TV^ ARK where the pressing wind shoots ja\elin-I 
Its skeleton shadow on the broad-back’d ua. 
Hlic is a fitting s])Ot to dig Love’s gravt ; 

Here wlieie the jioriderous breakeis plunge and stiike 
Arid dait their hissing tongues high up the sand; 
In healing of the ocean, and in siglvt 
Of those ribb’d uind-streaks lunning into white. 

If I the death of Love liad deeply plann’d, 

1 nevei eould have made it half so sure, 

As b) the unblest kisses which u})biaid 
The full-waked sense; or failing that, degiade I 
’Tis morning : but no morning can lestore 
A\ h.it we have foifeitcd. 1 see no sin: 

Tile wiong is mix’d. In tiagic life, God we:, 

No villain need be! Passions spin the ]ilot ; 

We aie betray’d by w'hat is false within. 
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77 6, Lucifer in Starlight 

a stan’d night Pnnce Lucifer uprose. 

Tired of his dark dominion swung the fiend 
Above the rolling ball in cloud part screen'd, 
Where sinners hugg’d their spectre of repose. 

Poor prey to his hot fit of pride were those. 

And now upon his western wing he lean’d, 

Now his huge bulk o’er Afne’s sands careen’d, 
Now the black planet shadow’d Arctic snows. 

Soaring through wider zones that prick’d his scais 
With memory of the old re\olt from Awe, 

He reach’d a middle height, and at the stais, 

Which are the btain of beaten, he look’d, and sank, 
Around the ancient track maich’d, lank on rank, 

The army of unalteiable law. 


ALEXANDER SMITH 


777 . 


Love 


1829-1867 


' I TIE fieice exulting woilds, the motes in ray^, 
'*• Tlie churlish thistles, scented biicrs, 

TJie wind-swept bluebells on the sunny biac'-, 
Down to the central flies, 


alike in Lo\e. Love is a sea 
Filling all the abysses dim 
Of lornest s]>ace, in whose deeps regally 
Sans and their bright broods swim. 

This mighty sea of Love, with wondrous tides, 
Is sternly just to sun and grain; 

’Tis laving at this moment Saturn’s sides, 

’Tis in my blood and brain. 
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All things have something more than barren use ; 

There is a scent upon the brier, 

A tremulous splendour in the autumn dews, 

Cold morns are fringed with fire. 

The clodded earth goes up in sweet-breath’d flowers; 

In music dies poor human speech, 

And into beauty blow those hearts of ours 
When Love is born in each. 

Daisies are wliite upon the churchyard sod, 

Sweet tears the clouds lean down and. give. 

The world is very lovely. O my God, 

I thank Thee that I live! 


778, Barbara 

the Sabbath-day, 

Thiough the churchyard old and giay, 

Over the crisp and j^ellow leaves 1 held my rustling way; 
And amid the words of mercy, falling on mv soul like balms, 
’Mid the gorgeous stoims of music — m the mellow oigan- 
c.ilms, 

'Mid the upward-streaming prayers, and the iich and solemn 
psalms, 

I stood careless, Bnibara. 

My heart was otherwhere. 

While the oigan shook the air, 

And the pi lest, with outspread hands, bless'd the people 
with a prayer; 

But when rising to go homeward, with a mild and saint- 
like shine 
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Gleam’d a face of airy beauty with its heavenly eyes on 
mine — 

Gleam’d and vanish’d in a moment — O that face was surely 
thine 

Out of heaven, Baibara ! 

O pallid, })allid face ! 

0 earnest eyes of grace ! 

When last 1 saw thee, dearest, it was in another ]>lace. 
You came tunning foith to meet me with my lo^e-gdt on 
you I wrist ; 

Tiie flutter of a long white dress, then all was lost in mist— 
A puijile stain of agony was on the mouth I kiss'd, 

Tiiat wild morning, Baibaia. 

1 seaich’d, in my desjiaii, 

Sunny novin and midnight air ; 

1 could not dine away the tliought that you were hngeiing 
ihcfc. 

0 mail) and many a winter night I sat when you were gone. 
My woin face buiied in my hands, beside the liie alone — 
Within the diijiping cliuichyaid, the rain plashing on )ou: 

stone, 

You weie sleej'ing, Baibara. 

’Mong angels, do you think 
Of the precious golden link 

1 clasp’d around )Oui happy arm wliilc sitting by yon brink ^ 
Or when that night of gliding dance, of laughter and guitai-. 
Was emptied of its music, and we watch'd thiough latti^^e- 

bai s 

The silent midnight heaven moving o’er us with its stars, 
Till the day broke, Barbara ? 


944 



ALEXANDER SMITH 


In the years Tve changed ; 

Wild and far my heait has ranged, 

And many sins and eirors now have been on me avenged; 
Bat to you I have been faithful whatsoever good I lack’d: 
1 laved you, and above my life still hangs that love intact — 
Yoar love the trembling rainbow, I the reckless cataiact. 
Still I love you, Barbara. 

Yet, Love, I am unblest; 

With many doubts opprest, 

I v/aiider like the desert wind without a place of lest 
C’o.dd I but win you for an hour from off that starry shore, 
d'he hunger of my soul were still’d; for Death hath tokl 
) 0 u more 

Tiiiri the melancholy world doth know — things deeper tr^n 
all loie 

You could teach me, Barba: a. 

In vam, in vain, in vain' 

You will nevei come again. 

Thee dioojjs upon the dreaty hills a mouinfu! fnnge of 
lain ; 

The gloaming closes slowK round, loud wnnds are in the 
ti ee, 

Ko-i-d sehlsh shoies lor ever moans the huit and uo^nded 

There is no lest upon the eaith, peace is with Death and 
thee — 

Barbara 1 
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Bride Song 

FROM ‘ THE prince’s PROGRESS * 

_ 1830-1894 

' I '00 late for love, too late for joy, 

Too late, too late ! 

You loiter’d on the road too long, 

You trifled at the gate: 

The enchanted dove upon her branch 
Died without a mate ; 

The enchanted princess in her tower 
Slept, died, behind the grate ; 

Her heart was starving all this while 
You made it wait. 

. Ttn years ago, live years ago. 

One year ago, 

E\en then you had united in time. 

Though somewhat slow; 

Tlicn you had known her living face 
Which now you cannot know : 

The frozen fountain would have lca]/d, 

The buds gone on to blow, 

The warm south wind would hate awaked 
To melt the snow. 

Is she fair notv as she lies ? 

Once she was fair ; 

Meet queen for any kingly king, 

With gold-dust on her hair. 
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Now there are poppies in her locks, 
White poppies she must wear 5 

Must wear a veil to shroud her face 
And the want graven there : 

Or is the hunger fed at length, 

Cast off the care ? 

We never saw her with a smile 
Or with a frown ; 

Her bed seemM never soft to her, 
Though toss’d of down ; 

She little heeded what she wore, 
Kirtle, or wreath, or gown ; 

We think her white brows often ached 
Beneath her crown. 

Till silvery hairs sliow’d in her locks 
That used to be so brown. 

We never heard her speak in haste : 
Her tones were sweet. 

And modulated just so much 
As It was meet ; 

Her lieart "at silent thiough the noise 
And concourse of the street. 

There was no hurry m her hand>.. 

No hurry in her feet; 

There was no bliss drew nigh to her. 
That she might run to gieet. 

You should ha\e wept her yesterday. 
Waiting upon her bed ; 

But wherefore should you weep to-day 
That she is dead ? 
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Lo, we who love weep not to-day, 

But crown her royal head. 

Let be these j)oppie5 that we strew, 

Your roses are too red ; 

Let be these pojipies, not for you 
Cut down and spread. 

780. A Birthciaj 

ATY heart is like a binging bird 

i-VX Whose nest is in a water’d shoot ; 

My heart is like an apple-tree 

Wliose boughs are bent with thick-set fiuit; 

My heart is like a rainbow shell 
That jiaddlcs in a halcyon sea ; 

My heart is gladder than all thes(\ 

Because niy love is come to me. 

Raise me a dais of silk and down ; 

Hang It with \air and purjde d)es; 

Carve it in doves and pomegranates, 

And peacocks witl; a hundred eyes ; 

Work It in gold and silver gra]>es. 

In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys ; 

Because the birthday of my life 
Is come, my love come to me. 

781. Song 

VVTHEN 1 am dead, my dearest, 

^ing no sad songs lor me ; 

Plant thou no roses at my head, 

Nor shady cypress tree: 
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782. 


Be the green grass above me 

With showers and dewdrops wet; 
And if thou wilt, remember, 

And if thou wilt, forget. 

I shall not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain ; 

I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pam ; 

And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set, 

IJa])ly I may remember, 

And haply may forget. 


Tiace 

T TOOK my heait in my hand 
(O my love, O my love), 

1 saio : Let me fall or stand, 

Let me live or the. 

But tins once heat me speak 
(O my love, O my love) — 
Yet a \vt>man'> words are weak; 
Yt'U sliould speak, not I. 

You took my heait in your hand 
With a fiiendly smile. 

With a ciitical eye you scann’d. 
Then set it dow n. 

And said, * It is still unripe, 
i>ettei wait awdiile ; 

Wait while the sk\ larks pij'e. 

Till the corn grows blown.’ 
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As you set it down it broke — 
Broke, but I did not wince ; 

I smiled at the sjieech you s])oke. 
At your judgement I heard: 

But I have not often smiled 

Since then, nor question'd since, 
Noi caied for cornflowers wild, 
Nor sung with tlie singing bird. 

I take my heart in my hand, 

O my God, O my God, 

Ivly bioken heait in my hand: 

Thou hast seen, judge Thou. 
ISIy liO]>e WMS wiitten on sand, 

0 my God, O my God ; 

Now let thv judgement stand — 

Yea, judge me now. 

Tins contemn’d of a man. 

This ma) r'd one heedless day, 
I’lns heart take thou to scan 
Pjoth witliin and wdthout : 

Refine with fire its gold, 

Purge Thou its dross awuy — 
Yea, hold it in Thy hold. 

Whence none can pluck it out. 

I take my heart in mj^ hand — 

1 shall not die, but li\e — 

Before Tliy face I stand ; 

1, for Thou callest such : 

All that I have 1 bring, 

All that I am I gi^e, 

Smile Thou and I shall sing, 

But shall not question much. 
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78 i. Uphill 

the road wind uphill all the way ? 

Yes, to the very end. 

Will the day’s journey take the whole long day? 
Fiom morn to night, my friend. 

But IS there foi the night a resting-place ? 

A loof for when the slow, dark hours begin. 
May not the daikness hide it from my face? 

You cannot miss that inn. 

Sh ill 1 meet other wayfarers nt night ? 

Those who have gone befoie. 

Then must 1 knock, or call when just in sight ? 
They will not keep you wailing at that Jo 0 ‘. 

Shall 1 find comfoit, tja\e!-sore and weak ^ 

Of labour you shall hnd the sum. 

Will theie be beils for me and all who seek? 
Yea, bed^ foi all who come. 


784.. Ta sshig A VC a y 

PASSING away, saith the Woild, parsing away: 
^ Chance^, beauty and youth sajip’d day by day : 
Thy life never continueth in one stay. 

N the eye waxen dim, is the daik hair changing to g 
That hath won neither laurel nor bay? 

1 shall clothe myself in Spring and bud in May : 
Thou, root-stricken, shalt not icbuild thy decay 
On my bo'^om foi aye. 

Tlien I answer’d : Yea. 
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Passing away, saith my Soul, passing away : 

With its burden of fear and hope, of labour and pl<iy, 
Heat ken what the past doth witness and say: 

Rust in thy gold, a moth is in thine an ay, 

A canker is in thy bud, thy leaf must decay. 

At midnight, at cockcrow, at morning, one ceitain day, 
Lo, the Bndegroom shall come and shall not delay: 
Watch thou and pray. 

Then I answer’d ; Yea. 

r.issing away, saith my Goil, jtacsmg away : 

Winter passeth after the long delay: 

New giapes on the tine, new ligs on the temler ''piay, 
Turtle calleth tuitle in Heaven’s May. 

Though I tarry, w.iit for me, trust me, Wvitcli and 
Aii^e, come away; night is past, and lo, it is dav; 
My Io\e, my sister, my spouse, thou sliait hear me y — 

Then I ansutr’d: Yea. 

7 <? i*. Marvel of ]lla nr Is 

lyTARVEL of miitels, if I myself shall behold 

With mine own e^es my King in His city of geld ; 
Y'hcie the least of lambs is spotless white in the f(tld. 
Where the least and last of saints in spotless while is ^toK 1, 
Y heie the dimmest head beyond a moon is aureoled. 

0 saint'-, my beloted, now mouldeiing to mould in the mould 
Shall I btc you lift your heads, see your cerenumts uinoli d. 
See with these veiy eyes who now in daikness and u Id 
Tremble for the midnight ciy, the raptuie, the tale untold, - 
The Bndigroom cometh, cometh^ His Bnde lo eujald ! 

Cold it is, my beloved, since your funeral hell was toll’d* 
Cold it is, O my King, how cold alone on the wold ! 
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7S6. Is it with the Child? 

OAFE where I cannot die j^et, 

^ Safe where I hope to lie too, 

Safe from the fume and the fret ; 

You, and you, 

Whom I never forget. 

Safe from the frost and the snow, 

Safe from the storm and the sun. 

Safe where the seeds wait to grow' 

One by one, 

And to come back in blow'. 

7<?7. Remember 

O EMEMRER me when I am gone away, 

^ Gone far auay into the sik-nt land; 
AViien you can no moie hold me b\ the ban 
Nor I halt turn to go, yet turning stas . 
Remembei me when no more day by day 
You tell me of 0111 future that )Ou plann'd : 
On!) lemember me; you undeistand 
It will be late to coun>el then or pray. 

Yet if }0u should foiget me for a while 
And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 

For if the daikncss and corruption lea\e 
A \estige of the thoughts that once 1 hid, 
Bettei by far you should foiget and smile 

Th in that you should remember and be sad. 
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788. Aloof 

' I 'HE ii responsive silence of the land, 

^ The irresponsive sounding of the sea, 

Speak both one message of one sense to me : — 
Aloof, aloof, we stand aloof, so stand 
Thou too aloof, bound with the flawless band 
Of inner solitude; we bind not thee; 

But who from thy self-chain shall set thee free ? 
What heart shall touch thy heait? What hand thy hand 
And I am sometimes proud and sometimes meek, 

And sometimes I remember days of old 
When fellowship seem’d not so far to seek. 

And all the world and I seem’d much Ic^s cold. 
And at the rainbow's foot lay surely gold. 

And hope felt strong, and life itself not weak. 


78 g. Rest 

EARTH, he heavily upon her eyes; 

Seal her sweet eves \\eary of watching. Earth; 
Lie close around her ; leave no room for mirth 
With its harsh laughter, nor for sound of sighs. 

She hath no questions, she hath no replies. 

Hush’d in and curtain’d with a blessed dearth 
Of all that irk’d her fiom the hour of birth; 

With stillness that is almost Paradise. 

Darkness more clear than noonday holdeth her, 

Silence more musical than any song ; 

Even her very heart has ceased to stir : 

Until the morning of Eteinity 

Her rest shall not begin nor end, but he ; 

And when she wakes she will not think it long. 
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7 go, T>ora 

1810-1897 

CHE knelt upon her brother’s grave, 

^ My little girl of six years old — 

He used to be so good and brave, 

The sweetest lamb of all our fold ; 

He used to shout, he used to sing, 

Of <ill our tribe the little king — 

And so unto the turf her ear she laid. 

To hark if still in that dark place he play’d. 

No sound ! no sound ! 

Death’s silence was profound ; 

And horror crept 

Into hei aching heart, and Doia wept. 

If this is as It ought to be, 

My God, I leave it unto Thee. 

791* Jessie 

VyrHlIN Jessie comes with her soft breast, 

^ And fields the golden keys, 

Then is it as if God caress'd 
Twin babes upon His knees — 

Twin babes that, c..ch to other piess'd, 

Just feel the Father’s arms, wheieuith tliey both arc bless'd. 

But wiien I think if we must part. 

And all this personal dream be fled — 

O then my heart ! O then my useless heart ! 

Would God that thou wert dead — 

A clod insensible to joys and ills — 

A stone remote in some bleak gully of the hills I 
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7 g 2. SaJve f 

I ’’O li\e within a cave — it is most good; 

But, if God make a day, 

And some one come, and say, 

‘ Lo ' I have gather’d faggots in the wood!’ 

E’en let him stay. 

And light a lire, and fm a temjaiial mood! 

So sit till moining! when the light is grown 
That he the path can read. 

Then bid the man God-sjieed ! 

His morning is not thine: yet must thou own 
They have a cheeiful waimth — those a^^lies on the ston 


rpd. Gavdlen 

A GARDI'N is a lo\esome thing, God wotl 
Rose plot, 

F ringed jiool, 

Fcip'd grot-- 

7’he veriest school 
Of peace ; and yet the fool 
Contends that God is not — 

Not God! in gardens! when the eve is coo!? 
Na\a but 1 ha^e a sign; 

’Tis very sure God walks in mine. 
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7P4. A Night in Italy 

CWEET are the rosy niemori<.s of the li])S 
^ That first kiss’d ours, albeit they kiss no more; 
Sweet is the sight of sunset-sailing ships, 

Altho’ thi y leave us on a lonely shoie: 

Suttt are familiar songs, tho’ Music dips 

FJer hollow shell in Thought’s forloinest wells: 

And sweet, tho’ sad, the sound of midnight bells 
When the oped casement with the mght-rain drij's. 

Theie IS a jileasure which i^ born of pain ; 

The grave of all things hath its violet, 

El^e why, thio’ days which never come again, 

Roams Ho]>e with that stiange longing, like Regret? 
^Yhy };ut the j^osy in the cold dead hand ? 

Why j)lant the rose above the lonely gtave? 

Whyf bring the coip^e acros'^ the salt ^ea-wa\e? 

Why deem the dead more near in native land? 

ddiy name hath been a silence in my life 
So long. It falters upon language now, 

O nioie to me than sister or than wife 

Once . . . and now — nothing ! It is haid to know 
That such things have been, and are not; and yet 
Life loiters, keeps a puLe at even measuie. 

And goes u]ion its business and its pleasuie, 

And knows not all the depths of its legiet. . . . 
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Ah, could the memory cast her spots, as do 

The snake’s brood theirs in spring ! and be once more 
Wholly renew’d, to dwell i' the time that’s new, 

With no reiterance of those pangs of yore. 

Peace, peace ! My wild song will go wandering 
Too wantonly, down paths a private pain 
Hath trodden bare. What was it jarr'd the strain ? 
Some crush’d illusion, left with crumpled wing 

Tangled in Music’s web of twined strings — 

That started that false note, and crack’d the tune 
In its beginning. Ah, forgotten things 

Stumble back strangely ! and the gliost of June 
Stands by December's fiie, cold, cold ! and puts 
The last sjiaik out. — How could I sing anglit 
With those old airs haunting me all the night 
And those old steps that sound when daylight shuts ? 

For back she come", and mo\es reproachfully. 

The mistress of my moods, and looks bereft 
(Ciuel to the last') as tho’ ’twere I, not she. 

That did the wrong, and broke the spell, and left 
Memory comfoitless. — Away! away! 

Phantoms, about whose brows the bindweed clings, 
Hopeless regiet! In thinking of these things 
Some men ha\e lost their minds, and others may. 

Yet, O for one deep draught in this dull hour! 

One deeju deep draught of the dej)arted time ! 

O for one bnef strong jiulse of ancient power, 

To beat and breathe thro’ all the valves of rhyme ! 
Thou, Memory, with thy downwaid eyes, tliat art 
The cup-bearer of gods, pour deep and long, 

Brim all the vacant chalices of song 
With health! Droop down thine urn. 1 hold my hcait 
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One draught of what 1 shall not taste again 

Save when my brain with thy dark wine is brimm’d, — 
One draught ! and then straight onward, spite of pain, 
And spite of all things changed, with gaze undimm’d, 
l>o\c’s footstejis thro* the waning Past to explore 
Undaunted ; and to carve in the wan light 
Of Hope’s last outposts, on Song’s utmost height, 

The sad lescmblance of an hour or more. 

Midnight, and love, and youth, and Italy ! 

Love in the land where love most lovely seems ! 

Land of my love, tho’ I be far from thee, 

Lend, for love’s sake, the light of thy moonbeams, 

Idle sjnrit of thy cypress-groves and all 
Thy dark-eyed beauty for a little while 
To my desire. Yet once more let her smile 
Fall o’er me: o’er me let her long hair fall. . . . 

Under the blessed darkness unreproved 

We were alone, in that best hour of time 
Which first reveal'd to us how much we loved, 

’Neath the thick starlight. The voung night sublime 
Hang trembling o’er us. At her feet I knelt. 

And gazed uj) from her feet into her eye::». 

Her face was bow’d ; we bieathed each other’s sighs : 
^Ve did not speak: not move; we look’d; w'e felt. 

The night said not a word. The breeze was dead. 

The leaf lay without whispering on the tree, 

A" 1 lay at her feet. Droop’d was her head; 

One hand in mine ; and one still pensively 
Went w'andering thiough my haii. e weie together. 
How'? Where? What matter? Somewheie in a dream. 
Drifting, slow drifting down a wizard stream; 

Whither? Together; then what matter whither? 
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It was enough for me to clasp her hand : 

To blend with h«r love-looks my own : no more. 
Enough (with thouglits like ships that cannot land, 
Blown by faint winds about a magic shore) 

To realize, in each mysterious feeling, 

The droop of the warm cheek so near my own : 
The cool wliite arm about my shoulder thrown ; 
Those exquisite fair feet where 1 was kneeling. 


How little know they life’s divinest bliss, 

That know not to possess and yet refrain ! 
Let the young Psyche loam, a Heeting kiss: 

Grasp It — a few poor grains of dust remain. 
See how those floating flowers, the butterflies, 
Ho\er the garden thro’, and take no lootl 
Desire for ever hath a hying foot ; 

Free pleasure comes and goes beneath the skies. 


Close not thy hand ujion the innocent joy 
That trusts itself within thy reach. It may, 

Or may not, linger-. Thou canst but destroy 
The winged wanderer. Let it go or st.ty. 

Love thou the rose, yet leave it on its stern. 
Think ! Midas starved by turning all to gold. 
Blessed are those that spare, and that withhold ; 
Because the whole world shall be trusted them. 


The foolish Faun pursues the unwilling Nymph 
That culls her flowers beside the precijuee 
Or dips her shining ankles in the lymph : 

But, just when she must perish or be his, 
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Heaven puts an arm out. She is safe. The shore 
Gains some new fountain; or the lilied lawn 
A rarer sort of rose: but ah, poor Faun! 

To thee she shall be changed for evermore. 


Chase not too close the fading rapture. Leave 
To Love his long auroras, slowly seen. 

Be ready to release as to receive. 

Deem those the nearest, soul to soul, between 
Whose lips yet lingers reverence on a sigh. 

Judge what thy sense can reach not, most thine own, 
If once thy soul hath seized it. The unknown 
Is life to love, religion, poetry. 


The moon had set. There was not any light^ 
Save of the lonely legion’d watch-stars pale 
In outer air, and what by (Its made bright 
Hot oleandeis in a rosy vale 
Search’d by the lamping fly, whose little spark 
Went in and out, like passion’s bashful hope, 
Meanwhile the sleepy globe began to sloj^e 
A ponderous shoulder sunward tin o’ the dark. 


And the night pass’d in beauty like a dream. 

Aloof in those dark heavens paused De^tlny, 
With her last star descending in the gleam 
Of the cold monow, fiom the emptied sky. 
d'he houi, the distance from her old self, all 
The novelty and loneness of the place 
Had left a lovely awe on that fair face, 

And all the land grew stiange and magical. 
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As droops some billowy cloud to the crouched hill, 
Heavy with all heaven’s tears, for all earth’s caie, 
She droop’d unto me, without force or will, 

And sank upon my bosom, murmuring there 
A woman’s inarticulate passionate words. 

O moment of all moments upon earth ! 

O life’s supieme ! How worth, how wildly woith, 
Whole woilds of dame, to know this world affords. 

What even Eternity can not restore ! 

When all the ends of life take hands and meet 
Round centres of sweet fire. Ah, neicr more, 

Ah never, shall the bitter with the sweet 
Be mingled so in the pale after-years ! 

One Itour of life immortal spirits possess. 

This diains the woild, and leaves but weariness, 

And paiching jiassion, and peiplexing tears. 

Sad IS it, that we cannot even keep 

That hour to sweeten life’s last toil : but Youth 
Grasps all, and leaves us : and when we would wee]), 
We dare not let our teais fall, lest, in truth, 

They fall upon our work which must be done. 

And so we bind up our torn hearts fiom breaking; 
Our eyes from weeping, and our broAs from aching, 
And follow the long jiathway all alone. 


7p/. The Last JVtsh 

CINCE all that 1 can e\er do for thee 
^ Is to do nothing, this my prayer must be: 
That thou mayst never guess nor ever see 
The all-endured this nothing-done costs me. 
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79^» In the Train 

1834 

AS we rush, as we ru^h in the Train, 

The trees and the liouses go wheeling ba 
But the starry heavens above the plain 
Come flying on our track. 

All the beautiful stars of the sky, 

The silver doves of the forest of Night, 
0\er the dull earth swarm and fly, 

Companions of our flight. 

We will rush ever on without fear ; 

Let the goal be far, the flight be fleet ! 

For we carry the Heavens with us, dear, 
While the Earth •-lips from our feet ! 


797. Sunday up the River 

A ^ V love o’er the water bends di earning ; 

It glideth and ghdeth away; 

She sees there her own beauty, gleaming 
Through shadow and ripple and spray. 

O tell her, thou murmuiing river, 

As past her )our light wavv'lets roll, 
How steadfast that image for ever 

Shines pure in pure depths of my soul 
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7pS. 

IVE a man a horse he can ride, 

Give a man a boat he can sail ; 

^nd his rank and wealth, his strength and health, 
On sea nor shore shall fail. 

Give a man a pipe he can smoke, 

Give a man a book he can read : 

And his home is bright with a calm delight, 
Though the room be poor indeed. 

Gne a man a girl he can lo\c. 

As I, O my love, love thee ; 

And his heart is great with the pulbe of Fate, 

At home, on land, on sea. 


7ppo The Tine 

* I ^ H E wine of Lo\e i-> music. 

And the feast of Lo\e is song: 

And when Love sits down to the banquet. 
Lo\e sits long : 

Sits long and arises di unken, 

But not with the fea>t and the wine j 
He reeleth with his own heart, 

Tiiat great, rich Vine. 
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500. Summer "Dawn 

iSu-1896 

OR AY but one prayer for me ’tvvixt thy closed lips. 
Think but one thought of me up in the stars. 

Tlie summer night waneth, the morning light slips 
Faint and gray ’twixt the leaves of the aspen, betwixt 
the cloud-bais, 

That are patiently waiting there for the dawn : 

Patient and colourless, though Heaven’s gold 
Waits to float ihrougii them along with the sun. 

Far out in the meadows, above the young corn, 

The heavy elms wait, and restless and cold 
The uneasy wind rises ; tlic roses arc dun ; 

Through the long twilight they pray for the dawn 
Round the lone house In the midst of the corn. 

Speak hut one word to me o\er the coin, 

0\er the tender, bow'd locks of the com. 

501, Love is enough 

T OVE is enough: though the World be a- waning, 

^ And the ^\ood^ ha\e no voice but the AOice of com- 
plaining. 

Though the sky be too dark for dim eyes to discover 
The gold-cups and daisies fair blooming thereunder. 
Though the hills be held shadows, and the sea a dark wonder, 
And this d,:y draw a Aeil over all deeds pass’d over. 
Yet their hands shall not tremble, their feet shall not falter; 
The void shall not wearv, the fear shall not alter 

These lips and these eyes of the loved and the loier. 
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802. The jhly^fjpTs So}/g to Hylas 

T KNOW a little gardcn-clo'^e 
^ Set thick with lily and red rose, 
Where I would wander if I might 
From dewy dawn to dewy night, 

And have one with me wandering. 

And though within it no birds sing, 

And though no pillarM hou‘'e is there. 
And though the ap]»Ie boughs aic bare 
Of fruit and blo'-som, would to God, 

Fler feet u])on the green grass trod, 

And I beheld tin ni as before ! 

There comes a muimur fiom the sho.e, 
And in the ))lace two fair streams are, 
Drawn from the purjile hills afar, 

Diawn down unto the restless sea; 

The hills whose flowers ne’er fed the bee, 
The shore no ship has eter seen. 

Still beaten by the billows green, 

AVhose murmur comes unceasingly 
Unto the place for which I cry. 

For which I cry both day and night, 

For which I let slip all delight, 

That mak( th me both deaf and blind, 
Careless to win, unskill’d to find, 

And quick to lose what all men seek. 

Yet tottering as I am, and weak, 

Still have I left a little breath 
To seek within the jaws of death 
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An entrance to that happy place; 

I'o seek the unforgotten face 

Once seen, once kiss’d, once reft from me 

Anigh the murmuring of the sea. 


RODEN BERKELEY WRIOTHESLEY NOEL 

The lVater-Ny7nph and the Boy 

1834-1894 

T FLUNG me lound him, 

I drew him under ; 

I clung, I di own’d him, 

My own white wonder ! . , , 

Father and mother, 

Weeping and wild, 

Came to the forest. 

Calling the cluld. 

Came from the palace, 

Dowm to the pool. 

Calling my dailing. 

My beautiful ! 

Under the water, 

Cold and so j ale ! 

Could it be love made 
Beauty to fail ? 

Ah me for mortals ! 

In a few moons. 

If I had left him, 

After some Junes 
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He would have faded, 

Faded away, 

He, the young monarch, whom 
All would obey. 

Fairer than day ; 

Alien to springtime, 

Joyless and gray, 

Fie would have faded. 

Faded auay, 

Moving a mockery. 

Scorn'd of the day ! 

Now 1 have taken him 
All in his prime, 

Saved fiom slow poisoning 
Pitiless Time, 

Fill’d with his hapj)iness, 

One with the prime, 

Sa\ed from tlie cruel 
Dishonour of Time. 

Laid liim, my beautiful, 

Laid him to rest, 

Loving, adoiable. 

Softly to rest, 

Here in my crystalline. 

Here in mv breast ! 


804.. 


The Old 


'HEY are waiting on the shore 
For the bark to take them horn 
Tliey will toil and grieve no more ; 
The hour for release hath come. 
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All their long life lies behind 
Like a dimly blending dream ; 
There is nothing left to bind 
To the realms that only seem. 

They are waiting for the boat ; 

There is nothing left to do: 
What was near them grows remote, 
Happy silence falls like dew; 
Now the shadowy bark is come, 
And the weary may go home. 

By still water they would rest 
In the shadow of tlie tree . 

After battle sleep is best, 

After noise, tranquillity. 


THOMAS ASHE 

Soy. Jlfee/ JVe no Angels, Tansie? 

1836-1889 

^^AME, on a Sabboth noon, my sweet, 

In white, to find her lover; 

Tiie grass grew proud beneath her feet, 

The green elm-leaves above her: — 

Meet we no angels, Fannie ? 

She said, ‘We meet no angels now'; 

And soft lights stream’d upon her ; 

And with white hand she touch’d a bough ; 

She did It that great honour : — 

What ! meet no angels, Pansie ? 

113 


969 



THOMAS ASHE 


O sweet brown hat, brown hair, brown eyes, 
Down-dropp'd brown eyes, so tender ! 

Then what said I ? Gallant replies 
Seem flattery, and offend her; — 

But — meet no angels, Pansie ? 

806, To Two Bereaved 

OU must be sad ; for though it is to Heaven, 

’Tis hard to yield a little girl of sc\cn. 

Alas, for me ’tis hard my grief to rule, 

Wlio only met her as she went to school ; 

Who ne\er heard the little lijis so sweet 
Say even ‘ Good morning,’ though our eyes would meet 
As whose would fain be friends ! How must you sigh, 
Sick for your loss, w'hcn even so sad am I, 

Who ne\cr clasji’d the small hands any day! 

Fau‘ flowers thrne lound the little grate, 1 pray. 

THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON 

807. IJ’' as sail Chorus at the Meunaid Tavern 

b i8V' 

/^HRISTMAS knows a meiry, meiry place, 
Wliere lie goes with fondest face, 

Brightest eye, biightest hair: 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place, 

Where ? 

Raleigh. 

’Tis by Devon’s glorious lialls. 

Whence, dear Ben, I come again : 

Blight of golden roofs and w'alls — 

El Dorado’s rare domain — 
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Seem those halls when sunlight launches 
Shafts of gold thro* leafless branches, 

Where the winter’s feathery mantle blanciies 
Field and farm and lane. 

Chorus. Christmas knows a merry, merry j)Iace, &c. 
Drayton. 

’Tis where Avon’s wood-sprites weave 
Thiough the boughs a lace of rime, 

Wliile the bells of Christmas Eve 
Fling for Will the Stratford-chimc 
O’er the river-flags emboss’d 
Rich with flowery runes of f’ost — 

O'er the meads where snowy tufts are toss'd — 
Strains of olden time. 

Chorus. Christmas knows a merry, merry place. &c. 

Shal L spt'ari's Friend. 

’Ti", mcthinks, on any giound 

Where oui Shake‘‘peaie’s feet are set. 

Theic smiles Chiistmas, hollv-ciow n’d 
With his blithest coronet: 

Friendship’s face he lo\eth well; 

’Ids a countenance wiiose spell 
Shed'' a balm o’er e\ery mead and dell 
Where we used to fret. 

Chorus. Chiistmas knows a meriy, meny place, Set. 
Htyxuo'jd. 

Moie th.in all the pictures, Ben, 

Winter weaMs bv wood or stieam, 
C’htistmas lotes oui London, when 
Rise thy clouds of wassail-steam — 

971 



THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON 


Clouds like these, that, curling, take 
Forms of faces gone, and wake 
Many a lay from lips we loved, and make 
London like a dream. 

Chorus. Christmas knows a meiry, merry place, &c. 
Ben Jonson. 

Love’s old songs shall never die, 

Yet the new shall suffer ])roof : 

Love’s old drink of Yule biew I 
Wassail for new love’s behoof. 

Drink the drink I brew, and sing 
Till the berried branches swing, 

Till our song make all the Mermaid ring — 

Yea, from rush to roof. 

Finale. 

Christmas loves this merry, merry place ; 
Christmas saith with fondest face, 

Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

‘ Ben, the drink tastes rare of sack and mace : 
Rare I ’ 


ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

8 off. Chorus from * A talant a * 

b J»3 

yVTHEN the hounds of spring are on uintei’s tiaces, 
The mother of months in meadow or plain 
Fills the shadows and windy places 

With lisp of leaves and n])ple of ram; 

And the brown bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for Itylus, 

For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces. 

The tongueless vigil, and all the pain. 
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Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers, 
Maiden most perfect, lady of light, 

With a noise of winds and many rivers, 

With a clamour of waters, and with might ; 

Bind on thy sandals, O thou most fleet, 

Over the splendour and speed of thy feet ; 

For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 
Round the feet of the day and the feet of the night. 
Where sliall we find her, how shall we sing to her, 
Fold our hands round her knees, and cling ^ 

O that man’s heart were as fire and could spring to 'her. 
Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring ! 

For the stars and the winds are unto her 
As raiment, as songs of the harp-player; 

For the lisen stars and the fallen cling to her, 

And the south west- wind and the west- wind sing. 

For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 

And all the season of snows and sins; 

The days dividing lover and lover. 

The light that loses, the night that wins ; 

And time remember’d is grief forgotten, 

And hosts are slain and flowers begotten. 

And in gieen underwood and cover 
Blossom by blossom the spring begins. 

Tlie full streams feed on flower of rushes, 

Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot. 

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower to fiuit; 

And flint and leaf aie as gold and fire. 

And the oat is heard above the lyre, 

And the hoofed heel of a satyr ciushes 
The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root. 
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And Pan by noon and Bacchus by night, 

Fleeter of foot than the fleet-foot kid, 

Follows with dancing and fills with delight 
The Masnad and the Bassarid ; 

And soft as lips that laugh and hide 
The laughing leaves of the trees divide, 

And screen from seeing and leave in sigltt 
Tlie god pursuing, the maiden hid. 

The ivy falls with the Bacchanal’s hair 
Oter her eyebrows hiding her eyes; 

Tlie \\ild vine slipping down leaves bare 
Her bright breast shortening into sighs ; 

The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves, 
Bat the berried ivy catches and cleaves 
To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scaie 
The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies. 


Sop. Her! ha 

T AM that which began ; 

Out of me the years roll ; 

Out of me God and man ; 

I am equal and whole ; 

Geii charges, md man, and the form of them bodily ; I 
uni the soul. 

Befoie e\er land etas, 

Before ever the sea. 

Or soft hair of the grass, 

Or fair limbs of the ttce, 

Or the flesh-colour’d fruit of my branches, I was, and 
thy soul was in me. 
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First life on my sources 
First drifted and swam; 

Out of me are the forces 
That save it or damn; 

Out of me man and woman, and wild-beast and bird ; 
before God was, I am. 

Beside or above me 
Naught is there to go ; 

Love or unlove me. 

Unknow me or know, 

I am that which unloves me and loves; I am stricken, 
and I am the blow. 

I the mark that is miss’d 
And the arrows that niiss, 

I the mouth that is kiss’d 
And the breath in the kiss, 

The search, and the sought, and the seeker, the soul and 
the body that is. 

I am that thing which blesses 
My spiiit elate; 

That which caresses 
With hands uncreate 

My limbs unbegotten that measure the length of the mcasuie 
of late. 


But what thing dost thou now, 

Looking Godward, to cry, 

‘I am 1, thou ait thou, 

I am low, thou art high ’ ? 

I am thou, whom thou seekest to fnd him ; find thou but 
thyself, thou ait I. 
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I the grain and the furrow, 

The plough-clovcn clod 

And the ploughshare drawn thorough, 

The germ and the sod, 

The deed and the doei, the seed and the sower, the dust 
which is God. 

Hast thou known how I fashion’d thee, 

Child, underground ? 

Fire that impassion’d thee, 

Iron that bound. 

Dim changes of water, what thing of all these hast thou 
known of or found ? 

Canst thou say in thine heart 
Thou hast seen with thine eyes 

With what cunning of art 

Thou wast wi ought in what wise, 

By what force of what stuff thou wast shapen, and shown 
on my breast to the skies ? 

Who hath given, who hath sold it thee, 
Knowledge of me ^ 

Has the wilderness told it thee ? 

Hast thou learnt of the sea ? 

Hast thou communed in sjurit with night ? have the winds 
taken counsel with thee ? 

Have 1 set such a star 

To show light on thy brow 

That thou sawest from afar 
What I show to thee now? 

Have ye spoken as brethren together, the sun and the 
mountains and thou ? 
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What is here, dost thou know it ? 

What was, hast thou known ? 

Pro]jhet nor poet 

Nor tripod nor throne 

Nor spirit nor flesh can make answer, but only thy mother 
alone. 


Mother, not maker. 

Born, and not made; 

Though her children forsake her, 

Allured or afraid. 

Praying prayers to the God of their fashion, she stirs not 
for all that have pray’d. 

A cieed is a rod, 

And a crown is of night ; 

But this thing is God, 

To be man with thy might. 

To grow straight in the strength of thy spirit, and live out 
thy life as the light. 

I am in thee to sa\e thee. 

As my soul m thee saith; 

Give thou as I gate thee, 

Thy life-blood and breath, 

Green leaves of thy labour, white flowers of thy thought, 
and red fiuit of thy death. 

Be the wa\s of thy giving 
As mine were to thee ; 

The free life of thy living. 

Be the gift of it free; 

Not as servant to loid, nor as master to slate, shah thou 
give thee to me. 
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0 children of banishment. 

Souls overcast, 

Were the lights ye see vanish meant 
Alway to last, 

Ye would know not the sun ovei shining the shadows and 
stars overpast. 

1 that saw where ye tiod 
The dim paths of the night 

Set the shadow call’d God 
In your skies to give light ; 

But the morning of manhood is risen, and the shadowlcss 
soul IS in sight. 

The tree many-rooted 
That swells to the sky 

With fiondage red-fruited, 

The life-tree am I ; 

In the buds of your lives is the saji of my h\nes: ye 
shall li\e and not die. 

But the Gods of your fashion 
That take and that gi\e. 

In their pity and jiassion 
That scourge and forgne, 

They are worms that are bred in the baik that falls off; 
they sluill die and not Ine. 

My own blood is what stanclies 
The wounds in my baik; 

Stars caught in my branches 
Make day of the daik, 

And are worshipp’d as suns till the sunrise shall tread out 
their fires as a spark. 
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Where dead ages hide under 
The live roots of the tree, 

In my darkness the thunder 
Makes utterance of me; 

In the clash of my boughs with each other ye hear the 
waves sound of the sea. 

That noise is of Time, 

As his feathers are spread 
And his feet set to climb 

Through the boughs overhead, 

And my foliage rings round him and rustles, and branches 
aie bent with his tread. 

The storm-winds of ages 
Blow through me and cease, 

The war- wind that rages. 

The s{)ring-wind of peace, 

Ere the breath of then\ roughen my tresses, eie one cf 
my blossoms mciease. 

All sounds of all changes. 

All shadows and liglits 
On the u 01 Id’s mountain-ranges 
And stieam-riven heights, 

Whose tongue is the wind’s tongue and language of stoim- 
clouds on earth-shaking nights; 

All forms of all faces, 

All works of all hands 
In unsearchable places 
Of time-stricken lands. 

All death and all life, and ail reigns and all ruins, diop 
tliiough me as sands. 
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Though sore be my burden 
And more than ye know, 

And my growth have no guerdon 
But only to grow, 

Yet I fail not of growing for lightnings above me or 
deathworms below. 

These too have their part in me, 

As I too in these ; 

Such fire is at heart in me, 

Such sap is this tree’s, 

Whicli hath in it all sounds and all secrets of infinite lands 
and of seas. 

In the spring-colour’d hours 
When my mind was as May’s 

There brake forth of me flowers 
By centuries of days, 

Stiong blossoms with perfume of pianhood, shot out from 
my spirit as rays. 

And the sound of them spiinging 
And smell of their shoots 

Were as warmth and sweet singing 
And strength to mv roots ; 

And the lives of my children made perfect with ficedom 
of soul weic my fruits. 

1 bid you but be ; 

I liave need not of prayer; 

I have need of you free 

As your mouths of mine air ; 

That my heart may be greater within me, beholding the 
fruits of me fair. 
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More fair than strange fruit is 
Of faiths ye espouse ; 

In me only the root is 

That blooms in your boughs ; 

Behold now your God that ye made you, to feed him 
with faith of your vows. 

In the daikening and whitening 
Abysses adored, 

With dayspring and lightning 
For lamp and for sword, 

God thunders in heaven, and his angels are red with the 
wrath of the Lord. 

O my sons, O too dutiful 
Toward Gods not of me, 

Was not I enough beautiful ? 

Was It hard to be free? 

For behold, I am with you, am in you and of you; look 
forth now and see. 

Lo, wing'd with woild’s wonders, 

With miracles ^hod, 

With the tiles of his thunders 
For raiment and rod, 

God ticmbles in heaien, and his angels aie white with 
the terror of God. 

For his twilight IS come on him, 

His angul^h is heie; 

And his sjniits gaac dumb on him, 

Giown gtay fiom his fear; 

And his hour taketh hold on him stricken, the last of his 
infinite year. 
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Thought made him and bleaks him, 

Truth slays and forgives; 

But to you, as time takes him, 

Tliis new thing it gives. 

Even love, the beloved Republic, that feeds upon freedom 
and lives. 

Foi truth only is li\ing, 

Tiulh only is whole, 

And the Io^e of his giving 
Man’s polestar and jiole ; 

Man, pul^e of my centre, and fruit of my body, and seed 
of my soul. 

One birth of my bosom ; 

One beam of mine eye; 

One topmost blossom 
That scales the skv ; 

Man, eL|Ual and one witli me, man that is made of me, 
man that is I. 

8 10. Ave atque J-^ale 

(]N MEMORY 01- tHAKLlS B M'DEL \IRF) 
QHALL I strew on thee lose or rue or laur(‘I, 
Brother, on this that \uis the \t’l of thee 
Oi quiet sea-dower moulded by the sea, 

Oi simplest growth of meadow-sweet or son el, 

Such as the ‘'amnit r-sleepy Dryad'- wea\i-. 

Waked u}) by snow-soft sudden lains at eie? 

Or \vi!t thou lather, as on eaitli before. 

Half-faded fiery blossoms, pale witJi lieat 
And full of bitter summer, but moie sweet 
To thee than gleanings of a northern shore 
Trod by no tiopic feet ? 

qSj 



ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 


For always thee the fervid languid glories 

Allured of heavier suns in mightier skies; 

Thine ears knew all the wandering watery sighs 
Wlicie the sea sobs round Lesbian promontories, 

The barren kiss of piteous wave to wave 
That knows not where is that Leucadian grave 
\Vhich hides too dee]i the supreme head of song. 

Ah, salt and stciilc as her kisses weic, 

The wild sea winds her and the green gulfs bear 
Hither and thither, and vex and work he’’ wiong, 
Blind gods that cannot spare. 


Thou sawest, in thine old singing season, brother. 
Secrets and sorrows unbeheld of us: 

Ficice loves, and lovely leaf-buds ])Oisonous, 

Bare to thy subtler eye, but for none other 

Blowing by night in some unbreat!ied-in clime; 
dhie hidden harvest of luxurious time. 

Sin without slvape, and pleasure without speech; 

And w'heie strange dreams in a tumultuous sleep 
Make the shut eyes of stiicken spirits weep; 

And with each face thou sa^ve^t the shadow on each, 
viceu'g as men sow men leaj). 


O sleeple^'S heart <ind sombre soul unslcejJing, 

d’hat v.Lie aihii.^t loi sleep and no more lite 
And no more love, tor peace and no ntoie ^trl^e 
Now the dim gods ot dtath have in then keeping 
Spun and body and all the sjuings ot song, 

Is it well now wheie love can do no wrong. 
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Where stinglcss pleasure has no foam or fang 
Behind the unopening closure of her lips ? 

Is it not well where soul from body slips 
And flesh from bone divides without a pang 
As dew fi om flower-bell drips ? 

It is enough ; the end and the beginning 

Are one thing to thee, who art past the end. 

O hand unclasp’d of unbeholdcn friend, 

For thee no fruits to pluck, no palms for winning, 

No triumph and no labour and no lust. 

Only dead yew-leaves and a little dust. 

0 quiet eyes wherein the light saith naught. 

Whereto the day is dumb, nor any night 
With obscure finger silences your sight, 

Nor in your speech the sudden soul speaks thought, 
Sleep, and have sleep for light. 

Now all strange hours and all strange lo\es are o\er, 
Dreams and desiies and sombie songs and sweet. 
Hast thou found place at the great knees and feet 
Of some pale Titan- woman like a loter, 

Such as thy \ision here solicited, 

Under the shadow of her fair vast head, 

The deep diMsion of prodigious breasts. 

The solemn siojie of irnghty limbs asleep. 

The weight of awful tresses that still keip 
The savour and shade of old-W'oiid pine-forests 
Where the wet hill-winds wee])^ 

Hast thou found any likeness for thy vision ^ 

0 gaidener of strange flow'eis, what bud. what bloom 
Ha'-t thou found sown, what gather'd in the gloom 
What of despair, of rapture, of deiision, 
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What of hfe is there, what of ill or good? 

Are the fruits gray like dust or bright like blood ? 
Does the dim ground grow any seed of ours, 

The faint fields quicken any terrene root, 

In low lands where the sun and moon are mute 
And all the stars keep silence? Are there flowers 
At all, or any fiuit? 


Alas, but though my flying song flies after, 

O sweet strange elder singer, thy more fleet 
Singing, and footprints of thy fleeter feet, 

Some dim derision of mysterious laughter 

From the blind tongueless warders of the dead, 
Sorr^ gainless glimpse of Proserpine's veil’d head, 
Some little sound of unregaided tears 
Wept by eflaccd unjirofitable eyes, 

And from jjale mouths some cadence of dead sighs- 
These only, these the heaikening spirit heais, 

Sees only sucii things rise. 


d’hou art far too far for wings of words to follow. 

Far too far off for thought or any prayer. 

Wdiat alls us with thee, who art wind and air? 
What ails us gazing where all seen is hollow? 

Yet with some fincy, yet with some desire, 

Dreams puisue death as winds a flying fire, 

Oar dreams pursue our dead and do not Imd. 

Still, and more swift than they, the thin flame flies, 
The low light fails us in elusue skies, 

Still the foird earnest eai is deaf, and blind 
Arc still the eluded eyes. 
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Not thee, O never thee, in all time’s changes. 

Not thee, but this the sound of thy sad soul. 

The shadow of thy swift spirit, this shut scioil 
1 lay my hand on, and not death cstianges 

My spirit from communion of thy song — 

These memories and these melodies that throng 
Veil'd porches of a Muse funereal — 

Tiicse I salute, these touch, these clasp and fold 
As though a hand were in my hand to hold, 

Or through mine ears a mourning musical 
Of many moutneis roll’d. 

1 among these, I also, in such station 

As when the pyre was charr’d, and piled the sods. 
And offering to the dead made, and their ^ods, 
The old mourners had, standing to make libation, 

I stand, and to the Gods and to the dead 
Do reverence without prayer or praise, and shed 
Offering to these unknown, the gods of gloom. 

And what of honey and spice my seed-lands bear, 
And what I may of fruits in this chill’d air. 

And lay, Orestes-hke, across the tomb 
A curl of se\er’d hair. 

But by no hand nor any treason stricken. 

Not like the low-lying head of Him, the King, 
The dame that made of '^Ihoy a ruinous thing. 
Thou best and on this dust no teais could quicken. 
There fall no tears like theirs that all men hear 
Fall tear by sweet imperishable tear 
Down the opening leaves of holy poets’ pag( s. 

Thee not Orestes, not Electra mourns ; 

But bending us-ward with memorial inns 
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The most high Muses that fulfil all ages 
Weep, and our God’s heait yearns. 

For, s]>aring of his sacred strength, not often 
Among us darkling here the lord of light 
Makes manifest his music and his miglit 
In hearts that open and in lips that soften 

With the soft flame and heat of songs that shine. 
Tliy li])s indeed he touch’d with bitter wine, 

And nourish’d them indeed with bitter bread ; 

Yet surely from his hand thy soul's food came, 
The fire that sciir'd thy spirit at his flame 
Was lighted, and thine hungering heart he fed 
Who feeds our hearts vv.th fame. 

Therefore he too now at tliy soul’s sunsetting, 

God of all suns and songs, he *oo bends down 
To mix his laurel with thy cypiess crown. 

And sa\e thy dust tiom blame and from forgetting. 
Therefoie he too, seeing all thou w'eit and art, 
Comjiassionate, with sad and sacied heart. 

Mourns thee of many his childien the last dead. 

And hallows with strange tears and alien sighs 
Thine unmelodious mouth and sunless eyes, 

And oier thine ine\ocable head 

Sheds light from the under skies. 

And enc w'teps wnth him in the w'ays Lethean, 

And stains w'lth tears her changing bosom chill ; 
That obscure Venus of tlie hollow hill. 

That thing transform’d which was the Cytherean, 

With lips that lost their Grecian laugh divine 
Long since, and face no moie call’d Eiycine — 

987 



ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 


A ghost, a bitter and luxurious god. 

Thee also with fair flesh and singing spell 
Did she, a sad and second prey, compel 
Into the footless places once more trod. 

And shadows hot from hell. 

And now no sacred staff shall break in blossom, 

No choral salutation lure to light 
A spirit sick with perfume and sweet night 
And love’s tired eyes and hands and barren bosom. 

There is no help for these things ; none to mend, 
And none to mar ; not all our songs, O friend, 

Will make death clear or make life duiable. 

Howbeit with rose and ivy and wild vine 
And with wild notes about this dust of thine 
At least I fill the place ^\here while dreams dwell 
And wreathe an unseen shrine. 

Sleep ; and if life was bitter to thee, j^ardon, 

If sweet, gne thanks; thou hast no more to live; 
And to give thanks is good, and to forgive. 

Out of the mystic and the mournful garden 

Wheie all day through thine hands in barren biaiJ 
Wo\e the sick flowers of seciecy and shade, 

Green buds of sorrow and sin, and remnants gray. 

Sweet-smelling, pale with poison, sanguine-he.uted. 
Passions that sprang from slec]) and thoughts that started, 
Shall death not bring us all as thee one day 
Among the da)s dejiaited ? 

For thee, O now a silent soul, my brother, 

Take at my hands this garland, and farewell. 

Thin is the leaf, and chill the wintry smell, 

And chill the solemn earth, a fatal mother, 
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W^ith sadder than the Niobean womb, 

And in the hollow of her breasts a tomb. 
Content thee, howsoever, whose days are done ; 
There lies not any troublous thing before, 

Nor sight nor sound to war against thee more, 
For whom all winds are quiet as the sun. 

All waters as the shore. 


8n. Tty I us 

C WALLOW, my sister, O sister swallow, 

^ How can thine heart be full of the sjiring ? 

A thousand summers aie o\er and dead. 

What h.ast thou found in the spring to follow ? 
Wliat hast thou found m thine heart to smg ^ 
What V. lit thou do when the summer is shed ? 

0 su allow, sister, O fair sv. ift swallow, 

Why Wilt thou lly alter sjuing to the south. 

The soft south whither thine heart is set? 
Shall not the grief of the old time follow ? 

Shall not the song thereof cleave to thy mouth? 
blast thou forgotten ere I forget ? 

Sister, my sister, O fleet sweet swallow. 

Thy way is long to the sun and the south; 

But 1 , fuhiird of my heart’s desire, 

Shedding my song upon height, upon hollow, 

Fiom tawny body and sweet small mouth 
Feed tiie heait of the night with fiie, 

1 the nightingale all spring through, 

O swallow, sister, O changing swallow', 
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All spring through till the spring be done, 

Clothed with the light of the night on the devt% 

Sing, while the houis and the wild biids follow, 
Take flight and follow and find the sun. 

Sister, my sister, O soft light swallow, 

Though all things feast in the spiing’s guest-chamber. 

How hast thou heart to be glad tlieieof yit.^ 

For uheie thou tliest 1 shall not follow, 

Till life foiget and death remembei, 

Till thou remember and I forget. 

Swallow, my sister, O singing swallow, 

1 know not how thou liast heart to sing. 

Hast thou the heart? is it all past o\ei ? 

Thv loid the summer is good to follow. 

And fair the feet of thy lover the s]>iing: 

But what \ult thou say to the spiing thy lover.'* 

O swallow, sister, O fleeting swallow, 

My heart in me is a molten ember 

And 01 er my h.cad tlie wa\es ha\e met. 

But thou would"! tairy or I would follo%v 
Could I forgt-t or thou lemember, 

Could^t thou remember and I foiget. 

O sweet stiay si"iu, O shifting swallow, 

The heait’s dnisiou divideth us. 

Thy heart is light as a leaf of a tree; 

But mine goes forth among sea-gulfs hollow 
To the place of the ulaying of It^lus, 

The feast of Daulis, the Tliraciaii sea. 

O swallow', sistei, O rajnd sw'allow, 

I play thee sing not a little space. 
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Are not the roofs and the lintels wet? 

Tlie wo\cn web that was plain to follow, 

The small slain body, the flower-hkc face, 

Can I remember if thou forget? 

O sister, sister, thy first-begotten ! 

Tlie hands that cling and the feet that foIlo’A, 

The voice of the child’s blood crying yet, 

Who hath remember d me ? •who hath forgotten ? 

Thou hast forgotten, O summer swallow. 

But ilie world shall end when I forget. 

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS 
Si 2. EaiViest Spring ^ 

^ I "OSSING his mane of snows in wildest edJiea and 
tangles, 

Liun-like Maich eoeielh in, hoai^e, with tempestuous bieath, 
I'liiougli all the moaning chimneys, and ’thwait all the 
hollow's and angles [death. 

Round the shuddering house, thieating of winter and 

l)jr in my heart I feel the life of the wood and the 
UK ado w' 

'i’hiilling the pulses that own kindred with fibies that lit: 
Ih.d and blade to the --unward, within the inscrutable slmdowu 
Deeji in the oak's chill coie, under the gatheilng dnft. 

N'\, to eaith’s hte in mine some presLience, oi dieam, oi 
desiie 1 

(How ^hall I name it aright^) comes toi a moment and 
R ip'^uio ot hte ineffable, perfect — as it m the briei, 

Le.itles', theie by mv door, trembled a sense ot die lose. 
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IV hat the Bullet sang 

O JOY of Cl cation, 

To be! 

O rapture, to fly 

And be free ! 

Be the battle lost or won, 

Though Its smoke shall hide the si 
1 shall And my love — the one 
Bom for me! 

I shall know him where he stands 
All .done, 

With thie ]>ower m his hands 
Not overthrown ; 

I shall know him by his face. 

By his godlike front and grace; 
i shall hold him for a sj^ace 
All my own! 

It is he — O mv love ! 

So bold ! 

It IS I — all thy Io\e 
Foretold ! 

It IS I — O lo\e, what bliss! 

Dost thou answer to my kiss ? 

O sweetheart ' what is this 

Lieth there so cold ? 
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814. Maureen 

b 1833 

YOU plant the pain in my heart witli your wistful 
eyes, 

Girl of my choice, Maureen ! 

Will you drive me mad for the kisses your shy, sweet 
mouth denies, 

Maureen ? 

Like a walking ghost I am, and no words to w'oo. 

White rose of the West, Maureen; 

For it’s pale you are, and the fear that’s on you is over 
me too, 

Maureen ! 

Suie it’s one complaint that’s on us, asthore, this day, 
Bride of my dreams, Maureen : 

The small of the bee that stung us his honey must cure, 
they say, 

Maureen 1 

I’ll coax the light to your eyes, and the rose to )Our tute. 

Maiourneen, my own Maureen! 

When I feel the warmth of your breast, and )Our nest i- 
my aim’s embrace, 

Maureen ! 

O where was the King 0 ’ the World that day — onl\ me? 
My one tiue love, Maureen ! 

And )ou tlie yueen with me there, and your throne in m) 
heart, machiee, 

Maureen ! 

kk 
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(P/f. Aghafloe 

*^HERE’s a glade in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghndoe, 
Theie ’s a green and silent glade in Aghadoe, 
Wheie we met, my love and 1, Love’s fair planet in the sky, 
O'er that sweet and silent glade in Aghadoe. 

Theie 's a glen in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghadoe, 

Theie ’s a dee]) and secret glen in Aghadoe, 

Where I hid fi om the eyes of the led-coats and their sjaes, 
That year the trouble came to Aghadoe. 

0, mv curse on one black iieait in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, 
On Sh.iun Dhu. my mother’s son in Aghadoe ' 

Vs' hen vour throat fnes in hell's diouth, salt the llame be 
in \our mouth, 

for the tieaclieiy \ou did in Aghadoe I 

r< r ihey track'd me to that glen m Aghadoe, Agli.idoe, 
When the price was on his head in Aghadoe ; 
ta'er the mountain, through the wood, as I stole to him witli 
food, 

Where in hiding lone he lay in Aghadoe. 

I\.: they never took him living in Aghadoe, Agiiadoe ; 

With the bullets in his heait in Aghadoe, 

'I'heie he lav, the head, mv bieast keejis the wainith ol where 
'twould ii-'t. 

Gone, to v^in the ti 'itor''^ gold, fiom Aghadoe ! 

I \.ulk'd to Mallow town lioni Aghadot, Aghadoe, 
B'ought his head ironi the gaol’s gate to Aghadoe ; 
Tl.vn 1 cover’d him with fern, and 1 pile*d on him the c.ain, 
Like an Irish King he sleeps in Aghadoe. 
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0, to creep into that cairn in Aghadoe, Aghadoe ! 

Theie to rest upon Ins breast in Aghadoe ! 
h ^re your dog for you could die with no tiuer heart than I, 
Your own love, cold on your cairn in Aghadoe. 


WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT 

816. Song 

b. 1840 

FLY not, Pleasuie, pleasant -hearted Pleasure; 
Fold me thy wings, I jirithce, yet and stay; 
For my heart no measuie 
Know'', nor other tieasure 
To buy a garland for my io;e to-dav. 

And tiiou, too, Soiiow, tender-hearted Soriow, 

Thou gray-e)ed mouinei, tly not )et away ; 

For I fun uould burrow 
Thy sad weed'i to-moriow, 

To make a mourning for lo\e's yesteiday. 

I'he \oice of Pity, Time’b dome dear Pity, 

Mo\ed me to teais; I dired not say them nay, 

But pas>ed fortlt Irom the city, 

Making thus my ditty 
Of fair love lost for ever .ind a day. 


817. The 'Desolate City 

T^ARK to me i'^ the eatth. Daik to me are the heavens. 
^ Where is she that 1 loved, the woman with eyes 
like stars f 

Tesolaie aie tlie stieets. Desolate is the city. 

A city taken by storm, wheie none aie left but the slain. 



WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT 


Sadly I lose at dawn, undid the latch of my shutters, 
Thinking to let in light, but I only let in love. 

Buds in the boughs weie awake ; I listen’d to their chaunting ; 
Each one sang to his love ; only I was alone. 

This, I said in my heart, is the hour of life and of jjleasuie. 

Now each cieature on earth has his joy, and lues in die sun, 
Eaeh in anothei's eyes finds hglit, the light of conijiassion. 
This is the moment of pity, this is the moment of love. 

8])eak. O desolate city ! Sjieak, O silence in sadness ! 
Wheie IS she that I loved in my stiength, that spoke 
to my •‘Oul ? 

Wheic aie those passionate eyes that ajipeard to my eyes 
in jia^sion ? 

\\dieje IS the mouth that kiss’d me, the bieast I laid 
to ni\ own ? 

Sj'tak. tiiuu soul of my >oul, tor lage in my heart is kindled. 
Teli me. wheie did^t thou flee in the da\ of disti uciioo 
and fcai ^ 

S.e, my arms still enfold thee, enfolding thus all heaveii 
bee. my desiie is fulfill’d in thee, tor it fills the eartli 

Thus in my giief I lamented. Tiie-n turn’d I from the uinduu, 
'i'uin’d to tlie stair, and the ojjen door, and the empty stieet, 
Civing aloud in my giief, foi theic was none to chide m- , 
Nune to moek my weakness, none tu behold my team. 

Giopmg 1 went, as blind. 1 sought her house, my beloved s. 
There I stopjdd at the silent door, ar;d Imten’d and tiled 
the latch. 

Love, 1 died, dost thou slumber? This is no houi tut slumbu. 
Ti.i" IS the hour of love, and love 1 bring in niy hand. 
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I knew the house, with its windows barrM, and its Iea<^ess 
fi^-trce, 

Chmhing round by the doorstep, the only one in the street ; 

1 knew where my hope had climb’d to its goal and there 
encircled 

All that tliose desolate walls once held, my beloved’s hoart. 

Tliere in my grief she consoled me. She loved me when 
I loved not. 

She put her hand in my hand, and set her lips to my lips. 

She told me all her pain and show’d me all her trouble. 

I, like a fool, scarce heard, hardly return’d her ki'S. 

Lo^e. thy eyes were like torches. Tiiey changed as 1 
beheld them. 

Lo\e, thy lips were like gems, the seal thou settest on 
my life. 

f.o\c, if I lo\ed not then, behold this hour thy \engeance; 

This is the fiiiit of thy love and thee, the unwise grown wi^e. 

\Vee])ing strangled mv \oice. I call'd out. but none answer'd ; 

Blindly the windows gazed back at me, dumbly the door; 

She whom 1 lo\c, who loved me, look'd not on my yearning, 

GaM‘ me no more her hands to ki"-', showed me no mt^re 
her soul. 

Therefore the earth is daik to me, the sunlight bl ickresv. 

Therefore I go in tears and alone, by night and day , 

Theiefoie 1 lind no io\e in hea\tn, no light, no beaut v, 

A hea\en taken by storm, wbeie none aie left but the slam ' 
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«?/(?. IVith Ksiher 

T T E who has once been happy is for a3'e 
^ Out of destruction's reach. His fortune then 
Holds nothing secret ; and Eternity, 

Which is a mystery to other men, 

Has like a woman given him its joy. 

Time IS his conquest. Life, if it should fret, 

H.is paid him tribute. He can bear to die, 

He wlio has once been happy ! Wlien I set 
The woild before me and suney its range, 

Its mean ambitions, its scant fantasies. 

The shreds of jileasure which for lack of change 
Men wrap around them and call hajijiincss. 

The poor delights which aie the tale and sum 
Of the world's courage in its maityidom ; 

When I hear laiightei fiom a taiern door. 

When I sec crouds agape and in the rain 
Watching on tijitoe and with stifled loar 
To sec a rocket fired or a bull slain. 

When rniseis handle gold, wlien oiators 

Touch strong men’s hearts with glory till they weep, 
Wlien cities deck tlieir stieets for barren wars 

Which have laid waste their youth, and wlien I keej 
Calmly the count of my own life and see 

On uhat ])oor stuff my manhood’s dieams were Ed 
Till I too learn’d wliat dole of vanity 
Will ser\e a human soul for daily bicad, 

— Then I remember that I once was young 
And lived with Esther the world’s gods among. 
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8ig. To Manon, on his Fortune in loving Her 

T DID not choose thee, dearest. It was Love 

i hat made the choice, not I. Mine eyes were bhnd 
As a rude shepherd’s who to some lone giove 
His offering brings and cares not at what shrine 
He bends his knee. The gifts alone were mine; 

The icst was Lo\e’s. He took me by the hand.^ 

And filed the sacrifice, and poured the wine, 

And spoke the woids I might not understand. 

I was unwise in all but the dear chance 
Which was my fortune, and the bhnd desire 
Which led my fooli'«h stejis to Love’s abode, 

And youth’s sublime unreason’d prescience 
Which laised an altar and in^ciibed in fire 
dedication To the Unknoivn Go L 

820. St. y'akntbie^s T>aj 

'^0-DAY, all d.tv, I rode upon the down, 

With hoLind-i and horsemen, a bra\c company 
On this side in its glory lay the sea. 

On that the Sussex weald, a sea of blown. 

The wind was light, and biightlv the sun shone. 

And still ue gallop’d on fiom gorse to gorse : 

And once, when check’d, a thrush sang, and my bo.s 
Piick’d his quick ears as to a sound unknown 
I knew the Spiing was come. I knew it even 
Better than all by this, that through my chase 
In bush and stone and hill and sea and heaven 
1 sfcm’d to see and follow still your face. 

Yo ir face my quarry was. For it I lode, 

Mv horse a thing of wings, myself a god. 
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<? 2 /. Gibraltar 

CEVEN weeks of sea, and twice seven days of stonn 
^ Ujion the huge Atlantic, and once more 
We ride into still water and the calm 
Of a sweet evening, screen’d by either sliore 
Of Spain and Barbary. Our toils are o’er, 

Our exile is accomplish’d. Once again 
Wc look on Europe, mistress as of yore 
Of the fair earth and of the hearts of men. 

Av, this is the famed rock which Hercules 
And Goth and Moor bequeath’d us. At this door 
England stands sentry. God ! to licar the shrill 
Sweet treble of her fifes u})on the breeze, 

And at the summons of the rock gun’s roar 
To see her red coats marching fiom the hill ! 


822, H^ritten at Florence 

WORLD, in very truth thou art too young; 
When w'ilt thou learn to wear the garb of age : 
World, with thy covering of yellow flowers, 

IList thou forgot what generations sprung 
Out of thy loins and loved thee and arc gone? 

Hast thou no ])lace in all their heritage 
Where thou dost only weep, that I may come 
Nor fear the mockery of thy yellow flowers ? 

O world, in very truth thou art too young. 

T)ie heroic wealth of passionate emprize 
Built thee fair cities for thy naked plains ; 

How hast thou set thy summer growth among 
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The broken stones which were their palaces ! 

Hast thou forgot the darkness where he lies 
Who made thee beautiful, or have thy bees 
Found out his grave to build their honeycombs? 

O world, in very truth thou art too young: 

They gave thee love who measured out thy skies, 

And, when they found for thee another star, 

Who made a festival and straightway hung 
The jewel on thy neck. O merry world, 

Hast thou forgot the glory of those eyes 

Which first look’d love in thine ? Thou hast not furl’d 

One banner of thy bridal car for them. 

O world, in \ery truth thou art too young, 

Tliere was a voice which sang about thy spring, 

Till winter froze the sweetness of his lips, 

And lo, tile worms had hardly left his tongue 
Before thy nightingales were come again. 

O world, what courage hast thou thus to sing ? 

Say, has thy merriment no secret pain. 

No sudden weariness that thou art young ? 


Hzi. The Two Highwaymen 

T LONG have had a quariel set with Time 
^ Because he robb’d me. Etery day ot life 
W as wrested from me after bitter strife ; 

I ne\er yet could see the sun go down 

But 1 was angry in my heart, nor hear 

The leaves fall in the wind without a te.ii 

Ovei the dying summer. I have known 

No truce with Time nor Time’s accomplice, Death. 
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The fair world is the witness of a crime 
Repeated every hour. For life and breath 
Aie sweet to all who live; and bitterly 
The voices of these robbers of the heath 
Sound in each ear and chill the passer-by. 

— What have we done to thee, thou mon«itrous Time ? 
What hate we done to Death that we must die 


AUSTIN DOBSON 


S24. 


A Garden Song 

b 1S40 

1 _J ERE in this sequester’d close 
Bloom the hyacinth and lose, 

Here beside the modest stock 
Flaunts the flaring hollyhock; 

Here, without a pang, one sees 
Ranks, conditions, and d<‘giees. 


All the seasons run their race 
In this quiet resting-place; 
Peach and apricot and fig 
Here will iipen and grow big; 
Here is store and overplus, — 
More had not Alcinoiis ! 

Here, in alleys cool and green, 
Far ahetid the thrush is seen; 
Here along the southein wall 
Keeps the bee his festival ; 

All is quiet else — afar 
Sounds of toll and turmoil are. 
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Here be shadows large and long; 

Here be spaces meet for song ; 

Grant, O garden-god, that I, 

Now that none profane is nigh, — 

Now that mood and moment please, — 
Find the fair Pierides ! 


Urceus Exit 

Triolet 

T INTENDED an Ode, 

And it turn’d to a Sonnet. 

It began a la mode^ 

I intended an Ode ; 

But Rose cross’d the road 
In her latest new bonnet ; 

I intended an Ode; 

And it turn’d to a Sonnet. 

S26. Fn u^fter F>a/s 

Rondmu 

T N after days when grasses high 
^ O'er-top the stone where I siiall lie. 
Though illj or well the world adjust 
?vlv slender claim to honour’d dust,- 
I shall not question nor reply. 

I shall not see the morning sky ; 

1 shall not hear the night-w'ind sigh ; 

I shall be mute, as all men must 
In after days! 
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But yet, now living, fain would I 
That some one then should testify. 
Saying — ‘He held his pen in trust 
To Art, not serving shame or lust/ 
Will none ? — Then let my memory die 
In after days ! 


HENRY CLARENCE KENDALL 


827 > 


Mooni 


1841-1S83 


I_J E that is by Mooni now 

Sees the water-sa])])hires gleaming 
Where the Ri\er Spirit, dreaming, 

Sleeps by fall and fountain sti earning 
Under lute of leaf and bough! — 

Heais what stamp of Storm with stress is. 
Psalms from unseen wildei nesses 
Deep amongst far hill-recesses — 

He that IS by Mooni now. 


Yea, for him by Mooiu’s marge 
Sings the yellow-liair’d September, 

With the face the gods remember. 
When the ridge is burnt to ember, 

And the dumb sea chains the barge I 
Where the mount like molten brass is, 
Down beneath fern-feather’d jiasses 
Noonday dew in cool green grasses 
Gleams on him by Mooni’s marge. 
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Who that dwells by Mooni yet, 

Feels in flowerful forest arches 
Smiting wings and breath that parches 
Wheie strong Summer’s path of march is. 
And the suns in thunder set ! 

Housed beneath the gracious kirtle 
Of the shadowy water-myrtle — 

Winds may kiss with heat and hurtle, 

He is safe by Mooni yet ! 

Days there were when he who sings 
(Dumb so long through passion’s losses) 
Stood where Mooni’s water crosses 
Shining ti acks of green-hair’d mosses, 
Like a soul with radiant wings ; 

Tl len the psalm the wind reheaises — 
Then tlie song the stream dispei^es — 
Lent a beauty to his \erses, 

Who to-niglu of Mooni sings. 

Ah, tlie theme — the sad, gray theme ! 
Ceitain da) s are not abo\e me, 

Ceitam hearts have ceased to love me, 
Ctitain fancies fail to move me, 

Like the cflluent moi nmg dream, 
llead whereon the white is stealing, 
lleait vvlio-^e hints aie ]>ast all iiealing. 
Where is now the fust, puie feeling? 

Ah, tlie theme — the sad, giay theme 1 


Still to be by Mooni cool — 
Where the water-blobsoiiis glister, 
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And by gleaming vale and vista 
Sits tlie English April’s sister. 

Soft and sweet and wonderful ! 

Just to rest beneath the burning 
Outer world — its sneers and s}>urnipg — 
All, my heart — my heart is yearning 
Still to be by Mooni cool ! 


ARTHUR WILLIAM EDGAR 
O’SHAUGHNESSY 


S, 


O^e 


1844- 

V^7E are the music-niakers, 

And we aie the dreamers ot dream 
Wandering by lone sea-breakers. 

And sitting by desolate streams ; 
World-losers and world-foisakeis. 

On whom tlie pale moon glt;ams : 

Yet we are the inoiers anti shakeis 
Of the woild for e\er, it setnis. 


With wonderful deathless ditties 
Wt build up the world’s great eities, 
And out of a fabulous story 
We fashion an emjaie’s glory; 

One man with a dieam, at pleasure. 
Shall go forth and conquer a ciov. n; 
And three with a new song’s measure 
Can ti ample an emjnre down. 
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We, in the ages lying 

In the buried past of the earth, 

Built Nineveh with our sighing, 

And Babel itself with our mirth ; 

And overthrew them with prophesying 
To the old of the new world’s woith; 
For each age is a dream that is dying. 

Or one that is coming to birth. 

S2g, Song 

T MADE another garden, yea, 

For my new Love; 

I left the dead rose where it lay 
And set the new above. 

Why did my Summer not begin? 

Why did my heart not haste ? 

My old Love came and walk’d therein. 
And laid the garden waste. 

She enter’d with her weary smile, 

Just as of old; 

She look’d around a little while 
And shivei’d with the cold : 

Her passing touch was death to all, 
Her j'assing look a blight ; 

She made the white rose-petals Lll, 
And turn’d the led rose white. 

Her pale lobe clinging to the giass 
Seem’d like a snake 
That bit the grass and ground, alas ! 
And a sad tiail did make. 
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She went up slowly to the gate, 
And then, just as of yore, 

She turn’d back at the last to wait 
And say farewell once more. 


S ^0. The Fountain of Tears 

T F you go over desert and mountain, 

Far into the country of Sorrow, 

To-day and to-night and to-morrow. 

And maybe for months and for years ; 

You shall come with a heart that is bursting 
For trouble and toiling and thirsting, 

You shall certainly come to the fountain 
At length, — to the Fountain of Tears. 

Very peaceful the place is, and solely 
For piteous lamenting and sighing. 

And those who come living or dying 
Alike from their hopes and their fears ; 

Full of cypress-like shadows the place is, 

And statues that co\er their faces : 

But out of the gloom springs the holy 
And beautiful Fountain of Tears. 

And it flows and it flows with a motion 
So gentle and lovely and listless, 

And murmurs a tune so resistless 
To him who hath suffer’d and hears — 

You shall surely — without a word sjioken, 

Kneel down there and know your heait broken. 
And yield to the long-curb’d emotion 
That day by the Fountain of Tears. 
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For it grows and it grows, as though leaping 
Up higher the more one is thinking ; 

And ever its tunes go on sinking 
More poignantly into the ears : 

Yea, so blessed and good seems that fountain, 
Reach’d after dry desert and mountain, 

You shall fall down at length in your weeping 
And bathe your sad face in the tears. 

Then alas ! while you lie there a season 
And sob between living and dying, 

And give up the land you were trying 
To find ’mid your hopes and your fears ; 

— O the world shall come up and pass o’er you, 
Strong men shall not stay to care for you, 

Nor wonder indeed for what reason 
Your way should seem harder than theirs. 

But perhaps, while you he, never lifting 

Your cheek fiom the wet lea\es it presses, 

Nor caring to raise your wet tresses 
And look how the cold world ajipcars — 

O perhaps the mere silences lound you — 

All things in that place Giief hath found vou — 
Yea, e’en to the clouds o’er you drifting. 

May soothe you somewhat thiough your tears. 

You may feel, when a falling leaf brushes 

Your face, as though some one had kiss’d you; 
Or think at least some one who miss’d you 
Had sent you a thought, — if that cheers ; 

Or a biid’s little song, faint and broken, 

May pass for a tender word spoken : 

— Enough, while around you there rushes 
Tliat life-di owning torient of tears. 
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And the tears shall flow faster and faster, 

Brim over and baffle resistance, 

And roll down blear’d roads to each distance 
Of past desolation and years ; 

Till they cover the place of each sorrow, 

And lea\ e you no past and no morrow : 

F' or what man is able to master 
And stem the great Fountain of Tears ? 

But the floods and the tears meet and gather ; 
The sound of them all grows like tliunder : 
— O into what bosom, I wondi'r, 

Is pour’d the whole sorrow of years ? 

For Eternity only seems keejang 
Account of the great human weeping : 

May God. then, the Maker and Father — • 

May He find a place for *he tears 1 


JOHN BOYLE O’REILLY 

^ fVhite Rose 

i 844 -i 8 c>c 

' I 'HE red rose whispers of passion, 

And the white rose breathes of love; 

O, the red rose is a falcon. 

And the white rose is a dove. 

But I send you a cieam-white rosebud 
With a flush on its petal tips; 

For the love that is purest and sweetest 
Has a kiss of desire on the lips. 
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8^2. My Delight and Thy Delight 

b 1844 

Y delight and thy delight 
iTl Walking, like two angels white, 

In the gardens of the night: 

My desire and thy desire 
Twining to a tongue of fire, 

Leaping live, and laughing higher: 

Thro* the everlasting strife 
In the mystery of life. 


Love, from whom the world begun, 
Hath the secret of the sun. 

Love can tell, and love alone, 

Whence the million stars were strewn, 
Why each atom knows its own. 

How, in spite of woe and death, 

Gay is life, and sweet is breath ; 

This he taught us, this knew, 
Happy in his science true, 

Hand in hand as we stood 
*Neatii the shadows of the wood, 
Heait to heart as we lay 
In the dawning of the day. 
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<^ 55 . Spirits 

ANGEL spirits of sleep, 

White-robed, with silver hair, 

In vour meadows fair, 

Wliere the willows weep. 

And the sad moonbeam 
On the gliding stream 
. Writes her scatter’d dieam ; 

Angel spirits of sleep, 

Dancing to the weir 
In the hollow roar 
Of its waters deep; 

Know ye how men say 
That ye haunt no moie 
Isle and grassy shoie 
With your moonlit play ; 

That ye dance not here, 

White-robed spirits of sleep, 

All the summer night 
Threading dances light ? 

(P j 4. Nightingales 

D EAUTIFUL must be the mountains whence yc come, 
^ And bright in the fruitful valleys the streams, herefi om 
Ye learn your song: 

Wheie are those starry woods? O might I wander iheie, 
Among the flowers, which in that heavenly air 
Bloom the year long ! 

Nay, barren are those mountains and spent the sti earns: 
Oar song is the voice of desire, that haunts our dreams, 
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A throe of the heart, 

Wliose pining visions dim, forbidden hopes profound, 

No dying cadence nor long sigh can sound, 

For all our art. 

Alone, aloud in the raptured ear of men 
Wc pour our dark nocturnal secret; and then, 

As night is withdrawn 

Fiom these sweet-springing meads and bursting boughs of May, 
Dieam, while the innumerable choir of day 
Welcome the dawn. 


A Tasser~hy 

VyrHITHER, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding, 
Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West, 
Tliat feaiest nor sea rising, nor sky clouding, 

Whither away, fair rover, and what thy quest ^ 

Ah ! soon, when Winter has all our vales opprest, 
When skies arc cold and misty, and hail is hurling. 

Wilt thoh glide on the blue Pacific, or rest 
In a sunimei haven asleep, thy white sails furling. 

I theie before thee, in the country that well thou knowest. 

Already arrived am inhaling the odorous air : 

1 watch thee enter unerringly where thou goest. 

And anchor queen of the strange shipping there. 

Thy sails for awnings spread, thy masts bare : 

Noi is aught from the foaming leef to the snow-capp'd grandest 
Peak, th.it is over the feathery palms, more fair 
Than thou, so upright, so stately and still thou standest. 
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And yet, O splendid ship, unhailM and nameless, 

I know not if, aiming a fancy, I rightly divine 
That thou hast a purpose joyful, a courage blameless, 
Thy port assured in a happier land than mine. 

But for all I have given thee, beauty enough is thine, 
As thou, aslant with trim tackle and shrouding. 

From the proud nostiil curve of a prow’s line 
In the offing scattcrest foam, thy white sails crowding. 


8^6, Absence 


VyrHEN my love was away, 

^ Full three days were not sped, 
I caught my fancy astray 
Thinking if she were dead, 


And I alone, alone: 

It seem’d in my misery 
In all the world was none 
E\er so lone as I. 

I wept ; but it did not shame 
Nor comfort my heart : away 
I rode as I might, and came 
To my love at close of day. 

The sight of her still’d my fears. 
My fairest-hearted love: 

And yet in her eyes were tears : 
Which when I question’d of, 

‘O now thou art come,’ she cried, 
‘ ’Tis fled : but I thought to-day 
I never could here abide, 

If thou wert longer away.’ 
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8^7- On a T)ead Child 

pERFECT little body, without fault or stain on thee, 

^ With promise of strength and manhood full and fair ! 

Though cold and stark and bare. 

The bloom and the charm of life doth awhile remain on thee. 

Thy mother’s treasuie wert thou; — alas! no longer 
To Aisit her heart with wondious joy; to be 
Thy father’s pride : — ah, he 

Must gather his faith together, and his stiength make stronger. 

To me, as I move thee now in the last duty, 

Dost thou with a turn or gesture anon resjiond ; 

Staithng my fancy fond 

Witli a chance attitude of the head, a ficak of beauty. 

Thy hand clasjis, as ’twas wont, my fmgei, and holds it: 
But the giasp is the clasp of Death, heartbreaking and stiff; 
Yet feels to my hand as if 

’Twas still thy will, thy pleasure and trust that enfolds it. 

So I lay thee theie, thy sunken eyelids closing, — 

Go lie thou theie in thy coffin, thy la'^t little bed! — 
Propping thy wise, sad head, 

Thy firm, pale hands actoss thy chest di-'posing. 

So quiet ! doth the change content thee ? — Death, whither 
hath he taken thee ? 

To a wot Id, do I think, that rights the disaster of tl is ? 
The Msion of w'hich I miss. 

Who v/eep for the body, and wish but to warm thee uud 
awaken tliet 
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Ah ! little at best can all our hopes avail us 

To lift this sorrow, or cheer us, when in the dark, 
Unwilling, alone we embark, 

And the things we have seen and have known and have 
heard of, fail us. 

Tater FiJio 

CENSE with keenest edge unus&d, 

^ Yet unsteel’d by scathing hie; 

Lo\ely feet as yet unbruised 
On the ways of dark desire ; 

Sweetest hojie that lookest smiling 
O’er the wilderness defiling ! 

Why such beauty, to be blighted 
By the swarm of foul destiuction? 

Y'hy such innocence delighted, 

When sin stalks to thy seduction 
All tlie litunies e'er cliaunted 
Shall not keep thy faith undaunted. 

I have pray’d the sainted Morning 
To unclasp her hands to hold thee ; 

From resignful E\e’s adorning 

Stol’n a robe of jieace to enfold thee; 

With all charms of man’s contriving 
Arm’d thee for thy lonely striving. 

Me too once unthinking Nature, 

— Whence Love’s timeless mockery took me,— 
Fashion’d so divine a creature, 

Yea, and like a beast forsook me. 

I forgave, but tell the measure 
Of her crime in thee, niy treasure. 
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8 fV inter Nightfall 

^ I ’HE day begins to droop, — 
Its course is done : 

But nothing tells the place 
Of the setting sun. 

The hazy darkness deepens, 

And up the lane 

You may hear, but cannot see, 
The homing wain. 

An engine pants and hums 
I n the farm hard by : 

Its lowering smoke is lost 
In the lowering sky. 

The soaking branches drip. 

And all night through 

The dropping will not cease 
In the avenue. 

A tall man there in the house 
Must keep his chair : 

He knows he will never again 
Breathe the spring air : 

His heart is worn with w^ork f 
He IS gidJy and sick 

If he rise to go as far 
As the nearest rick : 

He thinks of his morn of life. 
His hale, strong years ; 

And braves as he may the night 
Of daikness and tears. 


lo I : 



ROBERT BRIDGES 


8^0. IV hen Z>eath to Either shall come 

VVYHEN Death to either shall come, — 

I pi ay it be first to me, — 

Be happy as ever at home, 

If so, as I wish, it be- 

Possess thy heait, my own ; 

And sing to the child on thy knee, 

Or read to thyself alone 

The songs that I made for thee. 


ANDREW LANG 

8^1. The Odyssey 

b i‘?44 

AS one that for a weary sj)ace has Iain 

Lull’d by the “^ong of Circe and her wine 
In gardens near the pale of Proserjune, 

Where that ^acan isle forgets the mam. 

And only the low lutes of lo^e com])lain, 

And only shadows of wan lovers pine — 

As such an one were glad to know the biine 
Salt on his li])S. and the large air again — 

So gladly from the songs of modem speech 
Men turn, and see the stars, and feel the free 
Shrill wind beyond the close of heavy floueis. 
And through the music of the languid hoais 
They hear like Ocean on a western beach 
The surge and thunder of the Odyssey. 
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2. Tnvictus 

is 

/^UT of the night that covers me, 

Black as the pit fiom pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbow’d. 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Florror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the )ears 
Finds and shall find me unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the ^gate. 

Flow charged u'lth punishments the scroll. 

I am the master of my fate ; 

I am the captain of my soul. 


j . 31a rg a rit^ So ro ri 

A LATE lark twitters from the quiet ‘'kic 
^ And from the west. 

Where the sun, his day’s work ended. 
Lingers as in content. 

There falls on the old, giay city 
An influence luminous and serene, 

A shining peace. 
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The smoke ascends 

In a rosy-and-golden haze. The spires 
Shine and are changed. In the valley 
Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun, 
Closing his benediction, 

Sinks, and the darkening air 

Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night — 

Night with her train of stars 

And her great gift of sleep. 

So be my parsing ! 

My task accomplish’d and the long day done. 
My wages taken, and in my heart 
vSome late lark singing. 

Let me be gather’d to the quiet west, 

The sundown splendid and serene, 

Death. 


^44, Knglafiri^ My England 

^^/T^HAT have I done for you, 

England, my England ? 

\Vhat IS there I would not do, 

England, my own ? 

With your glorious eyes austere. 

As the Lord were walking near. 
Whispering terrible things and dear 
As the Song on your bugles blown, 
England — 

Round the world on your bugles blown ! 
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Where shall the watchful sun, 

England, my England, 

Match the master-work you’ve done, 
England, my own ? 

W^hen shall he rejoice agen 
Such a breed of mighty men 
As come forward, one to ten. 

To the Song on your bugles blown, 
England — 

Down the years on your bugles blown ? 


Ever the faith endures, 

England, my England : — 

‘Take and break us: we are yours, 
England, my own ! 

Lite IS good, and joy runs high 
Between English earth and sky : 

Heath IS death ; but we shall die 

To the bong on your bugles blown, 
England — 

To the stars on your bugles bloun! ’ 

They call you proud and hard, 

England, niy England: 

You with worlds to watch and ward, 
England, my ow n ! 

You w hose mail'd hand keeps the ke) s 
01 such teeming destinies, 

Y ou could know nor dread nor ease 

Were the Song on your bugles blown, 
England, 

Round the Pit on your bugles blow n ! 
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Mother of Ships whose might, 

England, my England, 

Is the fierce old Sea’s delight, 

England, my own, 

Chosen daughter of the Lord, 
Spousc-in-Chief of the ancient Swoid, 
There’s the menace of the Word 
In the Song on your bugles blown, 
England — 

Out of heaven on your bugles blown! 


EDMUND GOSSE 

84 f. Revelation 

t>. '*49 

I NTO the silver night 

She bi ought with her pale hand 
The topaz lanthorn-light, 

And darted splendour o’er the land ; 

Around her in a band, 

Ringstraked and pied, the great soft moths came flying, 
And fla])ping with their mad wing*, fann’d 
The flickering dame, ascending, falling, dying. 

Behind the thorny pink 

Close wall of blossom’d may, 

1 gazed thro’ one green chink 
And ^aw no more than thousands may, — 

Saw sweetness, tender and gay, — 

Saw full rose lips as rounded as the cheiry, 

Saw braided locks more dark than bay. 

And flashing eyes decorous, pure, and merry. 





EDMUND GOSSE 


With food for furry friends 
She pass’d, her lamp and she, 

Till eaves and gable-ends 
Hid all that saffron sheen fiom me: 

Around my rosy tree 

OriL'e more the silver-starry night was shining, 

W ith depths of heaven, dewy and free, 

And crystals of a car\en moon declining. 

Alas ! for him who dwells 
In frigid air of thought, 

Wlien warmer light dispels 
The frozen calm his spirit sought ; 

By life too lately taught 

He sees the ecstatic Human from him stealing; 

Reels fiom the joy experience brought, 

And dares not clutch what Lo\e w'as half re\ealing. 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 

846. Rojnance 

“ 1850-1894 

T WILL make vou biooches and to_\> for \our delight 
'*■ Or bird-song at moining and star-slane at night. 

I Will make a ])alace lit loi \ou and me, 

Of gieeii days in foiests and blue da\s at sea. 

1 will make my kitchen, and \ou shall keep jour room, 
Whole white Hows the river and bright bIo^\^ the broom, 
Aiid you shall wash your linen and kee]) jour body white 
Iji tainfall at morning and dewfall at night. 
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And this shall be for music when no one else is nea;, 
The fine song for singing, the rare song to hear ! 

That only I remember, that only you admire, 

Of the broad road that stretches and the roadside llie. 


847. Tn the Highlands 

T N the highlands, in the country })laces, 

^ Where the old plain men have losy faces, 
And tlie young fair maidens 
Quiet eyes ; 

Where essential silence chills and blesses, 

And for ever in the hill-recesses 
Her more lovely music 
Broods and dies — 

O to mount again where erst I haunted ; 

Where the old red hills aie bird-enchanted, 

And the low gieen meadows 
Bright with swaid; 

And when even dies, the million-tinted. 

And the night has come, and planets glinted, 
Lo, the valley hollow 
Lamp-bestarr’d ! 

O to dieam, O to awake and wander 

There, and with delight to take and render, 
Thiough the trance of silence, 

Quiet breath ! 

Lo I for there, among the flowers and grasses, 

Only the mightier movement sounds and passes , 
Only winds and rivers, 

Life and death. 
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<5^4<y. Requiem 

T TNDER the wide and starry '^ky 
Dig the grave and let me lie : 

Glad did I live and gladly die, 

And I laid me down with a will. 

This be the veise you grave for me; 

Htre he lies whfre he long'd to be ; 

Home ts the sailor^ home from sea^ 

And the hunter home from the hilL 

T. W. ROLLESTON 

The 'Dead at Clonmaoiots 

FkluM 'I Hit IRISH OF ANGLS o'giLLW 

b i8s7 

T N a quiet water’d land, a land of roses, 

^ Stands Saint Kieran’s city fair ; 

And the warriors of Eiin in tlieir famous geneiations 
Slumber there. 

There beneath the dewy hillside sleep the noUest 
Of the clan of Conn, 

Each below his stone W'lth name in branching Oghan: 

And the sacied knot thereon. 

Theie they laid to rest the seven Kings of Tara, 

There the son<^ of Caiibie sleep — 

Battle-banners of the Gael that in Kieian’s plain of crosscc 
Now their final hosting keep. 

And in Clonmacnois they laid the aien of Terfia, 

And light many a loid of Bieagh ; 

Deep the sod above Clan Cieide and Clan Conaill, 

Kind in hall and lieice in fray. 

Ll 
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Many and many a son of Conn the Hundred-Fighter 
In the red earth lies at rest ; 

Many a blue eye of Clan Colman the tuif covers, 
Many a swan-white bieast. 


JOHN DAVIDSON 

8yo. Sor/^ 

b. 1857 

" jj ^HE boat is chafing at our long delay, 

And we must leave too soon 
The spicy sea-pinks and the inboine sj)ray, 

The tawny sands, the moon. 

Keep us, O Thetis, in our western fnght I 
Watch from thy pearly throne 
Our vessel, plunging deeper into night 
To teach a land unknown. 


Syi. The Last Rose 

i WHICH IS the last rose?’ 

A blossom of no name. 

At midnight the snow came ; 

At daybreak a vast lose, 

In darkness unfurl’d, 

O’er-jietall’d the world. 

Its odourless jailor 
Blossom’d foilorn, 

Till radiant valour 
Establish’d the morn — 
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T ill the night 
WrtS undone 
In her Tight 
With the sun. 

The brave orb in stare rose. 

And crimson he siione hrst ; 

While from the high vine 
Of heaven the dawn burst, 

Staining the great lose 
From sky-line to sk^^-line. 

The red rose of morn 
A white rose at noon turn’d ; 

But at sunset reborn 
All red again soon burn’d. 

Then the pale rose of noonday 
l^ebloom’d in the night. 

And spectrally wliite 
In the light 
Of the moon lay. 

But the vast rose 
Was scentless. 

And this IS the leason . 

When the blast lose 
Relentlc’"'-, 

And brought in due season 
Tile snow rose, the last lose 
Congeal’d in its bie..th, 

Tiien came w ith it treason ; 

The traitor was Deatii. 

in iee-valleys crowded. 

The sheep and tlie birds 
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Were fi ozen and shrouded 
In flights and in herds. 

In highways 
And byways 
Tlie young and the old 
Were tortuied and madden’d 
And kill’d by the cold. 

But many were gladden’d 
Bv the beautiful last lose. 

The blossom of no name 
That came when the snow came, 
In darkness unfuil’d — 

The wonderful vast lose 
That fill’d all the woild. 


WILLIAM WATSON 


APRIL, Apiil, 

Laugh thy girlish laughter ; 
Then, the moment .dter, 

W ecp thy girlish te.irs 1 
April, that mine ears 
Like a lover greetest, 

If I tell thee, sweetest. 

All my hopes and fears. 

April, April, 

Laugh thy golden laughter, 

But, the moment aftei. 

Weep thy golden tears ! 


b. 185s 
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Ot/f" rn Jilay 

T ET me go forth, and share 
^ The overflowing Siin 

With one wise friend, or one 
Better than wise, being fair. 

Where the pewit wheels and dips 
On heights of bracken and hng, 

And Earth, unto her leaflet tips, 

I'lngles willi the Spring. 

W!>at IS so sweet and dear 

As a ]'ro«])erous morn in May, 

ITc confident prime of the day. 

And tlie dauntless youth of the year, 
Wlu-n nothing that asks for biiss. 

Asking aright, is denied, 

And half of the world a bridegroom is. 
And lialf of the uorld a b; ide ? 

'Idle Song of Mingling flows, 

CIr,ive, ceremonial, pure. 

As once, from lij s that enduie. 

The cosmic descant rose. 

When the lemjioral lord of hfe, 

CEiing his golden way, 

H cl taken a wondrous maid to wife 
That long had said him nay. 

I'or of old the Sun, our sire. 

Came wooing the mother of men, 
i:aith, tliat was viiginal then, 

Ve^^tal fire to liis file. 

Silent her bosom and coy. 

But the strong god sued and press’d ; 
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And born of their stairy nuptial joy 
Are all that drink of her breast. 

And the triumph of him that begot. 

And the travail of her that bore, 

Behold they are evermore 
As warp and weft in our lot. 

We are children of splendour and flame, 

Of shuddering, also, and tears. 

Magnificent out of the dust we came, 

And abject from the Spheres. 

O br’ght irresistible lord ! 

We are fruit of Earth*s womb, each one, 

And fruit of thy loins, O Sun, 

Whence first was the seed outpoiii’d. 

To thee as our Father we bow, 

Foj bidden thy Father to see. 

Who is older and greater than thou, as thou 
Art greater and older than we. 

Thou art but as a word of his speech ; 

Thou art but as a wa^e of his hand; 

Thou art brief as a glitter of sand 
’Twixt tide and tide on his beach; 

Thou art less than a spark of his fiie, 

Or a moment’s mood of his soul : 

Thou art lost in the notes on the lips of his choir 
That chant the chant of the Whole. 

The Great Misgiving 

* OT ours,’ say some, ‘the thought of death to dread; 

^ ^ Asking no hea\en, we fear no fabled hell ; 

Life is a feast, and we have banqueted — 

Shall not the worms as well ? 
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‘The after-silence, when the feast is o’er, 

And void the places where the minstiels stood. 

Differs in nought from what hath been before, 
And is nor ill nor good.’ 

Ah, but the Apparition — the dumb sign — 

The beckoning finger bidding me forgo 

The fellowship, the converse, and the wine, 

The songs, the festal glow ! 

And ah, to know not, while with fiiends I sit, 
And while the purple joy is pass'd about. 

Whether ’tis ampler day divinelier lit 
Or homeless night without; 

And whether, stepping forth, my soul shall see 
New prospects, or fall sheer — a blinded thing ! 

There is, O grave, thy hourly victory. 

And there, O death, thy sting. 


HENRY CHARLES BEECHING 

Trayers 

b 1851} 

G od who created me 

Nimble and light of limb, 

In three elements f:ee. 

To run, to ride, to suirn : 

Not when the sense is dim, 

But now from the heart of joy, 

I would remember Him : 

Take the thanks of a boy. 
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Jesii, King and Lord, 

Wiiose are my foes to fight, 

Gi’d me with Thy sword 
Swift and sharp and bright. 

Tlree would I scjv'e if I might; 

And conquer if I can, 

F rom day-dawn till night, 

Take the strength of a man. 

S]*irit of Love and Truth, 

Breathing in grosser clay. 

Tire light and flame of youth, 

Delight of men in the fray, 

Wisdom in strength's decay ; 

From pain, strife, wrong to be free. 
This best gift I pray, 

Take my spirit to Thee. 


^^6, Going cloven HiU on a Bicycle 

A BO't’s SONG 

^V^ITH lifted feet, hands still, 

I am ])olsed, and down tire hill 
Dart, with heedful mind ; 

The air goes by in a wind. 


Swifter and yet more swift, 

I’llI the heart with a mighty lift 
Makes the lungs laugh, the throat cry: — 
‘ G bird, see ; see, bird, I fly. 


‘Is this, is this your joy? 

O bird, then I, though a boy. 
For a golden moment share 
Your feathery life in air ! * 


to^a 
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y/7. 


Say, heart, is there aught like this 
In a world that is full of bliss ? 
'Tis more than skating, bound 
Steel-shod to the le^el ground. 

Speed slackens now, I float 
Awhile in my airy boat ; 

Till, when the wheels scarce crawl, 
My feet to the treadles fall. 

Alas, that the longest hill 
Must end in a vale ; but still. 

Who climbs with toil, wheresoever. 
Shall find wings waiting there. 


BLISS CARMAN 

b. i86* 

PJ’OR a name unknown, 

^ Whose fame unblown 
Sleeps in the hills 
For ever and aye; 

For her who hears 
The stir of the years 
Go by on the wind 
By night and day ; 

And heeds no thing 
Of the needs of spiing, 

Of autumn’s wonder 
Or winter’s chill ; 

L 1 3 
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For one who sees 
The great sun freeze. 
As he wanders a-coid 
From hill to hill; 

And all her heart 
Is a v/oven part 
Of the flutry and drift 
Of whirling snow; 

For the sake of two 
Sad eyes and true, 

And the old, old love 
So long ago. 


DOUGLAS HYDE 

My Grief on the Sea 

FROM THE IRISH 

IVA Y grief on the sea, 

How the waves of it roll 
For they heave between me 
And tlie lo\e of my soul! 

Abandon’d, forsaken, 

To grief and to care, 

Will the sea evei waken 
Relief from despair ? 

Mv grief and my trouble I 
Would he and I were, 

In the province of Leinster, 

Or County of Clare! 
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Were I and my darling — 

O heart-bitter wound ! — 

On board of the ship 
For America bound. 

On a green bed of rushes 
All last night I lay, 

And I flung it abroad 

With the heat of the day. 

And my Love came behind me, 

He came from the South ; 

His breast to my bosom, 

His mouth to my mouth. 

ARTHUR CHRISTOPHER BENSON 

8s 9» The Thcentx 

b 1862 

T> Y feathers green, across Casbeen 

The pilgrims track the Phoenix floun, 

By gems he stiew’d in waste and wood, 

And jewell'd jilumes at random thiown. 

Till wandeiing far, by moon and star. 

They stand beside the fiuitful ]>yre, 

Wheie breaking bright with sanguine light 
The im))ulsi\e bird forgets his sire. 

Those ashes shine like ruby wine, 

Like bag of Tyrian murex spilt, 

The claw, the jowl of the flying iowl 
Are with the glorious anguish gilt. 
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So rare the light, so rich the sight, 
Those pilgrim men, on profit bent, 
Drop hands and eyes and merchandise, 
And are with gazing most content. 


HENRY NEWBOLT 

860. He fell among Thieves 

b. i86j 

‘ Y^E have robb’d,' said he, ‘ye have slaughter’d and made 
an end, 

Take your ill-got plunder, and bury the dead: 

What will ye more of your guest and sometime friend ? ’ 

‘ Blood for our blood,’ they said. 

He laugh’d: ‘If one may settle the score for five, 

I am ready ; but let the reckoning stand till day : 

I have loved the sunlight as deaily as any alne.’ 

‘You shall die at dawn,’ said they. 

He flung his empty revolver down the slope, 

He climb’d alone to the Eastward edge of the trees; 
All night long in a dream untioubled of hope 
He brooded, clasping his knees. 

He did not hear the monotonous roar that fills 
The ravine where the Yassin river sullenly flows; 

He did not see the starlight on the Laspur hills, 

Or the far Afghan snows. 

He saw the April noon on his books aglow, 

The wistaria trailing in at the window wide ; 

He heard his father’s voice from the terrace below 
Calling him down to ride. 



HENRY NEWBOLT 


He saw the gray little church across the park, 

The mounds that hid the loved and honour’d dead ; 

The Norman arch, the chancel softly dark, 

The brasses black and red. 

He saw the School Close, sunny and green, 

The runner beside him, the stand by the parapet wall, 

The distant tape, and the crowd roaring between. 

His own name over all. 

He saw the dark wainscot and timber’d roof, 

The long tables, and the faces merry and keen ; 

The College Eight and their trainer dining aloof. 

The Dons on the dais serene. 

He watch’d the liner’s stem ploughing the foam, 

He felt her trembling speed and the thrash of her screw 

He heard the passengers’ \oices talking of home. 

He saw the flag she flew. 

And now it was dawn. He rose strong on his feet, 
And strode to his ruin’d camp belov^ the wood ; 

He drank the breath of the morning cool and sweet ; 
His murderers round him stood. 

Light on the Laspur hills w'as broadening fast. 

The blood-red snow-peaks chill’d to a dazzling white - 

He turn'd, and saw the golden circle at last, 

Cut by the Eastern height. 

‘O glorious Life, Who dwellest in earth and sun, 

I haie lived, I praise and adore Thee.’ 

A sword swept. 

Ovir the }uss the voices one by one 
Faded, and the hill slept. 



GILBERT PARKER 


86i, Reunited 

b i86j 

VVTHEN you and I have play’d the little hour, 

Have seen the tall subaltern Life to Death 
Yield up his sword; and, smiling, diaw the breath, 
The first long breath of freedom ; when the flower 
Of Recompense hath flutter’d to our feet, 

As to an actor’s ; and, the curtain down. 

We turn to face each other all alone — 

Alone, we two, who never yet did meet. 

Alone, and absolute, and free: O then, 

O then, most dear, how shall be told the tale ? 
Clasp’d hands, press’d lips, and so clasp’d hands again ; 
No words. But as the proud wind fills the sail. 

My love to yours shall reach, then one deej) moan 
Of joy, and then our infinite Alone. 


WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 
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tv here My Books go 


ALL the words that I utter, 

And all the words that I w'rite. 

Must spread out their wings untiring, 

And never rest in their flight, 

Till they come where your sad, sad heart is, 
And sing to you in the niglit, 

Beyond where the wateis are moving, 
Storm-daiken’d or starry bright. 

10)8 
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86^. IV hen Tou are Old 

V^^HEN you are old and gray and full of sleep 

And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace. 

And loved your beauty with love false or true ; 

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 

And loved the soriows of your changing face. 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 

Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled 
And paced upon the mountains oveihead, 

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 


86^, The Lake Isle of Inn is free 

T WILL arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

^ And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made ; 
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee, 
And h\e alone in the bce-loud glade. 

And I shall have some peace theie, for peace comes dropping 
slow. 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the ciicket 
sings ; 

'riiere midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a puiple glow, 
And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 
I hear lake watei laj)j)ing with low sounds by the sliore ; 
Wlulo I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
1 heal It in the deep heart’s coie. 
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A T>edkat'ton 

b 1865 

l^Y new-cut ashlar takes the light 

J.T1 Where crimson-blank the windows flaio' 

By my own work, before the night, 

Great Overseer, I make my prayer. 

If there be good in that I wrought, 

Thy hand compcll’d it, Master, Thine ^ 

Where I have fail’d to meet Thy thought 
I know, through Thee, the blame is mine. 

One instant’s toil to Thee denied 
Stands all Eternity’s offence; 

Of that I did with Thee to guide 

To Thee, through Thee, be excellence. 

Who, lest all thought of Eden fade, 

Bring’st Eden to the craftsman’s brain. 

Godlike to muse o’er his own trade 
And manlike stand with God again. 

The depth and dicam of my desire. 

The bitter jiaths wherein I stray, 

Thou knowest Who hast made the Fire, 

Thou knowest Who hast made the Clay. 

One stone the more swings to her place 
In that dread Temple of Thy worth — 

It IS enough that through Thy grace 
I saw naught common on Thy earth. 
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Take not that vision from my ken ; 

O, whatsoe’er may spoil or speed, 

Help me to need no aid from men, 

That 1 may help such men as need ! 

866. VEnvoi 

'^here’s a whisper down the field where the year has 
**■ shot her yield 
And the ricks stand gray to the sun, 

Singing: — ‘Over then, come over, for the bee has quit 
the clover 

And your English summer’s done.’ 

You have heard the beat of the off-shore wind 
And the thresh of the deep-sea rain ; 

You have heard the song — how long! how long! 

Pull out on the trail again ! 

Ha’ done with the Tents of Shem, dear lass. 

We’\e seen the seasons through. 

And it ’s time to turn on the old trail, our own trail, the 
out trail. 

Pull out, pull out, on the Long Trail — the trail that is 
always new. 

It’s North you may run to the rime-ring’d sun. 

Or South to the blind Horn’s hate ; 

Or East all the way into Mississippi Bay, 

Or West to the Golden Gate; 

Where the blindest bluffs hold good, dear lass, 

And the wildest tales arc true. 

And the men bulk big on the old trail, our own tiail, the 
out tiail. 

And life runs large on the Long Trail — the trail that is 
always new 
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The days are sick and cold, and the skies are gray and old, 
And the twice-breathed airs blow damp; 

And I’d sell my tired soul for the bucking beam-sea roll 
Of a black Bilbao tramp ; 

With her load-line over her hatch, dear lass, 

And a drunken Dago crew, 

And her nose held down on the old trail, our own trail, 
the out trail. 

From Cadiz Bar on the Long Trail — the trail that is 
always new. 

There be triple ways to take, of the eagle or the snake. 
Or the way of a man with a maid ; 

But the sweetest way to me is a ship’s ujon the sea 
In the heel of the North-East Trade. 

Can you hear the crash on her bows, dcai lass. 

And the drum of the racing screw. 

As she ships it green on the old tiail, our own trail, the 
out trail. 

As she lifts and ’scends on the Lung Trail — the trail that 
is always new ? 

See the shaking funnels roar, with the Peter at the foie. 
And the fenders grind and neave. 

And the derricks clack and grate, as the tackle hooks 
the crate, 

And the fall-rope whines through the sheave; 

It 's ‘ Gang-plank up and in,’ dear lass. 

It ’s ‘ Hawsers warp her through ! ’ 

And it’s ‘All cleat aft’ on the old trail, our own trail, 
the out trail, 

We’ie backing down on the Long Tiail — the trail that is 
alw'ays new. 
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O the mutter overside, when the port-fog holds us tied, 
And the sirens hoot their dread ! 

When foot by foot we creep o’er the hueless viewless deep 
To the sob of the questing lead I 
It ’s down by the Lower Hope, dear lass, 

With the Gunflect Sands in view, 

Till the Mouse swings green on the old trail, our own 
trail, the out trail, 

And the Gull Light lifts on the Long Trail — the trail 
that is always new. 

O the blazing tropic night, when the wake V a welt of light 
That holds the hot sky tame, 

And the steady fore-foot snores through the planet-powder’d 
floors 

Where the scaicd whale flukes in flame! 

Her plates are scarr’d by the sun, dear lass. 

And her ropes are taunt with the dew. 

For we’re booming down on the old trail, our own trail, the 
out trail, 

We’re sagging south on the Long Trail — the trail that is- 
always new. 

Then home, get her home, where the drunken rollers comb, 
And the shouting seas drive by. 

And the engines stamp and ring, and the wet bows reel 
and swing. 

And the Southern Cross rides high ! 

Yes, the old lost stars wheel back, dear lass. 

That blaze in the velvet blue. 

They’re all old friends on the old trail, our own trail, the 
out trail, 

They’re God’s own guides on the Long Trail — the trail 
that is always new, 
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Fly forward, O my heart, from the Foreland to the Start — 
We’re steaming all too slow, 

And it 's twenty thousand mile to our little lazy isle 
Where the trumpet-orchids blow ! 

You have heard the call of the off-shore wind 
And the voice of the deep-sea rain ; 

You have heard the song — how long ! how long ! 

Pull out on the trail again? 

The Lord knows what wt may find, dear lass, 

And the deuce knows what we may do — 

But we’re back once more on the old trail, our own trail, 
the out trail, 

We’re down, hull down on the Long Trail — the trail that 
is always new. 


867* Recessional 

June 22, /(S97 

OD of our fathers, known of old- 
Lord of our far-flung h.ittle-Iine — 
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine — 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet. 
Lest we foiget, lest we forget! 

The tumult and the shouting dies — 

The captains and the kings dejiart — 
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice, 

An humble and a contrite heart. 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget ! 
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Far-call’d our navies melt away — 

On dune and headland sinks the fire — 

Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre! 

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet, 

Lest we forget, lest we forget ! 

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe- 
Such boasting as the Gentiles use 

Or lesser breeds without the Law — 

Loid God of Hosts, be with us yet, 

Lest we forget, lest we forget ! 

For heathen heart that puts her trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard — 

All valiant dust that builds on dust, 

And guarding calls not Thee to guard — 

For frantic boast and foolish woid, 

Thy Mercy on Thy People, Loid! 

RICHARD LE GALLIENNE 

868, Sorip 

b. 1866 

OHE’s somewhere in the sunlight strong, 

Her teais are in the falling ram, 

She calls me in the wind’s soft song. 

And with the flowers she comes again. 

Yon bird is but her messenger. 

The moon is but her siKer car; 

Yea ! sun and moon are sent by her, 

And every wistful waiting star. 
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The Second Crucifixion 

T OUD mockers in the roaring street 
^ Say Christ is crucified again : 
Twice pierced His gospel -bearing feet, 
Twice bioken His great heart in vain. 

I hear, and to myself I smile, 

For Christ talks with me all the while. 

No angel now to roll the stone 
From off His unawaking sleep, 

In vain shall Mary watch alone, 

In vain the soldiers vigil keep. 

Yet while they deem my Loid is dead* 
My eyes are on His shining head. 

Ah ! neier more shall Mary hear 

Tiiat voice exceeding sweet and low 
\\*ithin the gaiden calling clear: 

Her Lord is gone, and slie must go. 

Yet all the while my Lord I meet 
In every London lane and street. 

Poor Lazarus shall wait in xain, 

And Bartimaeus still go blind ; 

The healing hem shall ne’er again 
Be touch’d by suffering humankind. 

Yet all the while I see them lest. 

The poor and outcast, on His breast. 
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No more unto the stubborn heart 

With gentle knocking shall He plead, 
No more the mystic pity start, 

For Christ twice dead is dead indeed. 

So in the street I hear men say, 

Yet Christ is with me all the day. 


LAURENCE BINYON 

870, Invocation to Touth 

b. i86q 

/^OME then, as e\er, like the wind at morning! 

Joyous, O Youth, in the aged world renew 
Freshness to feel the eternities aiound it. 

Ram, stars and clouds, light and tlie sacred dew. 
The strong sun shines above thee: 

That stiength, that radiance bring! 

If Winter come to Winter, 

When shall men hope foi Spnng ? 


871, 0 ii^orU, he Nobler 

O WORLD, be nobler, for her sake! 

If she bat knew thee what thou art, 
What wrongs aie borne, what deeds aie done 
In thee, beneath thy daily sun, 

Know’st thou not that her tender heart 
For pain and very shame would bteak: 

O World, be nobler, for her sake 1 
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H72, By the Margin of the Great T>eep 

VyrHEN the breath of twilight blows to flame the misty 
^ skies, 

All its vaporous sapphire, violet glow and silver gleam, 
With their magic flood me through the gateway of the eyes ; 
I am one with the twilight’s dream. 

When the trees and skies and fields are one in dusky mood, 
E\ery heart of man is rapt within the mother’s breast: 
Full of peace and sleep and dreams in the vasty quietude, 
I am one with their hearts at rest. 

Fiom our immemorial joys of health and home and lo\e 
Stray’d away along the margin of the unknown tide. 

All its reach of soundless calm can thrill me fai above 
Woid or touch from the lips beside. 

Aye, and deep and deep and deeper let me drink and draw 
From the olden fountain more than light or jicace or dieani. 
Such primsetal being as o’erfills the heait with awe, 
Growing one with its silent stieam. 


87^, The Great Breath 

T TS edges foam’d with amethyst and rose, 

^ Withers once more the old blue How'er of day : 
There where the ether like a duimond glows, 

Its petals fade aw'ay. 

A shadowy tumult stirs the dusky air ; 

Sparkle the delicate dews, the distant snows ; 

The great deep thrills — for through it e\ery where 
The breath of Beauty blows. 
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1 saw how all thf* trembling ages past. 

Mollified to her by deep and deeper breath, 

Near’d to the hour when Beauty breathes her last 
And knows herself in death. 


T. STURGE MOORE 

874- A T>uet 

^ Throwers nodding gaily, scent In air, 
Flowers j>osied, flowers for the hair, 

Sleepy flowers, flowers bold to stare ' 

‘ O pick me some * 

‘Shells with lip, or tooth, or bleeding gum. 
Tell-tale shells, and shells that whisper Come^ 
Shells that stammer, blusli, and yet are damb- 
‘ O let me hear.* 

‘Eves so black they di.iw one trembling near, 
IVown eyes, caxerns flooded with a tear. 

Cloudless eves, blue eyes so windy clear ’ 

‘ O look at me ! 

‘Kisses sadly blown across the sea, 

I')a!kling kisses, kisses fair and free, 

Bob-a-cheirv kisses ’neath a tiee ’ 

‘ O gne me one ! ’ 

Thus sang a king and queen in Babvloo. 
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87T» The Toppy 

OHMMER *;et lip to earth’s bosom bare, 

^ And left the flush’d print in a poj.py there; 
Like a yawn of fire from the grass it came. 

And the fanning wind pufp d it to flapping flame. 

With burnt mouth red like a lion’s it drank 
The blood of the sun as he slaughter’d sank, 

And dipp’d its cup in the purpurate shine 
When the eastern conduits ran with wine. 

Till It grew lethargied with fierce bliss, 

And hot as a Ss\ inked gip''V is. 

And drowsed in sleepy savageries, 

With mouth wide a-pout for a sultry kiss. 

A child and man paci'd side by side. 

Treading the sknts of eventide ; 

But between the clasp of his h !r<i and hers 
Lay, felt not, twenty wither’d yeais. 

She turn’d, with the rout of her dusk South hair. 
And saw the sleeping gipsy there ; 

And ‘'Uatch’d and snajip’d it in swift child's whim, 
With — ‘Keep it, long as you live!’ — to liim. 

And his smile, as nymphs from their laving meres, 
Tremlded up from a bath of tears ; 

And joy, like a mew sea-iock'd apart, 

Toss’d on the wave of his troubled heart 
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For he saw what she did not sec, 

That — as kindled by its own fervency — 

The vcigc shrivell’d inward smoulderingly : 

And suddenly ’twixt his hand and liers 
He knew the twenty wither’d years — 

No flower, but twenty shrivell’d years, 

‘ Was never such thing until this hour,’ 

Low to his heart he "^aid ; ‘the flower 
Of sleep brings wakening to me, 

And of oblivion memory.’ 

‘ Was never this thing to me,’ he said, 

‘ Though wdth bruised poppies my feet are red ’ 
And again to his own heart very low : 

* O child ! I love, for I love and know ; 

‘ But you, who lo\e nor know at all 
Tiic dnerse chambers m Love’s guest-hall, 
Where some nse early, few sit long : 

In how ditferir'g accents hear th,e throng 
His great Pentecostal longue ; 

‘Who know not lo\e from amity. 

Nor mv rejioited ■'elf from me ; 

A fair lit gift is this, meseems. 

You gi\e — this withering flower of ilreams. 

‘O liankly fickle, and fickly true. 

Do you know what the days will do to you ? 
To your Love and you what the day'^ ^wi! do 
O frankly fickle, and fickly true ? 
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‘You have loved me, Fair, three lives — or days; 
'Twill pass with the passing of my face. 

But where I go, your face goes too, 

To watch lest I play false to you, 

‘ I am but, my sweet, your foster-lover. 

Knowing well when certain yeais arc over 
You vanish from me to another ; 

Yet I know, and love, like the foster-mother. 

‘ So, frankly fickle, and fickly true ! 

For nw brief hfe-while I take from you 
This token, fair and fit, meseems, 

For me — this withering flower of dreams.’ 

The sleep- flower sways in the wheat its head. 
Heavy with dreams, as that with bn'rid ; 

The goodly gram and the sun-flush'cl sleeper 
The rea]ier reaps, and Time the reajiei. 

I hang ’mid men my needless head. 

And my fruit is dreams, as theirs is bread : 

Tlie goodly men and the sun-ha/ed slee])cr 

Time shall reap, but after the reajer 

The world shall glean of me, me the sleeper • 

Fovc ! love ! your flower of witlier’d diLam 
In leaved rhyme lies safe, 1 deem, 

Shelter’d and shut in a nook of rhyme. 

From the reaper man, and his reaper Time. 

Love ! / fall into the claws of Time: 

But lasts witliin a leaded rhyme 
All that the world of me esteems — 

My wither’d dreams, my wither’d dreams. 
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S76. Non Nobis 

KJ OT unto us, O Loid, 

^ Not unto us tl^e rapture of the day, 

The peace of night, or love’s divine suijaise, 

High heart, high sjjeech, high deed:> ’nnd boao.ning eyes; 

For at Thy word 

All these are taken away. 

Not unto us, O Lord ; 

To us thou guest the scorn, the scourge, tue scar, 
The ache ol life, the loneliness of death, 

The insud'eiable sufficiency of bieath; 

And with Thy sworil 
Thou ])iercest \eiy far. 

Not unto us, O Lord : 

Nay, Lord, but unto her be all things guen — 

My light and life and earth and skv be bhi'‘ed — 

But let not all that wealth of love be waited; 

Let Hell affioid 

The jiavenient of her Heaven! 


KATHARINE TYNAN HINKSON 

H77, Shi’ ip and Lambs 

ALL in ttie Apiil morning, 

Apiil airs weie abroad; 

The slieep wnth their little lainO* 
Pabs’d me by on the road. 



KATHARINE TYNAN HINKSON 

The sheep with their little lambs 
Pass’d me by on the load ; 

All in an April evening 

I thought on the Lamb of God. 

The lambs were weary, and crying 
With a weak human cry, 

1 thouglit on the Lamb of God 
Going meekly to die, 

L’]) in the blue, blue mountains 
Dewy pastuies are succt; 

Rest for the little bodies, 

Rest for the little feet. 

Rest for the Lamb of God 
Up on the hill-top green, 

Only a cross of shame 

I’wo stark crosses betw'een. 

All in the A])iil evening, 

April airs weie abroad ; 

1 saw the shtep with their lambs, 

And thought on the Lamb of God 


FRANCES BANNERMAN 

S78, yin Upptfr CIju?nbcr 

T CAME into the City and none knew me; 

None came forth, none shouted * He is here i 
Not a hand with laurel would bestjiw me, 

All the way by which 1 drew aneai — 

Night my banii', r, and my hnald hear. 
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But I knew where one so long had waited 
In the low loom at the stairway’s height, 
Trembling lest my foot should be belated, 

Singing, sighing for the long hours’ flight 
Towards the moment of our dear deiig'nt. 

I came into the City when you hail’d me 
Saviour, and again your chosen Lord; — 

Not one guessing what it was that fail’d me, 

Willie along the way as they adored 
Tiiousands, thousands, shouted in accord. 

But through all the joy I knew — I only — 

How tlie hostel of my heart lay bare and cold, 
Silent of its music, and how lonely ' 

Never, though you crown me with your gold, 

Shall I find that little chamber as of old ! 

ALICE MEYNELL 

87 Q, Rmouiicanent 

T MUST not think of thee; and, tired yet strong, 

1 shun the love that lurks m all delight — 

The love of thee — and in the blue heaten’s height, 
And in the dearest passage of a song. 

On, )ust beyond the sw'cetest thoughts that throng 
Tins breast, the thoug'it of thee waits hidden yet bright 
But It must never, ne\er come m sight ; 

I must stop short of thee the whole dav long. 

But when sleep comes to close each diliicult d..y, 
Wlieii night gnes j)ause to the long watch 1 keep. 
And all my bund'' I needs must loose apait. 

Must doll mv vwll as laimcnt laid awa\, — 

With the first dieam that comes widi the fnst sleep 
I run, 1 run, 1 am g ither’d to tiiy heart. 
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880, T^he Lady of the La?nbs 

OHE walks — the lady of my delight — 

^ A she})hcrdess of sheep. 

Her flocks are thoughts. She keeps them white 3 
She guaids them from tlie steeji. 

She feeds them on the fiagiant height, 

And folds them in for sleep. 

Slie roams maternal lulls and bright, 

Daik valleys safe and decj). 

Her dreams are innocent at night ; 

The chastest stars may peej). 

She walks — tiie lady of my delight — 

A shej)herdess of sheep. 

She holds her little thoughts in sight, 

Tiiough gay they ri.n and leap. 

She is so circums];ect and ngiit ; 

She has her soul to keep. 

She walks — the lady ol my delight — 

A shepheidess ot sheep. 


DORA SIGERSON 

881. Ireland 

"" j 'WAS the dream of a God, 

^ And the mould of His hand, 
That you shook *neath His stioke, 
That you trembled and bioke 
To this beautiful land. 

Here He loosed from His hold 
A biowQ tumult of wings, 
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Till the wind on the sea 
Lore tlie strange melody 
Of an island that sings. 

He made you all fair, 

You in purj»le and gold. 

You in silver and green, 

TMl no eye that has seen 
Without love can beliold. 

1 li.ive left you behind 
In the ])ath of tlie past. 

With the white breath of flowers, 

With the best of God’s hours, 

] ha\e left you at last. 

MARGARET L. WOODS 

882. G enius Loci 

OEACE, Siiepherd, j)eace 1 Wliat boots it singing on- 
* Since long ago grace-gning Phoebus died, 

An i all the train that lo\ed the stream-biight side 
Of the poetic mount with liiin arc gone 
Beyond the shores of Styx and Acheron, 

In unexjiloied lealms of night to hide. 

The clouds that stiew tlieir shadows far and wide 
Aie all of llea\en tiiat Msits Helicon. 

Ytt heie, wheie never muse 01 god did haunt. 

Still may some nameless power of Nature stiay, 
Plea>>td with the uedy stream’s continual chant 
And purple pomp of these btoad fields in May. 

The s}iej)herds meet him wheie he heids the kine, 

And careless ]mss him by whost is the gift divine. 
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88 1 , "Dominus llluminatk 

TN the hour of death, after this life’s whim, 

^ Wlien the heait beats low, and the eyes grow dim, 
And pain has exhausted every hmb — 

The lover of the Lord shall trust in Him. 

When the will has foi gotten the lifelong aim, 

And the mind can only disgrace its fame, 

And a man is uncertain of his own name — 

Tiic power of the I^oid shall lill this fiame. 

When tlie last sigli is heated, and the last teai shed, 
And the codin is waiting beside the bed. 

And the widow and child forsake the dead— 

Tiie angel of the Lord shall lift this head. 

For e\en the j-urest delight may jiall, 

And power must fail, and tlie piide must fall, 

.^..nd the lote of the dearest friends grow small — 

Hut the gloiy of the Loid is ail in ail. 
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In a harbour grene aslcjie whtiens 1 l.iy 43 

In a quiet water’d land, a land of . 849 

In a valley of thr^ restles mind . 24 

In after days when grasses high . . . 820 

In Clementina’s aitless mien . . . . 508 

In g<nng to my naked bed as one that would h.ive slf]4 46 

Inbcarltt town, where I was born . 389 

In sonier when the shawes be sheync . , 22 

In the hall the coffin wails, and the idle arnuiurtr sta!.d^ 708 

In ttic highlands, in the eountiv place^ ... . 8^7 

In the hour of death, after this lilt’s w hiiii . 883 

In the hour of my distiess 273 

In the merrv inontii uf May . . 74 

In Xanathi did Kubla Khan 5^0 

Into the silver night .... 844 

Into the skies, one summer’s day . 740 

I' It so small a thing . . 7:;^ 

It fell about the Maitmmas . . . 374 

It Icll in tlie ancient pcnocs ... . . 070 
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Jt fell on a. day, and a bonnie simmer day 
It IS a beauteous evening, calm and free . 

It IS an ancient Mariner 

It IS not, Celia, in our power . . . . 

It IS not death, that sometime in a sigh . 

It IS not growing like a tree . . . . 

It IS not to be thought of that the flood 

It is the miller’s daughter . . . , 

It was a dismal and a fearful night 

It was a lover and his lass . . . , 

It was a’ for our rightlu’ King 

It was many and many a jear ago . 

It was not in the Winter . . . . 

It was not like your gieat and gracious wa\s ' 
It was the Winter wilde. 

Its edges foam’d with amethyst and rose 


Jenny kiss’d me when we met 5ga 

John Andei son, my JO, John 497 

Know, Celia, since thou art so proud ..... 293 

Ladies, though to your conquering eyes .... 404 

Late at een, drinkiii’ the wine . 370 
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Lay a garland on my heisc . ..... 209 

Leave me, O Love, which reachest but to dust • • • 9j 

Lenten ys come w ith love to toune . ... 3 
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Let me go forth, and share ... ... 853 
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Lite ' I know not what thou art . . 474 

Like the Idalian queen . . . 225 
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Like to Diana in her summer weed . . 103 

Like l(» the clear in highest sphere . . lOo 

Lt), ijuhat It is to love . . . 44 

Loudtin, thou art of lowues per \e . . . . 19 

Long-expet tetl tJne-and-twcntv - . . 450 

Look not lliou ou beauty’s ckaumng . . . 544 
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Love is enough • though the World be a-waning . . . 8or 
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Love, thou art absolute, sole Lord 338 

Love thy country, wi.sh it well 443 

Love wing’d my Hopes and taught me how to lly . . . 62 

Mane Hamilton 's to the kiik gane ..... 375 
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Martial, the things that do attain 41 

Marvel of marvels, li I myself shall behold , . . 785 

Mary ' I want a Ivie with other strings 479 

May ' Be thou never graced with buds that sing . . . 245 

May ' queen ol blossoms . . ... 586 

Me so oft my fancy drew , . ... 238 

Men grew sae cauld, mauls sae unkind . . . 655 

Merry Margaret . . . . • 3^ 

Methoiight I saw my late espoused Saint ... 321 

Mild Is the parting year, and sweet . . . . 565 

Milton ' thou shouldst be living at this huur . . 524 

More love or more disdain 1 crave .... . 403 

Mortality, behold and fear ! . . . 234 

Most glorious Lord of Lyfe ’ that, on this day . . 84 

Mother, I cannot mind my wheel . . . . 564 
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My blood so red ......... 385 
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My delight and tny delight . 832 
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My grief on the sea 858 
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My heart leaps up when I behold .... 
My little Son, who look’d from tlionghtful eyes 
My Love m her attire doth show her wit 
My love IS strengthen’d, though more weak m seeming 
My love o’er the water bends dreaming . 

My lute, awake ! perform the last .... 
My mother bore me in the southern wild 
My new-cut ashlar takes the light .... 
My noble, lovely, little Peggy .... 

My Peggy is a young thing 

My Phillis hath the morning sun .... 

My silks and fine array ...... 

My soul, sit thou a patient looker-on 

My soul, there is a country 

My thoughts hold mortal strife .... 
My true love hath my heart, and I have his . 
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No coward soul is mine ... ... 
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Not a (Iruni was lieard, not a funeral note 

Not, Cel. a, that I jiisicr am ..... 

‘ Not onr^,’ say some, ‘ the thought of death to dread 
Not unto Us, Cf Loid 

Now sleeps the cninson petal, now tlie white. 

Now the lusty sjjiing is seen . 

Now the North wind ccis s . 

Now winter nights eiilaige 
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t) Captain ’ ni\ Captain ' our tcartul trip is done 

O Christ of Cod ’ whose hie and death . 

O come, soft rest ol cares ! come, Night ! 
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O Earth, lip heavily tipon her e^es 789 

O fly, my Soul ' \\ hat hanj^s ujton . . . , . 287 

O fly not, I’lcasure, pleasant-hearted Pleasure . . 816 

O for some honest lover’s ghost ...... 325 

O for the mighty wakening that aroused . . . 676 

O friend ' 1 know not which way I must look . . . 523 
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O joy of creation ........ 813 
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O never say that I was fdse ot heart . . . . . i6r 
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O ruddier than the cherry 1 439 
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t) .‘>OT-iow' ...... ... 623 

O that ’twere possible .... . 70Q 

O the sad day ' . . . . . . 407 

O thou, by Nature taught .... , . 457 
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O thou undaunted daugliltr of desirrs ' . ... 330 

O thou with dew\ locks, who lookest down .... 484 

O Time ' who know’st a lenient hand to lay .... 50Q 

O, to be in England . . . . , 7^9 

O turn awar those cruel eyes . ..... 394 

O waly, waly, up the bank ....... 388 

O were my l.ove yon lilac fair .... 502 

O western wind, when wilt thou blow .... 72 

O wha will shoe my bonny foot ? . . . . . . 369 
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392 

O wlint can ail thee, kmght-at-arms 
‘ 0 which IS the last rose t ’ . 



c>33 



851 

() wild West Wind, thou' breath of Autumn's being 
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0 woild, he nobler, for her sake ' 



871 

0 world, in very truth thou art too young 

O yonge fresshe folkes, he or she . 
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O, you plant tlie pain in my heart with your vMstful eyes 


814 

Ot a' tlie airts tlie wind can blaw . 



494 

Of all the flowers rising now 



757 

Of all the girls that aie so smart 



444 

Of all the torments, all the cares . 



429 

Of Nelson and the North . . . . 



581 

Of Neptune’s empire let us sing 



173 

Of on that is so fayr and bright 
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Oft, in the stilly night 



584 

Often I think of the beautiful town 



689 

Oh how comely it is and how reviving 



323 

On a day— alack the day ' . . . . 



124 

On a starr’d night I’nnce Lucifer uprose. 
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f)n a time the amorous hilvy . 



73 

On either side the river he . 



700 

On parent knees, a naked new-born child 



478 
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oful ])liglit 
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On the wide level of a mountain’s head . 
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One moie Unfortunate 
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One won! is too often profaned 
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Onlv tell lier that I loae 



421 
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Orpheus with his lute made trees . 
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Out of the night that coaers me 
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Over hill, over dale . . . . 
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C)\ er the mountains . . , . 
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Over the sea our g.illeys went 
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P.uk, cWuds, away' and welcome, dav * 
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Past ruin’d Hum Helen lives . 
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Peace, Shepherd, peace ' What boots it singinj^ on ’ . . 88a 

Perfect little body, without fault or stain on tliee . . . 837 

Phoebus, arise ! . . 224 

Piping down the valleys wild 486 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth . ... 164 

Praise is devotion fit for mighty minds ..... 303 

Pray but one prayer lor me 'twixt thy closed lips . . . 800 

Proud Maisie is in the wood . . ... 542 

Pi oud word } nu never spoke, but you will speak . . . 562 

Pure stream, in whose transparent wave . . . 464 

Put your head, daihng, darling, darling 71a 

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair 184 

Queen of fragrance, lovely Rose . .446 

Qiilien Flora had o'eiliei the firth . 50 

Quoth tongue of neither maid nor wife , . . . • 656 

Remain, ah not in youth alone ' .... 566 

Rememlier me when I am gone away .... 787 

Retuin, return ' all night my lamp is limning . 766 

‘ Rise,' said the Master, ‘come unto the ka.^t ’ . -711 

Robin sat on gude green hill . . . 16 

Roll forth, ni) song, like the rushing rnei . 665 

Rorate coeli desiiper ' . . . 20 

Rose-oheek d 1 aura, come . . 169 

Roses, their sharp sjants being gone 141 

Round the cape of a siuldtn OQiTie the sea . . . 725 

Sabrina fair . 315 

Safe where 1 cannot die jet . 786 

.Sa\. cnnison Kos*- and dainty DafbKlil . . 177 

fea) not the snuggle naught a\aikth . . . . 7)i 

Sajs Tweed lu Till . ... -,83 

Scorn not the Sonnet ; Critic, \ou have fiown U . . . 534 

teamen three ' \\ hat men be } e t . . . . 5,05 

Season of mists and mellow fiuitfulrussl . 027 

See how' the flowers, as at parade . 370 

See the Chanut at hand heie of To\e , . 18H 

See wlieie she sits upon the gras^it gieene ... 80 

See with wliat simjilicity . . ... 3^8 

See ) on blithe child that dances in our sight ' . . . 602 

Sense with keenest edge unused 8^8 
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Seven weeks of sea, and twice seven days of storm . 



82 1 

Shall I compare thee to a Summers day t 



M5 

Shall I strew on thee rose or rue or laurel 



8ro 

shall I thus ever long, and be no whit the neare* . 



54 

^hall I, wasting in desj^air 



237 

She beat the happy pavement 



345 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 



5f6 

She tell away in her first ages spring 



83 

She IS not fair to outward view 



644 

She knelt upon her brother’s grave . 



790 

'‘he pass'd away like morning dew 



^5 

'she stood breast-hiph amid the corn 



652 

'•he walks in beauty, like the night 



600 

She walks —the lady of my delight 



880 

She was a phantom of delight 



52Q 

She was a queen of noble Nature’s crowning . 



643 

She who to Heaven more IleaATn doth annex 



333 

She ’s Somewhere in the sunlight strong , 



868 

Should auM acquaintance be forgot 
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Shut not so soon ; the dull-eyed night 



261 

Since all that I can (ver do for thee 
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47 

Si^tci, awake' clo‘-t not your e^esl 



67 

Sleep, sleep, beauty bnght 
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So, we'll go no more a-roMiig 
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Soitl\, () midnight Hours' 
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Some \c\ their souls wnth jealous pan. 
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Steer, h iher steer voiii winged pmcs 



241 

Stern Ha.'ghter of tlu Voice of (>od ' 
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Still do the Stars ii-qnrt 'heir light 
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Still let niy t\ rail's ' ..ow, 1 .am not doom’d to wear 
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Strange ti's ol jiassion have 1 known 
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Strew on her loses, lOses 
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Sublime — invention ever young .... 
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Sweetest Saviour, if my soul ....... 284 
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I'cll me not, bweet, I am unkind . . ... 343 

Tell me not what too well I know 570 
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The Indian weed withered quite 390 
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The isles of Gieect ! the isles of Greece ! . . , .601 

7 'he king sits in Dunfermline town 308 

The Lady Mary Villiers lies 294 
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The last and greatest Herald of Heaven’s King 



332 

The leaves are falling; s^am I . . . . 

The linnet in the rocky rfells 



575 



735 

The loppM tree lu time may grow again 



108 

The lovely lass o’ Inverness . 



504 

'I'he man of life upright ...... 



175 

I'he merchant, to secure his treasure 



424 

The moth’s kiss, first * . 



723 

Tlie murmur of the mourning ghost 



765 

The Nightingale, as soon as April bringi.ih . 

The ram set early in to-mght 



pr 



720 

The red rose whispers of passion . 



831 

The reivers they stole Fair Annie .... 



372 

The ring, so worn as you behold .... 



482 

The Rose was sick and smiling died 



25s 

The seas are quiet when the winds give o’er . 



306 

The soote season, that bud and bloom forth brings . 



39 

'J he spacious firmament on high 



433 

d’he splendour falls on castle walls . 



704 
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The sun descending in the west .... 



49 1 

T he sun rises bright in France .... 



589 

The thirsty earth soaks up tne ram 



349 

The twentieth year is weuriigh past 



471 

The w'lne of Love is music ... 
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The w'orld is too much with us ; late and soon 



535 

The world’s great age begins anew . 
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T he jear ’s at the sp'ing 
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T'he >oimg May moon beaming, lo\c . 



582 

Thee too, niodiest tressed maul 



508 

Then li itt me wdien thou wilt , if ever, now , 



1 54 

There ame was a may, and she lo'cd iia men . 



430 

T'here are two births, the one when light 



330 

1 here be none of Bcautv’s daiightcis 



098 

There 1^ a gaiden m her face . . , . 



168 

There is a Lady sweet .and kind 



70 

There IS a mountain aiu' a wowd hetwee i us . 



574 

TIktc is a sikiiLC wheu liath been no sound . , 
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There i.s sweet musm htic that softer falls 



702 

There livui a w'lle at Usher’s wc.li 
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There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream 
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Theie were three ravens sat on a tree 



379 

There were twa sisters sat in a hour 
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There ’s a woman like a dew-drop she ’s so parer than the purest 

'rhere ’s not a nook within this silent Pass .... 

They are all gone into the world of light ! . . . . 

They are waiting on the shore . . . . . 

They tlee from me that sometime did me seek 

They seem’d, to those who saw them meet .... 

They that have power to hurt and will do none 

They told me, Ileraclitiis, ihev told me you were dead . 

'I hey all were looking for a king ...... 

This ae nighte, this ae nighte 

This hinder yeir I baid he tald . . , . 

This IS a spray the Hird clung to . ... 

This little \auU, this narrow room . , . . 

This winter’s weather it waxeth cold 

Thou art to all lost love the best . ... 

T hou still unravish’d bride of quietness 
Thou youngest Mrgm-daughter ot the ‘'iv.ts 
Though beauty be the maik of praise 
Three years she grew in .sun and show< r 
Through gntf and through danger thy --mile hath ctieer’d my 
way . . . . . . . . 

Through the black, rushing smoke-bursts 

Throw away Thy rod . . . . . . 

Thus the May ne glideth . ... 

Thus when the silent grave beronu^ 

Thy bosom is (inVaied w'lth all heaits . . , . 

Thy restless feet now earn'' t go ... 
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Tiger, tiger, burning bright 

Time IS the feather’d thing .... 

'Tl^ a dull sight . . ..... 

To all you ladies now at land ...... 

To hair Fidele s grassy tomb . ... 

To lire vMthin a cave— it is most ''.»od 
To irm, fair friend, you n^’ver <,an be oM 
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To niv true king I offer’d free from stain 
To the Otean now I fly ... . 

To those whom death again chd ued 
To-day, all day, I rode upon the dov\n 
To-night retired, the queen of heaven 
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Up the airy mountain . ... . . 769 

Upon my lap my sovereign sits 165 
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Vital spark of hcav’nly flame ! 442 
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^\ e watch’<l her lireathing thro' the night .... 653 
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W’eep with me, all you that read ..... 193 
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